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Te ProLoGus. 


8 O free this Wark 16, Gentlemen, from Offence, 
That, we are confident, it needs no DOME, 
From us, or from the Potts Me dare look - 
On any Man, that brings his Table-book _ 
To write down What again be. may repeat - 
At. ſome great Table, to deſerve his Meat. 
Let Such come fwelPd with Malice, to apply . 
What is Mirth here, there for an Injury. 
Nor Lord, nor Lady, we have: tax*d; nor State, 
Nor any private Perſon; their poor Hate 
Will be ftarv'd here; for Envy" ſhall not find 
One Touch that may be wreſted to ber Mind. 
And yet deſpair not, Gentlemen, the Play 
Is quick and witty; ſo the Poets ſay, 5 
And we believe them; the Plot neat and nem 
Faſhiowd like thoſe, that are approv'd by you. 
Only * twill crave Attention in the moſt; 
Becauſe, one Point unmark*d, the whole is bot. 
Hear firſt then, and Judge after, and be free; 
And, as our Cauſe is, let our Cenſure be. 


Another Den 


W. wiſh, if it were poſſible, you knew 

I hat we would give for this Night's Luck, if new. 
It being our Ambition to delight 
Our kind SpeBators with what's good, and right. 
Yet ſo far know, and credit me, *twas made 
By Such, as were held Workmen in their Trade; 
At à Time too, 'when they, as I divine, 
Were truly merry, and drank luſty Wine, 
The Nectar of the Muſes ; Some are here, 
J dare preſume, to «whom it did appear 

55 4 


It. were Tnjuſtice to decry this now, 


FFP 
4 2 Piece, which gave a lawful Birth 
To paſſionate Scenes mixt with uo vulgar. Mirth. 
But unto Such to whom tis known by Fame 
From others, perhaps, only by the Name, | 
J am a Suitor, that they would prepare 7 
Sound Palates, and then judge their Bill of Fare. 


For being lik'd before; you may allow © 


"(Your Canaour ſafe) what's taught in the old Sthools z ; 


All fuch, as liv'd before you, were not Fools. 


[4 


FFI, VE Þa >. (5 = N 
DRAMATIS PERSON. 
M E N. 


5 * 


Count Clodi io, 8 ons a diſhonourable Purſuer of Zendtia 

Manuel du Soſa, Governor of Lisbon, and Brother to Guiomar. 

Arnoldo, a Gentleman contracted to Zenocia, © 

Rutilio, a merry Gentleman, Brother to Arnoldo. 

Charino, Father to Zenocia. 

Duarte, Son to Guiomar ; 4 Gentleman well quali fied, on vain- 
glorious. * 

Alonzo, @ young Portugal Gentleman, Enemy. to Duarte. 

Leopold, a Sea-Captain, enamour'd on Hippolyta. 

Zabulon, a Jew, Servant to Hippolyta, 

Jaques, Servant to be 


WOMEN. 


Zenocia, Miſtreſs to Arnoldo, and a chaſte Wi fe 
Guiomar, @ virtuous Lady; Mother to Duarte. 

Hippolyta, @ rich Lady; wanton in Love with Arnoldo. 
Sulpitia, a Bawd, Miſtreſ. of the Male Stews. © 


Doch, Chirurgion, Officers, Guard, Page, Bravo, Knaus of 
. | the Male Stews, Servants. 

The Sc EN E, Jemetimes Lisbon; ſemetimer, Italy. 5 
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Dictionary of Law-Termes, under the Word Mercheta. 
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) CousroM of the COUNTRY. 
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Enter Rutilio, and Arnoldo. 
Rur 11 10. 


H do you grieve thus ſtill? _ | 

an. *Twould melt a Marble, = [tune. 
Re VAVEa And tame a Savage Man, to feel my For- 
Ru. What Fortune? I have livd this 
, CY. LO | 564 
And run thro? all theſe Follies you call Fortunes, 


(1) The Cus Tom, on which a main Part of the Plot of this 
Comedy is built, prevail'd at one Time, as Monſ. Bax Tx tells us, in 
Jah; till it was put down by a prudent and truly pious Cardinal. 
It obtain'd likewiſe for a good long Time in Scotland. Eugenius III. 
King of Scotland, (who began his Reign A. D. 53 5) ordain'd, that 
the Lord, or Maſter, ſhould have the firſt Night s Lodging with 
every Woman married to his Tenant or Bondman. This obſcene 
Ordinance was abrogated by Malcolm III. who began his Reign 


A. D. 1061, about Five Years before the Norman Conqueſt ; having 


laſted in Force ſomewhat above 500 Yeats. See BLounT in his 


Mr. Dryden, I remember, having been accuſed by Mr. Collier of 
too many Groſleties in his Dramatick Writings, replies, that there 
is more Bawdry in one Play of PLETCHBR's, icall'd, The Cauflom of. 
the Country, than in all his put together. Should we allow this to 
be true, the Plea of this Great Man is far from being defenſible in. 


following ſo bad an Example. ” 


35 " ©." 


6 De Cuſtom of the Country. 
Yet never fixt on any good and conſtant, 5 
But what I made my ſelf: Why ſhould I grieve then 
At that I may mould any way ? | | 
Arn. You are .wide ſtill, | 
Kut. You love a Gentlewoman, a young handſom 
Woman, I have lov'd a thouſand, not fo few. 
Arn. You are diſpos'd, ——— : | 
Rut. You hope to marry her; *tis a lawful Calling, 
And prettily eſteem'd of, but take heed then; 
(2) Take heed, dear Brother, of a ſtranger Fortune 
Than &er you felt yet; Fortune my Foe's a Friend to it. 
Aru. Tis true, I love, dearly and truly love, 
A noble, virtuous, and moſt beauteous Maid, 
And am beloy'd again, | hs 
Rut. That's too much o' Conſcience, BY 
To love all theſe, would run me out o' my Wits 
Arn. Prithee, give Ear, J am to marry her. 
Rut. Diſpatch it then, and I'll go call the Piper. 
Arn. But, O, the wicked Cuſtom of this Country, 
The barbarous, moſt inhuman, damned Cuſtom, 
(3) Kut. *Tis true, to marry is the moſt inhuman 
F 1 2 Damn'd 


(32) Take heed, dear Brother, of a flranger Fortune LS 
Than ter you felt yet; Fortune my Fos a Friend td it.] 
i, e. Take heed of the Conſequences of Marriage, the Chance of 
Cuckoldom, But ſtill this Paſſage muſt be obſcure to the moſt 
attentive Reader, who is not inform'd of this Circumſtance. Fortune. 
my Foe was the Beginning of an old Ballad, in which were enumerated 
all the Misfortunes that fall upon Mankind thro' the Caprice of For- 
tune. This Ballad is again mention'd in our Author's Anight of the 
burning Peſile. | 
Old Mer. Sing, I ſay, or by the merry Heart you come not in. 
Merch. Well, Sir, Til fing. Fortune my Foe, &c. 
And it is likewiſe mention'd in a Comedy of more recent Date, call'd 
the Rump, or Mirrour of the Times. A Frenchman is introduced at 
the Bonfires made for the burning of the Rumps ; and, catching hold 
of Priſcilla, Mrs. Lambert's 1 will oblige her ta 
dance, and. orders the Muſick to play, Fortune my Foe. 

) *Tis true, to marry is a Cuftom | va 
© Prhe World; for, look you, Brother,] i. e. It is a Cuſtom to 
marry ; for who would be ſuch a Fool as to marry? Beſides the 
Defe& in the Metre, this is flagrant Nonſenſe. Nothing is more 
common in Printing than to reprint the Words of a foregoing Line 
in a ſubſequent one; and when the ſame Words are really to be 

. re 


De Cuſtom of the Country. 7 
Damn'd Cuſtom in the World; for, look you, Brother, 
Wou'd any Man ſtand plucking for the Ace of Hearts 
With one Pack of Cards. all Day's ons Life” © VIS - 
Arn. You do not, — 
Or elſe you purpoſe not to, atdiftand me. 
Rut. Proceed, | will give Ear. Arn. They liave' 1 Ciſtom ; 
In this moſt beaſtly N out Wen mY K 
Rut. Let's hear it firſt. 4 
Arn. That when a Maid's contractel 
And ready for the Tie o'th' Church, the Governor, 
He that commands in Chief; muſt ave her Maidenhead, 
Or ranſom it for Money, at his Pleaſure, [Cuſtom ! 
Rut. How might a Man atchieve that Place? à rare 


An admirable rare Cuſtom! and none excepted?” © 


Arn. None, none. 

Rut. The rarer ſtill: How could I lay about me, - 
In this rare Office? Are they born to it, or choſen? 

Arn. Both equal damnable, _ 

Rut. Methinks, both excellent, | 
Would, I were the next Heir, An. To this mad Fortune 
Am I now come, my Marriage is proclaim d, 

And nothing can redeem me from this Miſchief. 

Rut. She's very young. 

Arn. Ves. 2 

Kut. And fair, 1 dare proclaim herz 3 
Elle mine Eyes fail. | 

Arn. Fair as the Bud unblaſted, 8. 

Rut. I cannot blame him then, if *twere mine own n caſe, 


01 would not go an Ace leg. 


repeated, oPricies,” by not attending to the Senſe, might naturally 
think it an Error of the Tranſcriber, and ſo omit them. This 


latter has undoubtedly happen'd in che Place above, which therefore, 
I believe, I have reſto „and the Paſſage gains much Humour 


by it. Mr, Seqvard. 


- I muſt own, there is an uncommon Liberty taken in this Emendation z 


but the Conjecture is ſo ingenious, ſo full of city, and ſo probable ; 
and the Text ſolame dey roar withoutit, 11255 1 9 Readers 


for once will be fatisfied with 1 Senſe, rather —f diſpenſe with 


what, thro' the Blunder of the Copyiſts, carries no Senſe at all. 
(4) T wonld not K. an Ace 12601 i. 6. As e, I would 
not bate an Ace of it. 


B 4. Bros, Ax. 
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The. i Cufon f the r 


4 Arn. Fie, Rutilio, | | 
Why do you make your Brother” 8 Miſery. | 
Tour Sport and Game? Ru. There is no Paſtime like it. 

Arn. I look'd for your Advice, your timely Sal, 
How to avoid this Blow, not to be mock'd at, 

And my Afflictions jeer d. Rut. I tell thee, Arnoldo, 

An thou wert my Father, as thou art but my Brother, 


* N 
PER & 


My younger Brother too, I mult be 


A handfome Wench, pe? ſo near a 


merry. 
(5) And where there is a Wench Pth* Caſe, a young 
.. Wench, 


good Turn 
An I were to be hang'd, thus muſt J handle it. 


But you ſhall ſee, Sir, I can change this Habit 
To do you any Service; Adviſe what you , pleaſe, 
And ſee with what Devotion I'll attend i 


5 Vet, methinks, I am taken with this — * 
Enter Charino and Zenocia. W 


And could pretend to th* Place. Arn. Draw off a Linde 
_Here comes my Miſtreſs and her Father, 
Rut. A dainty Wench ! 
*Wou'd, I might farm this Cuſtom ! 
Char. My dear Daughter, 
Now to bethink your ſelf of new Advice, 
Will be too late; later, this timeleſs Sorrow;  . .) 
No Price, no Prayers, can infringe the Fate 
Your Beauty hath caſt on you. My beſt Zenocia, 
Be rul'd by me, a Father's Care directs ye, 
Look on the Count, look chearfully and ſweetly ; "angle: 
What though he have the Power to poſſeſs ye, | 
To pluck.your maiden Honour, and then ſlight Ye, 
By Cuſtom unreſiſtible to enjoy you; 


Yet, my ſweet e ſo much your Youth and Goodneſs, 


(s) Ard . it a Wench yet can, a young Wench, 8 
A handſome Wench, and ſooner a good turn too,] The oldeft 
Folio exhibits it can, which led the latter Editors to this corrupted 
Reading, and will lead us back again to the true One. I think, I 
may venture to ſay, that I have both retriev'd the Metre and the 
Meaning of the Authors. Mr. Seward likewiſe ſaw with me, that, 
1 Caſe, was neceſſary in the firſt Part of the Emendation, 


” 
: 
«#4 


The 


The Caſtom of the Country. 9 


(6) The Beauty of your Soul, and Saint-like Modeſty, . 
Have won upon his wild Mind, ſo much charm'd him, 
That all Pow'r laid aſide, what Law allows him, 
Or ſudden Fires, kindled from thoſe bright Eyes, 
He ſues to be your Servant, fairly, nobly,. _ ht 
For ever to be ty*d your faithful Husbande 
Conſider, my beſt Child. Zen. I have conſider d. 
Char. The Bleſſedneſs, that this breeds too, conſider; . 
Beſides your Father's Honour, your own Peace, 
The Baniſhment for ever of this Cuſtom, _ IWR 
This baſe and barbarous Uſe; for after once 
He has found the Happineſs of holy Marriage, 
And what it is to grow up with one Beauty, 
How he will ſcorn and kick at ſuch an Heritage 
Left him by Luſt, and lewd Progenitors. ; 
All Virgins too ſhall bleſs your Name, ſhall ſaint it, 
And like ſo many Pilgrims go to your Shrine, 
When Time has turn'd your Beauty into Aſhes, 
Fill'd with your pious Memory. Zen. Good Father, 
Hide not that bitter Pill I loath to ſwallow  _ 5 
In ſuch ſweet Words. 3 
Char. The Count's a handſome Gentleman, 
And, having him, you're certain of a Fortune, | 
A high and noble Fortune to attend you: 
Where, if you fling your Love upon this Stranger, _.. 
This young Arnaldo, not knowing from what Place 
Or honourable Strain he's ſprung, you venture 
All your own Sweets, and my long Cares to nothing, 
Nor are you certain of his Faith; why may not that 
Wander, as he does, every where? Zen. No more, Sir, 
J muſt not hear, I dare not hear him wrong'd thus 


(6) The Beauty of your Soul and ſaint-like Modefly,  _ __ 
Have won upon his mild Mind, ] But wherein was Cladis of a 
mild Mind? He prided himſelf in the Privilege of the lewd Caſtom, 
and the Gratification of his ſenſual Appetite. The change of a ſin- 
pie Letter reſtores his true Character, and the Intention of our Poets. 
pon Reference to the firſt Folio, in 1647, I find my Emendation 
there confirm'd, © | | 2 1 


Victue 


_ His common and indifferent Actions, 


x 0 De Cuſtom of the Country. 


(7) Virtue is never wounded, but I ſuffer. | 
*Tis an ill Office in your Age, a poor one, 

To judge thus weakly ; and believe your ſelf too, 
A weaker; to betray your innocent Daughter, 
To his intemp*rate, rude, and wild Embraces, 


She hates as Heav'n hates Falthood. 


Rut. A good Wench, 
She ſticks cloſe to you, Sir. 
Zen. His Faith uncertain ? 


The Nobleneſs his Virtue ſprings from, doubted ? 


D'ye doubt, *tis Day now? or when your Body's perfect, | 


Four Stomach well diſpos'd, your Pulſes temperate, 


D'ye doubt, you are in Health? I tell you, Father, 
One Hour of this Man's Goodneſs, this Man's Nobleneſs, 
Put in the Scale againſt the Count's whole Being, 
(Forgive his Luſts too, which are half his Life 

He could no more endure to hold Weight with him. 
Arnoldo's very Looks are fair Examples; 


* 


Rules and ſtrong Ties of Virtue: He has my firſt Love, 
To him in Sacred Vow I have giv'n this Body, 


In him my Mind inhabits. Raul. Good Wench ſtill. 
Zen. And *till he fling me off, as undeſervin | 


Which I confeſs I am, of ſuch a Bleſſing, 

But would be loth to find it ſo — Arn. O never; 
Never, my happy Miſtreſs, never, never 

When your poor Servant lives but in your Fayour, 
One Foot rth* Grave, the other ſhall not linger. 

W hat Sacrifice of Thanks, what Age of Service, 
What Danger of more dreadful Look than Death, 
What willing Martyrdom to crown me conſtant 
May merit ſuch a Goodneſs, ſuch a Sweetnels ? 

A Love ſo nobly great, no Pow'r can ruin; 

Moſt bleſſed Maid, go on, the Gods that gave this, 


(7) Virtue is never wounded, but I ſuffer.) This glorions Senti- 
ment, which, as the ingenious Mr. Symp/on ſays, is more worthy of 
a Philoſopher than a Woman, we have met with before, ſomewhat 
differently cloath'd, in Philaſter. RS | 

n ben any falls from Virtue, I am diſtra#ted 

I have an Int'reſt in't. s 


Th is 


The Cuftom of the Country. 11 
This pure, unſpotted Love, the Child of Hea vn. 


In their own Goodneſs, muſt preſerve and fave it, 


And raiſe you a Reward beyond our Recompence. 

Zen. 1 ask but you, a pure Maid to poſſeſs, ; 
And then they have crown'd my Wiſhes: If I fall then, 
Go ſeek ſome better Love; mine will debaſe y wag 
Kut. A pretty innocent Fool; well, Governor, 
Though I think well of your Cuſtom, and could wiſh 
For this Night in your Place, heartily wiſh it; I my ſelf 
Yet if you play not fair Play and above board too, 
(8) I have a fooliſh Engine here, I fay no more; 


l tell you what, and if your Honours Guts 


Are not inchanted——— | 
Arn. I ſhould now chide you, Sir, for fo declining ._. 
| eb ; I Charino, 
The Goodneſs and the Grace you have ever ſhew'd me; 
And your own Virtue too, in ſeeking raſhly 


Io violate that Love Heav'n has appointed; 


To wreſt your Daughter's Thoughts, part that Affection 

That both our Hearts have ty*d, and ſeek to give it — 
(9) Rut. To a wild Fellow, that wou'd worry her; 

A Cannibal that feeds o* th* Heads of Maids, 

Then flings their Bones and Bodies to the Devil, 

Wou'd any Man of Diſcretion venture ſuch a Griſtle, 

To the rude Claws of ſuch a Cat of Mountain? {Bull 

(10) You'd better tear her *tween two Oaks, (11) a Town 


Is 


(8) I have a fooliſh Gin here,) The Verſe halts in its Emphaſis 3 
and beſides, Gin, I think, is glways uſed to ſignify a Trap, or 
Snare ; never, a Sword, or Piſtol, which carry Violence. 

(9) To a wild Felhw, that would weary her ; | Sure, this Term 
conveys very little Diſtreſs in it: What, only weary her? We 
might expect harſher Treatment certainly from a Cannibal, or Cat 
o' Mountain, as Clodio is immediately defcrib'd- to be. The Emenda- + 
tion, which I have ſubſtituted, was likewiſe ftarted to me by 
Mr. ee, | N 

(10) You had better tear her between #wo- Oaks,) I have cured 
the Metre, and now muſt explain the Alluſion of our Poets. Sinis, 
or Sinnis, was a Tyrant of a gigantick Stature and Strength, haunt- 
ing the Iſthmus of the Peloponneſe ; and was call'd IH] 
or the Pine-bender. When any unhappy Paſſenger fell into the Clut- 
ches of this mercileſs Man, he would bend down by main Force two 
Pines till he had brought them to meet together, and having faſten'd 

| | an 
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from our Poets thus; 


12 De Cuſtom of the Country. 


Is a meer $toick-to this Fellow, a grave Philoſopher, 
And a Spaniſh Jennet, a moſt virtuous Gentleman. | 

Arn. Does this ſeem handſome, Sir ? 

Rat. Though I confers, . 
Any Man wou'd deſire to have her, and by any means, 
At any rate too, yet that this common Hangman, 
That hath whipt off the Heads of a thouſand Maids already, 
That he ſhould glean the Harveſt, ſticks in my Stomach :- 
This Rogue, that breaks young Wenches to the Saddle, 
And eaches them to ſtumble ever after; * 
(12) That he ſhould have her fore my Brother now, 
That is a handſome young Fellow; and well thought on, 
And will deal tenderly in the buſineſs? } 
Or *fore my ſelf, that have a Reputation, 


Have ſtudied the Concluſions of theſe Cauſes, 


ay Arm and a Leg to each of them, tore aſunder the Limbs of his 
wretched Captives. Pauſanias tells us, that one of thoſe Pines 
was to be ſeen on the Banks of a River even in his Time, under 


the Reign of Adrian. This Sinnis was put to Death by Theſeus in 


the ſame Manner that He had exerciſed his Cruelty upon others ; as 


Plutarch informs us in the Life of that Hero. 


—— Nec Lex £ft juſtior ulla, 
Quàm Necis Artifices arte perire ſud. 
(11) — — 4 Town Bull 


1s a meer Stoick to this Fellow, a grave Philoſopher, 
And a Spaniſh Fennet, a moſt virtuous Gentleman. 
J have not © ventured to diſturb the Body of the Text here, tho', I 
think, a ſlight Tranſpoſition is abſolutely. neceſſary. In the firſt 
ce, the Verſification is moſt inharmonious, and runs out of all 
ounds. Then there is a flat, and flagrant, Ty Was not a Stoicł 
always a grave Philoſopher ? I have a great Suſpicion, that it came 


— — — — 4 Town-Bull 

I a meer Stoick te this Fellow ; and 

A Spaniſh Fennet, a grave Philoſopher ; 
A moſt virtuos Gentleman, 
(iz) That he ſhould haue her ? for my Brother now 
That is a handſome young Fellow ; and well thought en, 

And will deal tenderly in the Buſineſs : | 
Or for myſelf, that have a Reputation, 

And have fludied the Concluſions of theſe Cauſes, | 
Aud know the perfect Manage,) This Paſſage, till reform'd 
in the Pointing, and the Change of two Monoſyllables, as I have 
regulated the Text, I think, I may venture to pronounce was ſtark 
Nonſenſe, : eff ; 2 
| And 


The Cuſtom of the Country. 13 
And know the perfect Manage ? I'll tell you, old Sir, 
(If I ſhould call you wiſe Sir, I ſhould bely you : 2 
This thing, you ſtudy to betray your Child to, 

This Maiden-monger, when you have done your beſt; 
And think you have fixt her in the point of Honour, 3 
Who do you think you have ty'd her tor A Surgeon: 3 

I muſt confeſs, an excellent Diſſecter; 

One, that has cut up more young tender eee 
Char. What I ſpake, Gentlemen, was meer Compulſion, 
No Father's Free-will, nor did I touch your Perſons 
(13) With any Edge of Spight; or ſtain your” Loves . 
With any baſe, or hir'd-Perfwaſionsz; — 
Witneſs theſe Tears, how well I wiſh'd your Fortunes. (Ex. 

Rut. There's ſome Gracein thee yet; Tou arecetermity'd | 
To marry this Count, Lady. 

Zen. Marry him, Nail 7. ' 

Rut. Marry him, and lye with him, 1 mean. | 

Zen. You cannot mean that, | 163 
If you be a true Gentleman, you dure not, 2 
The Brother to this Man, and one that loves him ; 
. Pl marry the Devil firſt. | 

Rut. A better Choice. 50 
And, lay his Horns by, a * Bed-fellow $-=% 24 
A cooler, o' my Conſcience. | 

Arn. Pray, let me ask you; | . 
And, my dear Miſtreſs, be not angry with me 
For what I ſhall propound : I am confident, 91. 
No Promiſe, nor no Pow'r, can force your Love, 

I mean, in way of Marriage, never ſtir you ; 

Nor, to forget my Faith, no State can win you. 
But for this Cuſtom, which this wretched Country L 
Hath wrought into a Law, and muſt be ſatisfied; © 
Where all = Pleas of — are but laugh*d at, N 
And Modeſty regarded as a game, | 
What ſhall be here conſider'd ? Pow! ir we have none 
To make Reſiſtance, nor Policy to croſs it; | 
_ *Tis held Religion 85 to pay this Duty. 


(13) —-—— or ſtrain your Loves 


With any baſe, or hir'd Perſwafions ; ] Mr, W 
with _ that the 900 here ſhould al l 6 2 6 
Zen. 
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Zen. l'Il die an Atheiſt then. 
Arn. My nobleſt Miſtreſs. 
Not that I Feiſty ſo, but ay it were 3 
Say, you did render up part of your 1 
( or whilſt your Will is clear, all cannot periſh ; } - 
Say, for one Night you entertain - d this Mont ſter, 
Should I eſteem you worſe, forc'd to this Render? 
Your Mind, I know, is pure, and full as beauteous 5 - 
After this ſhort Eclipſe, you would riſe again, 
And, ſhaking off that Cloud, ſpread all your Luſtre. 
Zen, Who made you witty, to undo your ſelf, Sir? 

Or are you loaden with the Love I bring you. 
And fain would fling that Burthen on another? 

Am I grown common in your Eyes, Arnoldo? 

Old, or —— of your Fellowſhip? 

D'ye think, becauſe a Woman, I mult err, 

And therefore rather wiſh I fall before-hand, 

Coloured with Cuſtom not to be reſiſted ? 

'ye love, as Painters do, only ſome Pieces, 

Some certain handſome Touches of your Miſtreſs, 

And let the Mind paſs by you, unexamin'd ? 

Be not abus'd. (14) With what the Maiden Veſlel 

Is ſeaſon'd firſt you underſtand the Proverb. baA 
Rut. I am afraid, this thing will make me virtuous. 

Zen Should you Jay by the leaſt part of that Love, 
You've ſworn is mine, your Youth and m has giv" 'n me, 
Jo entertain another, nay, a fairer, 

And make the caſe thus deſpꝰ rate, ſhe muſt dye elſe 3 
D'ye think, I would give way, or count this honeſt? 
Be not deceiv d, diele Eyes ſnhould never ſee you more, 
This Tongue forget to name you, and this Heart 
Hate , as if you were born my full Antipathy. 

(15) — and more imperious Love alone 2 
(14) Ii what the naiden Ve 
I Jeafon'd firfl, — You undorfland the Prices, ] The Poets 
here had evidently Horace in their Eye. 
771 ſemel . imbula recent, ſervabit Odorem 2 


a di. | 
(15) 2 ire and more imperious Love alone 
£ Rule and admit no Rival: )] This is a fine Tranſlation of 
A Sentiment in O v 1 d, Metamorphoſes. 
Woys bene conveniunt, nec in una Sedt morantur 


© Majeſtas & Amor. Rule, 
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Rule, and admit. no Rivals: The pureſt Springs, 
When they are courted by laſcivious Land- floods, 

Their Maiden Pureneſs, and their Coolneſs periſh; ; 
And tho* they purge. again to their firſt Beauty, 

The Sweetneſs of their Taſte is clean departed. 

I muſt have all or none; and am not worthy 

Longer the noble Name of Wife, Arnolds, | 
Than I can bring a whole Heart pure and uni |; 

Arn. I never ſhall deſerve you: Not to thank you; 
\ You are ſo heav'nly good, no Man can reach you; 

I am forry, I ſpake fo raſhly; *cwas but to try you. 

Rut. You might have try'd-a thouſand Women ſo, 
And nine hundred fourſcore and nineteen ſhould ha“ fol- 

lowed your Counſel. -1 
Take heed o clapping. Spurs to. ſuch free Cattle. 
Arn. We muſt bethink us ſuddenly and — 
And wiſely too, we expect no common Danger. 
Zen. Be moſt aſſur'd, 1'll die firſt. 
Enter Clodi io, aud Guard. 

Rut. An't come to that once, | 
The Devil pick. his Bones, that dies a Coward! | 
Pl jog along with you; here comes the Stallion. | 
How imug he looks upon the Imagination | 3 
Of what he hopes to act? Pox O your Kidneys! | 
How, they begin to melt? How big he bear!!! 
Sure, he will leap before us all: What a ſweet Company 
Of Rogues and, Panders wait upon his Lewdneſs? 

Plague o' your Chops! you ha* more handſome Bits, 
Than a hundred honeſter Men, and more deſerving. 
How the Dog leers! Clog, You need not now be jealous, 
I ſpeak at diſtance to your Wife, but when 09.1 


— —_— 


— — — — — — — 


The Prieſt has done, we ſhall. grow nearer then, x | | 
And more familiar. Rut. P'Il watch you for that Trick, 
Baboon, I'll ſmoke you: The Rogue ſweats, as if 


He had eaten pa ng he "OY if I do come 
To th' baſting of you, 


Arn. Your Lordſhip | 

May happily ſpeak this, to fright a Stranger, 
But *tis not in your Honour to perform it; 
The Cuſtom of this m_ if ſuch there be, 
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At beſt moſt damnable, may urge you to it; 
But if you be an honeſt Man, you hate it: 
However, I will preſently 

To make her mine; and mo oridoobredly 


Believe, you are abug'd ; this Cuſtom feign'd too, 


And what you now pretend, moſt fair and virtuous. - 
Cled. Go and believe, a good Belief does well, Sir; 
And you, Sir, clear the Place, but leave her here. 

Arn. Your Lordſhip's Pleaſure——— 

Cled, 'That anon, en PEP ; 

This is but . 
Nut. Shall we go off ; Ait 34326413 £ 4 5 Pas : 
. By any means ln Lad, 
1 know, ſhe has pious Thoughts enough to 1 her: 
Beſides, here's nothing que to him op the Tie be Ins, 
Nor dare he offer. - 

Rut. Now do I long to worry n 
Pray, have a care to the main Chance. Exit Arn and ith 

Zen, Pray, Sir, fear not. 

Clod. Now, what ſay you to me? Zen. Sir, it bong 
The Modeſty, that Maids are ever derm wich, 
To uſe few words. l 

Clad. Do you ſee nothing in 45 2 
Nothing to catch your Eyes, nothing of Wonder 4 
The common Mould of Men come ſho 

Do you read no future Fortune for your ſelf here? 
And what a Happineſs it may be to you, 


To have him honour you, all Women aim at? & 


To have him love you, Lady, that Man love „em | 
The beſt, and the moſt beauteous, have run mad for? 
Look, and be wiſe; you have a Favour offer'd you 
I do not every Day propound to Women; 
You are a pretty one; and though each Hour 
I am glutted with the Sacrifice of Beauty, 
I may be brought, as you may handle it, 
To caſt fo a Grace and Liking on you. 
You underſtand. Come kiſs me, and be joyful, 
I give you Leave. 

Zen. Faith, Sir, *twill not ſhew ieee! * 


Our Sex is bluſhing, full of ** unskilPd too 
In theſe Alarms. 


rt, and want in? 


IU TUG ES eo Soon os, op == 


The- Gaba of - the —. 17 


Clod. Learn then, and be perfect. 8. £194 4 
Zen, I do beſeech your Honour pardon mes, GH,” 
And take ſome. wal one can hold you FO 193 2" 
I am a Fool. 271 
Clod. J tell thee, Maid, 1 bog thee; | 
Let that word make thee happy; Þ far love chigj) 
That though I may enjoy thee: without Ceremony, 4 
I will deſcend ſo low, to marry them: 
Methinks; I ſee the Race that ſhall ſpring from us, 
Some, Princes; ſome, great WR | 
Zen. I am amid 90 
Your Honour's cozen'd in (this ion = 
For, certain, I ſhall ne'er have Child by you. 
Cod. Why? 
Zen. Cuule I muſt not think to marry you, 
] dare not, Sir; the ſtep betwixt your Honour, 
And my poor humble State 
Cod. I will deſcend to thee, 
And buoy thee up. | 
Zen. I'll ſink to'th” Center firſt | 
Why would you marry, and: confine that Pleaſure 
You ever have had freely caſt upon you? _ 
Take heed, my Lord, this marrying is a mad Matter, | 
Lighter a Pair of Shackles will hang on you, 3 ts | | 
And quieter a Quartane Fever find you. | | 
| 
| 
| 


If you wed me, I muſt enjoy you only; | 

Your Eyes muſt be calfd home, your Thoughts in Cages 
To ſing to no Ears then but mine; your Heart bound; 
The Cuſtom, that your Youth was ever nurs'd in, 
Muſt be forgot; I "hall forget my Duty = 

And how that will appear 

_ Clad, We'll talk of that more, 

Zen. Beſides, I tell ye, I am naturally, Ne 
As all young Women are, that ſhew li Ah ' 
Exceeding proud; being commended, monſtrous. | 
Of an unquiet Temper, ſeldom pleas d, | . 
Unleſs it be with infinite Obſervance, _ | 
Which you were never bred to; once well an 
As every Croſs in us rovokes that Paſſion, _ 
Like a Sea, I roll, toſs, chafe a whole Week after. 82 

Mor. II. . And | 
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8 then all Miſchief I can think upon, 
Abuſing of your Bed the leaſt and peſt): 
J cell — 2 . yowll! find; and in theſe Fits, 
This little Beauty you are pleas'd to honour, 
Will be fo chang'd, ſo alter*d to an OO 
To ſuch a Vizard; ten to one, I die too; 
Take't then upon my Death, you murder'd me. 

Cod. Away, away, Fool, th, doſt thou proclaim theſe 
To prevent that in me, thou haſt choſen in another? 

Zh. Him I have choſen, I can rule and maſter, 
Temper to what I pleaſe ; you are a Great one, 
Of too ſtrong Will to bend; I dare not venture. 
Be wiſe, my Lord, and fay, you were well counſeP'd; 
Take Money for my Ranſom, and forget me; 3 
*T'will be both ſafe, and noble for your Honour: 
And whereſoe er my Fortunes ſhall conduct me, 
So worthy Mentions I ſhall render of 6: 
So virtuous and fo fair 

Clod. You will not marry me? | 5 

Zen, J do beſeech your Honour, be not angry. 
At what I ſay, I cannot love ye, dare not; 
But ſet a Ranſom for the Flower you covet. 

Clod. No. Money, nor no Prayers, _ redeem _, 
Not all the Art you have. 

Zen. Set your own Price, Sir. | 

Clod. Go to your Wedding, never know to me, 
When that's done, you are mine, I will enjoy you: 
Your Tears do nothing; F will not loſe: my Cuſtom, 

To caſt upon my ſelf an Empire's Fortune. 
Zen. My Mind ſhall not pay this Cuſtom, cruel Man.[ Ex. 
| Clad. Your Body will content me: Ill look for you. [ Ex, 


Enter Charino, and Servants in Black; covering ibe 
Place with Blacks. 


Char. Strew all your wither'd Flowers, your Autumn 
By the hot Sun raviſh'd of Bud and Beauty, Sweets, 
Thus round about her Bride-bed ; hang thoſe Blacks there, 
The Emblems of her Honour loſt ; all Joy, | 
That leads a Virgin to receive her Lever, 

Keep from this Place; all Fellow-maids chat bleſ her, 
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And bluſhing do unlooſe her Zone, keep from her: 
No merry Noiſe, nor luſty Songs, be heard here, 
Nor full Cups crown'd with Wine make the Rooms: Gali 


This is no Maſque of Mirth, but murder'd Honour. ) 
Sing mournfully that fad Epithalamion 


J gave thee now: And, prithee, let thy. Late: weep. 


Song and Dance. Enter Rutilio, ' + | 
Rut. How now, what Livery's this? Do you call this N 


This is more like a Funeral. la e 


Char. It is one, 
And my poor Daughter going to her Grave; 
To his moſt loath'd Embraces, that gapes for 1 
Make the Earl's Bed ready; is the Marriage done, Sir? 


Rul. Yes, they are knit; but muſt this N 
Have her Maidenhead now? 


Arn. There's no avoiding it. 


Rut. And there's the Scaffold - A matt loſe it ? 
Arn. The Bed, Sir. 


Kut. No way to wipe his mould Chaps | 
Char. That we know. y n 0 een! 


Rut. To any honeſt well deſerving F elo, N Hure Bob 
And *twere but to a merry Cobler, I cou'd ſit now, 
I love the Game ſo well; but that this Puckfit, © | 
This univerſal Rutter ——Fare ye well, Sir; | 
And if you have any good Pray'rs, put 'em forward, 
There may be yet x Remed edy. . 

| Exit Rutilio. 


Char. 1 wiſh it. oh 
And all my beſt Devotions offer nner 


Enter Clodio, and Guard. 


Clod. Now, is this Tie diſpatch'd'? Char. Think irbe, Sir 

Cod. And my Bed ready? / 

Char. There you may quickly find, Sino: nal 1 
Such a loath'd Preparation. Clod. Never gumble,.. 
Nor fling a Diſcontent upon my Pleaſure, ' © 
It muſt and ſhall be done : Give me ſome Wins, - 

And fill it 2till it leap upon my Lips: 


Here's to the fooliſh Maidenhead you wor H v4 
bo | The 
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The Toy I muſt take Pains for. 

Char. I beſeech your Lordſhip, 
Load not a Father's Love. Cod. Pledge it, Charino. 
Or, by my Life, I'll make thee pledge thy laſt; 
And be ſure, ſhe be a Maid, a perfect Virgin, 
(I will not have my Expectation dulPd) . 
Or your old Pate goes off. I am hot and fiery, 
And my Blood beats Alarums through my Body, 
And 170055 high. You of my Guard retire, 
And let-me hear no Noiſe about the Lodging. 
But Muſick and ſweet Airs; now fetch your Daughter, 
And bid the coy Wench put on all her Beauties, 
All her Enticements; out-bluſh Damask Roſes, 
And dim the breaking Eaſt with her bright Cryſtals, - 
I'm all on Fire, away, © 

Char. And I am frozen. 5 I. æxit. 


Enter Zenocia with Bow and Quiver, an Arrow bent, 
Arnoldo and Rutilio after her, arm'd. 


Zen, Come fearleſs on. Nut. Nay, an I budge from thee, 
Beat me with dirty Sticks. Clod What Maſque 1 is this? 
What pretty Fancy to provoke me high? 

Diana ſhews an Ethiop to this Beauty, 

(16) This beauteous Huntreſs, fairer far, and ſweeter N 
Protected by two Virgin Knights, 

Rut. That's a Lye, 

A loud one, if you knew as much as I do. | 

The Guard's diſpers'd. Arn. Fortune, I — invites us. 
Cad. I can no longer hold, ſhe pulls my Heart from me. 

Zen. Stand, and ſtand fix d, move not a Foot, nor ſpeak not, 
For, if thou doſt, upon this Point thy Death ſits. 
Thou miſerable, ba e, and ſordid Leacher, 

Thou Scum of noble Blood, repent and ſpeedily; 
Repent thy thouſand Thefts from helpleſs 9 
Their Innocence betray d to thy Einbraces. 


(1 6) The beauteous Huntreſe, fairer far, and faveeter ; 

Diana fewvs an Ethiop to this Beauty, 

Protected by two Virgin Knights.) I have ruminated over 
this 25 an hundred Times, and can find no Senſe /in it but by the 
Tranſpoſition which I have made in the firſt two Lines. 

| Arn. 
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Arn. The baſe Diſhonour that thou doſt to Strangers, 
In glorying to abuſe the Laws of Marriage; © 
The Infamy thou haſt flung upon thy Co TED 
In nouriſhing this black and barbarous e 
Clod. My Guard. d r b 
Arn. One word more, and thou dieſt... 29H \ 


Rut. One Syllable 1 50 0% 
That tends to any thing, but . beſeech. you 2 RS 
And, as you're Gentlemen, tender my Caſe, 1 707 


And I will thruſt my Javelin down thy roar.” 5 
Thou Dog-whelp, thou, pox upon thee, what 3 
Should I call thee, Pompion ? n WOLL 
Thou kiſs my Lady? Thou ſcour her Cbamber- pot: 
Thou have a Maidenhead? a motley Coat. 
You great blind Fool; farewel and be hang'd- to ye; 
Loſe no Time, Lady. Arn. Pray take your Pleaſure, Sir, 
And ſo we'll take our Leaves. Zen. We are determined, 
Die, before yield. Arn. Honour, ip a fair Grave. 
Zen. Before a luſtful Bed; fo, to our Fortunes. 

(17) Rut. Du cat a whee, good Count; cry, prithee, cry; 
0 what a Wench haſt thou loſt ? Cry, you great Booby. 


an, 
Enter Charino. 


Cled. And i is ſhe gone then, am I diſhonour'd has, | 
Coren'd and bafff'd ? My Guard, there; no Man anſwer ? 
My Guard, I ſay: Sirrah, you knew of this Plot; 
Where are my Guard ? Pll have your Life, you Villain, 
You politick old Thief. Char. Heaven ſend her * 3 f 


[ 


And let me pay the Renten. trot you 11 : 7 
Guard. Did your Honour Ste. 2101204 bak 
 Clod. Poſt every way, and preſently recover 

The two ſtrange Gentlemen, and the fair Lady: => 
Guard. This Day was married, Sir? 0 
Cod. The ſame. Guard. We aw em 7 2:44 
(17) Du cat a whee, good Count ] Tis very n out t Cha- 


racter, that an 7alian to an alias ſhould talk Welch, in his Merri- 
ment; neither of whom in all en ever heard A Ow by | 


that Language, ere: M Robi 
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Making with all main Speed to the Port © 


Clad. Away, Villains. * [Exit Guard, 
Recover her, or I ſhall dic 3 deal way, 15 
Didſt not thou know? ꝰ | 

Char. By all that's ood. I did not. 
If your Honour — * their Flight, to fay, I grieve for that, 
NESS ez y handle me as you pleaſe. - 

Be ſure, With al the Cruelty, 50 all the Rigor, 

For tho haſt rob'd me Villain, of a Treaſure. 


Enter Guard. 
How now? 


Guard. They're all aboard, a Bark REN read y for em, 
And now are under Sail, and paſt Recovery. 
Cad. Rig me a Shi with all the Speed that may be, 
I will not Joſe her: Thou, her moſt falſe Father, 
Shalt go along; and if I miſs her, hear me, : 
A whole, Day will I ſtudy to deſtroy thee, 

Char. *. hall be le of it; and fo you'll find me. 

2 3 [Exeunt. 


E nenne 
A 1 T u. nN E I. 
| 190 | 


Eur Manvel a Soſa, and Guiomar, 


Hear andhſee too much of hin) and - wy | 
* me, Madam, though unwillingly, 

5 To wiſh Ih Uncle's Part in him; 

And, much I fear, the Comfort of a Son - 

You will not long enjoy. Gui. Tis not my Fault, 

And therefore from his Guilt my Innocence 

Cannot be tainted; fince his Father's Death, 

(Peace to his Soul!) 'a Mother's Pray*rs and Care 

Were never wanting in his Education, 

His Child-hood I paſs oer, as being brought up 
Under my Wing; and growing ripe for 8b. 
1 overcame the Tenderneſs, and Joy 


n 


7 


1 had to look upon him, and provided 
The choieeſt Maſter 


ers, and of greateſt Name 


The Cuſtom of "the Coun 
(18) Of Salamanca, in all en As, 
d. Io train his Youth up. - 2% | 
| Man. I muſt witneſs that. 
Gui. How there he proſper'd to the Admirtivn 
Of all that knew him, for a general Scholar, 


Ap Being one of Note, before he was a Man, 
| Is ſtill remembred in that Academy: 
k From thence J ſent him to the Em Court, 


Attended like his Father's Son, and there 
Maintain'd him in ſuch Bravery and Height, - | 
As did become a Courtier. _ 
4 Man, Twas that ſpoil'd * = 2! LOWE 4 
My Nephew had been happ bub for that. Sat 
| The Court's a School, my in which ſome ken 
g Learn virtuous Principles; but moſt forget 
| Whatever they brought thither good and honeſt. 
Trifling 15 there in Practice, ſerious Actions 
Are obſolete and out of uſe; my Nephew © 
Had been a happy Man, had ke. neer known 4 
What's there in Grace and F en | 
Gui. I have heard yet, 
That, while he liv'd in Court, the E 
Took Notice of his Carriage and bade e 
The Grandees did not ſcorn his Company; 
And of the greateſt Ladies he was he l 
A compleat Gentleman. 
Man, He, indeed, danc'd well; 
A turn o'th* Toe, with a lofty trick or tuo, 
To argue Nimbleneſs, and a ſtrong Back, 
Will go far with a Madam: 'Tis moſt true, 
That he's an excellent Scholar, and he knows it; 
An exact Courtier, and he knows that too; 20] 
He has fought thrice, and come off ſtil] with Honour, -. 
Which he forgets not, Gui. Nor have I much Reaſon 
To grieve his Fortune that way. 4H 


12 8) EY Salamanca in all liberal Arts, 47, 
train his Youth up. 
I muſt witneſ; That.) Manne] is here made to ſpeale before 
his Time. The firſt Hemiſtich is the Cloſe of Gaipmar's Spetch;- as 


Mr. Seward likewiſe obſerv'd to me. 
C 4: 1 Man. 


* 
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Men. Y ou are miſta ken. 

Proſperity does ſearch a Gentlemen's Temper, 

More than his adverſe Fortune: I have known 

Many, and of rare Parts, from their Succeſs 

In private Duels, rais'd up to ſuch a Pride, : 

And fo transform'd from what they were, that all, 
That lov'd them truly, wiſh'd they had fall'n in them. 

I need not write Examples, in your Son 

*Tis too apparent; for &er Don Duarte 

Made Trial of his Valour, he, indeed, was 

Admir'd for civil Courteſie; but now | . _ 

He's ſwoln ſo high, out of his own Aſſurance + 

Of what he dares do, that he ſeeks Occaſions, 

Unjuſt. Occaſions, grounded on blind Paſſion, 

Ever to be in Quarrels, and this makes him 

Shunn'd of all fair Societies. Gui. Wou'd, it were 

In my weak pow'r to help it! I will uſe 

With my Entreaties th* Authority of a Mother, 

As you may of an Uncle, and enlarge it 

With your Command, as being a Governor 

To the great King in Lisbon. 


Enter Duarte, and bis Page. 


Man. Here he comes, 
We are unſeen, obſerve him. 
Dua, Boy. Page. My Lord. 


* 
9 


Dua. What faith the Spaniſh Captain, that I ſtruck, | 
To my bold Challenge? Page. He refugd to read it. 


Dua. Why didſt not leave it there? 
Page. I did, my Lord, pk 
But to no purpoſe z for he ſeems more willing 
To fit down with the Wrongs, than to repair 
His Honour by the Sword; he knows too well, 
That from your Lordſhip nothing can be got 
But more Blows, and Diſgraces. Dua. He's a Wretch, 
A miſerable Wretch, and all my Fury 
Is loſt upon him. Holds the Maſque, appointed 
Ply, honour of Hippolyta? Page, Tis broke off, 
Dua. The Reaſon ? . | 


Page. 
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Page. This was one 3 they heard your Lorddhip. 
Was by the Ladies Choice to lead the Dance; 
And therefore they, too well aſſur d how far 
You would out-ſhine em, gave it oer, and ſaid, 
They would not ſerve for Foils to ſet you off. 
Dua. They at their beſt are ſuch, and ever ſhall be, 
Where I appear. - Man. Do you note his Modeſty? . 
Dua. But was there nothing elſe pretended ? Page. Ye, 
Young Don Alonxo, the great Captain's Nephew, 
Stood on Compariſons. 
Dua. With whom? Page. With you, 
And openly profeſs'd that all Precedence, 
His Birth — State conlider*d, was due to him; 
Nor were your Lordſhip to contend Map one 
So far above you. | 
Dua. I look down upon him 92 
With ſuch Contempt and Scorn, as on my Spe 
He's a Name only, and all Good in him | 
He muſt derive from his great Grandſire's Aſhes; 
For had not their victorious Acts bequeath'd 
His Titles to him, and wrote on his Forehead, 
This is a Lord, he had liv'd unobſery'd: _ 
By any Man of Mark, and died as one 
Amongſt the common. Rout. Compare with me? 
'Tis Giant-like Ambition; I know him, 
And know my ſelf ; that Man is truly noble, 
| Wh And he may juſtly call that Worth his. own, 
hich his Deſerts have purchag'd ; I could wiſh, 
oy Birth were more obſcure, my Friends and Kinſmen \ 
Of leſſer Pow'r, or that my provident Father =p 
Had been like to that riotous Emperor 
That choſe his Belly for his only Heir ; 
For being of no family then, and poor, i 
My Virtues, whereſoe er I liv'd, ſhould * * | 
That Kingdom my Inheritance. Cui. Strange Sell love! | 


(19) bog he may 22 70 ruftly tall that Worth bis own, | 
Which bis Deſerts have purchai'd ; ] * Sentiment 5 16 evi- 

cently founded on HGA ag . | 
une Superbiam 
Queftam Meritis. 


12 


Daa. 


* 
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Dua. For if I ſtudied the Country's Laws, 

I ſhould ſo eaſily Sound all their Depth, n, 

And riſe up ſuch a Wonder, that the Pleaders, 

That now are in moſt Practice and Efteem, 

Should ſtarve for want of Clients. If I travell'd, 
Like wiſe Ulyſſes, to ſee Men and Manners, 

I would return in Act more knowing, than 

Homer could fancy him. If a Phyſician, 

So oft I would reſtore Death-wounded Men, | 

That, where I liv'd, Galen ſhould not be nam'd; 

And he, that join'd again the ſcatter'd Limbs + 
Of torn Hippelytus, ſhould be forgotten. 

I could teach Ovid Courtſhip, how to win 

A Julia, and enjoy her, though her Dow'r 

Were all the Sun gives light to: And for Arms \ 

Were the Per/fian Hoſt, that drank up Rivers, added 

To the Turks preſent Pow'rs, I cou'd direct, 

Command, and marſhal them. | 
Man. And yet you know not 

To rule your ſelf; you would not to 4 Boy elſe, 

Like Plautus* Braggart, boaſt thus. Dua. All I ſpeak, 

In Act I can make good, IS 

Gui, Why then being Maſter 

Of ſuch and ſo good Parts, do you deſtroy them 

WL O 15 1 or, like a "ax ifer, | 

Hoard up t reaſures eſs, impartin 

Nor to 1865 ſelf, nor bred ng 180 Uſe of ea? 

They are to you but like inchanted Viands, ; 
On which you ſeem to feed, yet pine with Hunger; 

And thoſe ſo rare Perfections in my Son, ; 

Which would make others happy, render me 

A wretched Mother. Man. You are too inſolent. 

'And thoſe too many Excellencies, that feed | 

Your Pride, turn to a Pleuriſie, and kill 

That which ſhould nouriſh Virtue. Dare you think, 

All Bleſſings are conferr'd on you alone? 

You're groſly cozen'd ; there's no Good in you, 

Which others have not. Are you a Scholar? 80 

Are many, and as knowing. Are you valiant? 


Waſte not that Courage then in brawles, but ſpend - ho 
| | 't 


* 
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T th? Wars, in ſervice of your King, and Country. 
Dua. Yet, ſo I might be Central no Man lives 

That's worthy to command me. Man. Sir, in Lisbon 

(20) I am; and you ſhall know it: Every Hour 

am troubled with Complaints of your Behaviour 

From Men of all Conditions, and all Sects. A 

And my Authority, which you preſume 

Will bear you out, in that you are my Nephew, - 

No longer ſhall protect you; for I'vow, 

Though all that's paſt I pardon, I will puniſh 

The next Fault with as much Severity 

As if you were a Stranger, reſt aſſur d ont. 
Gui. And by that Love you ſhould bear, or that Duty 

You, owe a Mother, once more 1 command you 

To caſt this Haughtineſs off; which if you do, 

All, that is mine, is yours; If not, expect mY 

My Pray*rs and Vows, for your Converſion on 


But never Means, nor Favour. LEx. Manuel _ Guiom, 
Dua. I am tutor'd 


As if I were a Child till ; the baſk Peaſants * Suns! 
That fear, and envy my great Worth, have done this 1 
(21) But I will find them out; I will abroad. 
Get my Diſguiſe; I have too long been idle, 


Nor will I — my Spirit; I was 1 free, 


And will purſue the Courſe beſt liketh me. — 


(20) Ev Fl 
Pm troubled with Complaints of your Behawiour | 
| From Men of all Conditions, and all Sexes.) One would i ima- 
ine, there were as great a Number of Sexes, as of Conditions of 
ankind, by this laſt Part of the Verſe; But could Fletcher write 
ſo? Surely, a little Alteration will ſet all right. Read then, 
From Men of all Conditions, and all Sets. © Mr. Symp/on. 
Before I receiv'd this Emendation from my Friend, I had COrrec- 
ted the Paſſage thus. 
From Them of all Conditions, and all Sexes. 
Men and them, I have obſerv'd, frequently take Place of each other 
in the old Editions of our Dramatick Poets. | 
(21) 7 wwill o board';] Bat he has not been talking of any Veſſel 
provided for his Paſſage. I ſuſpett, the Poets intended no more 
than (on his being 2zt0r'd ſo, as he calls it) that he ſhould expreſs a 
Reſolution of WT, his Country and going abroad. Mr, Sympſon. 


ELIAS * 


Enter 


as eee Coimtry. 
Enter Leopold, Sailors, and Zenocia. var 44a 


Leop. Divide the Spoil amongſt you, this fair Captive 
J only challenge for my ſelf. Sail. You have won her, | 
And well deſerve her: Fwenty Years I have liv'd 
A Burgeſs of the Sea, and have been preſent © 
At many a deſperate Fight, but never ſaw 
So ſmall a Bark with ſach incredible Valour 
So long defended, and againſt ſuch Odds; 

And by two Men ſcarce arm'd too, | 4 

Leop. Twas a Wonder. 

And yet the Courage they expreſt teln taken, 1 1 

And their Contempt of Death, wan more upon me 

Than all they did, when they were free: Mechinte, L 

I fee them yet when they were brought aboard us, 

Diſarm'd and ready to be put in Fetters ; 0 

How on the ſudden, as if they had ſworn 

Never to taſte the Bread of Servitude, | 
Both ſnatching up their Swords, and, from this Virgin, 

Taking a Farewel only war their Eyes, 

They leapt into the Sea. 

Soil Indeed, twas rare. 

Leop It wrought ſo much on me, ad but I fear'd 
The great Ship ar 7 5 IC own Safety 
Hindring my charitab to em, | 
I would have took = = py with their Lives. 

They ſhould have had their Liberties, Zen. O too late. 

For they are loſt, for ever loſt, Leop, Take aner: ; 

*Tis not impoſſible but that they live yet, 

For, when they left the Ships, they were within 

A League o*th* Shore,and with ſuch Strength and Cunning 

They, ſwimming, did delude the riſing Billows, 

With one Hand making way, and with the other 

Their bloody Swords advanc'd, threatning the Sea-gods 

With War, unleſs they brought them ſafely off; 

That I am almoſt confident, they live, | 

And you again may ſee them. Zen. In that Hope 

I brook a wretched Being, till I am 
Made certain of their Fortunes; but, they dead, 


Death 


Sw * 


te. 


8 


th 
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(22) Death hath ſo many Doors to let out Life. 
I will not long ſurvive them. Leop. Hope the beſt, 
And let the courteous Uſage you have found, 
Not uſual in Men of War, perſuade you : 
To tell me your Condition. Zen. You know it, 
A Captive my Fate and your Pow'r have made me; 
such I am now; but, what I was, it skills not 
For, they being dead, in whom I only live, 
dare not challenge Family, or Country, 
And therefore, Sir, enquire not; let it ſuffice, 
I am your Servant, and a thankful Servant 
(If you will call that ſo, which is but Duty 
Jever will be; and, my Honour ſafe 
(Which nobly hitherto ye have preſerv'd,) 
No Slavery can appear in ſuch a Form, 
Which with a maſculine Conſtancy I will not 
Boldly look on and ſuffer. Leop. You miſtake me: 
That you are made my Priſoner, may prove 
The Birth of your good Fortune. I do find 
A winning Language in your Tongue and Looks ; 
Nor can a Suit by you mov'd be deny dd; 
And therefore of a Priſoner you — 20 K 
The Victor's Advent: to . . 

Zen. To whom? Leop. A Lady: 
In whom all Graces, that can perfect Beauty, 
Are friendly met, I grant, that you are Fair: 
I might have ſought to you. Zen. This I hear gladly. 

Leop. To this incomparable Lady I will give you, 
(Yet being mine, you are already hers)  _ 
And to ſerve her is more than to be free, Fi 
At leaſt, I think ſo; and when you live with her, 
If you will pleaſe to think on him that brought you 
To ſuch a Happineſs, for ſo her Bounty 
Will make you think her Service, you ſhall ever 
Make me at your Devotion. Zen. All I can do, 
Reſt you aſſur'd of. Zeop; At Night I'll preſent you, 


(22) Death hath ſo many Doors to let out Life,] 
Mille viæ Mortis. * 


As Virgil ſays in his nei. 


, 


— 


Till 
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TW when 1 am ated Guard, A Ever you: Servant, 


| Enter Alas and Rutilio, e 


Arn. To what are we reſery'd 2 
Ru. Troth, tis uncertain; / 
3 ve have ſcap'd miraculouſly, and. 
Stand fair, for aughtI know, for hanging; Money 
We've none, nor like to have, tis to be bg 
Beſides, we're Strangers, wondrous hungry Strangers 1 
And Charity growing cold, and Miracles ceaſing, 
Without a Conjurer's Help, cannot find 
When we ſhall eat again. Arn. Theſe are no Wants | 
If put in Balance with Zenocia's Loſs; 
In that alone all Miſeries are ſpoken: 


| O, my Rutilio, when I think on her, hie ; 
Wl And that which ſhe may ſuffer, being a 9 Hog 
1 (23) Then Leonld curſe my ſelf, almoſt thoſe Pow'rs" 


That fenc'd me, from the fury of the Ocean. 38.1 
Rut. You've loſt a Wife, indeed, a fair and chaſt mw 

Two Bleſſings, not found oftea-i in one Woman; 

| But ſhe may be recaver'd ; Ro % BAL 

{ The Ship that took us was of Portuga ee 20.1 
And here in Lisbon; by ſome means my other, BI 
We may hear of her. Arn. In that Hope 1 hre Na 
Kut. And ſo do I, but Hope is a poor Sallad © 
To dine and ſup with, after . Ar . 
Have you no Money left? ON 

Aru. Not a Denier. 

Rut. Nor any thing to pawn J rie now in ; Faſhion; | 

(24) FEE ci a Miſtreſs, 1 ſhould not be + 
Without 


23) Then I 1 Ke ſelf, * 0 P Pow 15 
That ſend me from the Fury of the Ocean,) Send, here,” is a 
very weak and unmeaning Word: The Pow'rs did not ſend, but 
protected him, from the Fury of the Ocean, I have ventared to 
ſubſtitute a Term, that comes very near to the Traces of the Letters, 
and as near to the Meaning required. 
(24) Having a, Miſtreſs, ſure, you ſhould not be 
Without à neat Hiſtorical Shirt.) This is an bee Epichet 
to us at this time of Day. Mr. Sympſon canjeQured to me, that * 
mig 


NN 21 - [Excunt, 


- ww c_t Sultan 


F 
* 
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Without a neat hiſtorical Shirt. Arn. For Same, 
Talk not ſo poorly. Kut. 1 muſt talk of that 
Neceſſity prompts us to, for beg I cannot; 

Nor am I made to creep in at a Window. 

To filch to feed me; ſomething n * _—_ 

And luddenly, reſolve on't. 5 


Enter Zabulon, and 2 Stroint 


Arn. What are theſe ? 10 
Rut. One by his Habit is a Few. 245. No more: 
Thou'rt ſure, that's he. Ser. Moſt certain. ei 
Zab. How long is it 
Since firſt ſhe ſaw him? Ser. Some to Hours. be. . 
Zab. Be gone, 
Let me alone to work him. Rut. How he eyes youl / 
Now he moves towards us; In the Devil's Name, | 
What would he with us? Arn, Innocence is bold: 
Nor can I fear. Zab. That you are poor and Strangers 
] eaſily perceive.” Rut. But that youll help us, 
Or, any of your Tribe, we dare not 8 Sir. 
Zab, Why think you ſo? © 
Rut. Becauſe you are a Jew, sir; 
And Courteſies come ſooner from the Devil 
Than any of your Nation. Zab. We are arr 
And have, like you, Compaſſion, when we find 
Fit Subjects for our Bounty; and, for Proof 
That we dare give, and freely, (not to you, Sir; 
Pray, ſpare your pains,) there's Gold; ſtand not amaz d; 
*Tis current, I aſſure you. Rut. Take it Man. 
Sure, thy good * is a Few, and comes 
In his own ſhape to help thee : Icou'd with now, 
Mine would appear too like a Turk. 
Arn, I thank you; 
But yet muſt tell you, if this be as Prologue 


might bly have been @ neat rhetorical hrt, i. e. a moving, 
oe ive One; Neatneſs being a main Recommendation to the La- 
dies. I have not preſum'd to alter the Text. The Poets, perhaps, 
might mean no more than à Shirt neatly wrought, with ſome Story 
expreſs'd in it: as we have at this day Damask Table-cloaths with 
Sieges, Encampments Cannons, &c, by way of Decoration, 

| To 
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Jo any bad Act, you would have me pracils, an, 
I muſt not take it. n 
Zab. This is but the Earneſt 
Of that which is to follow, and the Bond, 
Which you muſt ſeal to for't, is your Advancement. 
Fortune, with all that's in her Pow'r to give, 
Offers her ſelf up to you: Entertain her, 
And that, which Princes have kneel'd for in vain, 
Preſents it ſelf to you. Arn. *Tis above Wonder. 
Zab. But far dead the Truth, in my Relation 
Of what you ſhall poſſeſs, if you embrace it. 
(25) There is an Hour in each Man's Life 0 
To make his Hap babe if then he ſeize it; N 
And this, (in which, beyond all Expectation, 
You are invited to your Good) is yours; 
If you dare follow me, ſo; if not, hereafter 
* the like Offer. | [Exit. 
Arn. Tis no Viſion. 426 | {thare; 
— Rut.*Tis Gold, Pm ſure. th. We muſt, like Brothers 
There's for you.” , 
Rut. By this Light, Pm glad I have it: 
There are few Gallants, (for Men may be ſuch, 
And yet want Gold; yea, and ſometimes want Silver) 
But would receive ſuch Favours from the Devil, 
Though he appear'd like a Broker, and demanded 
Sixty 1* th' hundred. Arn. Wherefore: ſhould I fear 
Some Plot upon my Life? *Tis now to me | 
Not worth the keeping. I will follow him: 
Farewel, wiſh me good ame, we ſhall meet 
Again, I doubt not. 
Kut. Or I'll ne'er truſt Few more, (Exit 10 
Nor Chriſtian for his ſake Plague o* my Stars! 
How long might I have walk'd without a Cloak, . 
Be ore 


(25) There is an Hour in each Man's Life appointed 
To make his Happineſi, if then he ſeize it;] How much 
more nobly, and more poetically, is this Sentiment * d by 
Shakeſpeare i in his 22 55 Cæ ſar / 
There is a Jide in the Affairs of Men, 


Which, taken at the Flood, leads on to Fortune ; 3 
Omitted, all the Voyage of their Life 
L bound in Shallow: and i in Miſery, - 


The Cuftom of the Comtry. | « © 


Before 1- ſhould have met with ſuch a Fortune? 
We elder Brothers, though we are proper Men, 
Ha' not the Luck, ha' too much Beard, that ſpoils us; 


The ſmooth Chin carries all. What's here to do now? 


Enter Duarte, Alonzo,” and a Page. 


Dua, VII take you as I find you, Aon. That were baſe; 
You ſee, I am unarm'd. Dua. Out with your Bodkin, 
Your Pocket-dagger, your Stiletto, out with it, 
Or, by this Hand, PII Kill you. Such, as you are, 
Have ſtudied the Undoing of poor Cutlers, 

And made all manly Weapons out of Faſhion : 
You carry Poniards'to murder Men, 
Yet dare not wear a Sword to guard your Honour. 

Rut. That's true, indeed: Upon my Life, this Gallant 
Is brib'd to repeal baniſh'd Swords. 

Dua. Pl ſhew you 
The Difference now between a Spaiih Rapier 
(26) And your poor Piſa. Alon. Let me fetch a Sword; 3 
Upon mine Honour, I'Il return. | 

Dua. Not fo, Sir. ; | 

Aion. Or lend me yours, I. pray you, Jad 1 this. 

Rut. To be diſgrac'd as you are; no, I thank you; 
Spight of the Faſhion, while I live, I am 
Inſtructed to go arm'd : What Folly tis 
For you, that are a Man, to put your ſelf _ 
Into your Enemy's Mercy. Dua. Yield ic quickly, 

Or I'll cut off your Hand, and now diſgrace you; 
Thus kick and baffle you: As you like this, 

You may again prefer Complaints againſt me 

To my Uncle and my Mother, and then think 

To make it good with a Poniard. Aon. I am paid 
For being of the Faſhion. Dug. Get a Sword ; 
Then, if you dare redeem your Repuration, | 


(26) And your pure Piſa.) The Piſa and Provant Sword- Blades 
never were in any Eſtimation, Thoſe of Turky, Toledo, and the 
Steel temper'd in the Water of the Ebro, were eminent for their 
Goodneſs, and conſequently bore a Price. The Epithet, I have ſub- 


{tituted for the corrupted one, ſhews that Contempt which Duarte 
would expreſs for a Piſa- Rapier. 


Vor.. II. | D '2 "You. 
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And do inſult too much on the Advantage 


And bear it to the Governor. Some purſue 


You war: I am eaſily found: I'Il add this to it, 


To put you in mind. 
Kut. You are too inſolent, 


Of that which your unequal Weapon gave you, 
More than your Valour. 
Dua. This to me, you Peaſant ? 


Thou art not worthy of my Foot, poor Fellow 


*Tis Scorn, not Pity, makes me give thee Life: 


'Kneel down and thank me for't:— How! do you ſtare? 


Rut. | have a Sword, Sir, you-ſhall find, a good one; 
This is no ſtabbing Guard. Dua. Wert ou thrice arm'd, 


Thus yet I durſt attempt thee. 


Rut. Then have at you, © [Fgbht. 
I ſcorn to take Blows. 
Dua. O! I'm ſlain. | [ Falls, 


Page. Help! Murther! Murther ! * 

he Shift for your ſelf, you are dead elſe, 
You've kill'd the Governor's Nephew. 

Page. Raiſe the Streets there. 

Alon. It once you are beſet, you cannot ſcape; 


Will you betray your ſelf? 
Rut. Undone for ever! [ Exe. Rut. and Alonzo: 


Enter Officers. 


1 O. Who makes this Out- cry? 
Page. O, my Lord is murder'd! 
This way he took, make after him; 
Help, help there ! [ Exit Page. 
2 Offi. Tis Don Duarte. 
1 Off. Pride has got a Fall; 
He was ſtill in Quarrels, ſcorn'd us Peace-makers, 
And all our Bill-authority, now Was paid for't. 
You ha' met with your Match, Sir, now: Bring off his Body, 


The Murderer ; yet if he 'ſcape, it skills not; 
Were I a Prince, I would reward him for't, 
He has rid the City of a turbulent Beaſt, 
There's few will Ho him : But for his Mother 
I truly grieve, indeed, ſhe's a good Lady,  [ Exeunt. 
Enter 
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Enter Guiomar and Servants.” | 
Gui, He's not th? Houſe ? + 
Ser. No, Madan, . 
Gui. Haſte and ſeek _ hmmm 
Go all, and every where; PII not to Bed, 
*Till you return him; take away the Lights too, 
The Moon lends me too much, to find my Fears: 
And thoſe Devotions, .I am to pay, | 
Are written in my Heart, not in this Book, _ - [ Kneels. 
And I ſhall read them there, without a Taper. [Ex. Ser. 
Enter Rutilio. 5 
Rut. I am purſued; and all the Ports are ſtopt too; 
Not any Hope to eſcape, behind, before me, 
On either Side I am beſet; Curs'd Fortune, 
My Enemy on the Sea, and on the Land too, 
Redeem'd from one Affliction to another 
Would, I had made the greedy Waves my Tomb 
And died obſcure, and innocent, not as Nero [me? 
Smear'd oer with Blood. Whither have my Fears brought 
I am got into a Houſe, the Doors all open, 
This, by. the Largeneſs of the Room, the Hangings, / 
And other rich Adornments, gliſtring through _ , 
The fable Mask of Night, ſays, it belongs 
To one of Means and Rank: No Servant ſtirring ? 
Murmur, nor whiſper? Cui. Who's that? 
 Rut. By the Voice, 5 5 
ge. This is a Woman. Gui. Stephano, Jaſper, ulla, 
Who waits there? Rut. Tis the Lady of the Houſe, 
PII fly to her Protection. Gui. Speak, what are you? 
Rut. Of all, that ever breath'd, a Man moſt wretched. 
Cui. I'm ſure, you are a Man of moſt ill Manners; 
dy, You cou'd not with ſo little Reverence elſe 
Preſs to my private Chamber. Whither wou'd you, 
Or what d' you ſeek for? | I 
Rut. Gracious Woman, hear me; 
I am a Stranger, and in that I anſwer 
All your Demands, a moſt unfortunate Stran 
eunt. That, calPd unto it by my Enemy's Pride, 
cuter | D 2 | 


* 


Have 
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Have left him dead ith? Streets. Juſtice purſues me, 

And for that Life I took unwillingly, 

And in a fair Defence, I muſt loſe mine, 

Unleſs you in your Charity protect me. 

Your Houſe is now my Sanctuary; and the Altgr, 

I gladly would take hold of, your ſweet Mercy. 

By all that's dear unto you, by your Virtues, 

And by your Innocence, that needs no Forgiveneſs, 

Take Pity on me. Gui. Are you a Caſtilian? | 
Rut. No, Madam, Itaꝶ claims my Birth. Guz. I ask not 

With ee to betray you; if you were 

Ten thouſand times a Spaniard, the Nation 

We Portugals moſt hate, I yet would fave you 

If it lay in my Po- r: Lift up theſe Hangings 

Behind my Bed's Head there's a hollow Place, 

Into which enter. So; but from this ſtir not 

If th? Officers come, as you expect they will do; 

J know, they owe ſuch Reverence to my Lodgings, | 

That they will eaſily give Credit to me, 

And ſearch no further. Rut. The bleſs'd Saints pay for me 

The infinite Debt I owe you! Gui. How he quakes? 

Thus far I feel his Heart beat: Be of Comfort, - 

Once more I give my Promiſe for your 92 005 ; 

All Men are ſubject to ſuch-Accidents, | | | 

Eſpecially, the valiant; and who knows not, 

But that the Charity I afford this Stranger 

My only Son elſe-where may ſtand in Need of? 


Enter Officers, and Servants,” with the Body of Duarte. 


1 Ser. Now, Madam, if your Wiſdom ever cou'd 
Raiſe up Defences againſt Floods of Sorrow 
That haſte to overwhelm you, make true Uſe of 
Your great Diſcretion. 2 Ser. Your only Son, | 
My Lord Duarte, 's ſlain. 1 Off. His Murtherer, 
Purſ'd by us, was by a Boy diſcover'd | 
Entring your Houſe, and that induced us 
To preſs 1 into it for his Apprehenſion. GELS 

Gui. Oh!— 1 Ser. Sure, her Heart is broke. 

Offi. Madam, — Gui. Stand off. ; 

My Sorrow is fo dear and precious to me 2 
| at 
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That you, maſt not partake it; ſuffer it. | 

Like Wounds, that do bleed inward, to diſpatch me! | 

O my Duarte, ſuch an End as this 

Thy Pride long ſince did propheſy; thou art dead, 

And, to encreaſe my Miſery, thy ſad Mother 8 

Muſt make a willful Showa of her Vw. 
Or thou fall unreveng'd. My Soul's divided; 9877 

And Piety to a Son, and true Performance N 

Of hoſpitable Duties to my Gueſt, eee. 

That are to others Angels, are my Furies. N 

Vengeance knocks at my Heart, but my word giv'a-/ 

Denies the Entrance: Is no Medium left, 

But that I muſt protect the Murderer, 

Or ſuffer in that Faith he made his Altar? | 

Motherly Love, give place; the Fault made this way, 

To keep a Vow, to which high Heav'n is r os | 

Heav'n my be pleas'd to pardon. 1 55 


Enter Manuel, Doctors, and Surgeons. 25 


Man. is too late; DE NEO 

He's gone, paſt all Recov'ry: now Reproof 

Were but unſeaſonable, when I ſhould give Comfort; 
And yet remember, Siſter, — Gui. O forbear, 

Search for the Murtherer, and remove the Body, 
And, as you think fit, give it Burial. 

Wretch that 1 am, uncapable of all Comfort, 

And therefore I intreat my Friends and Kinsfolk, 

And you, my Lord, for ſome Space to forbear 

Your courteous Viſitations. 

Man. We obey you, [ Exeunt with the Bugs 


Manet Guiomar. 


Rut. My Spirits come back, and now » Deſpair reſigns 
Her Place again to Hope. 
Gui Whate*er thou art, 
To whom ] have giv'n Means of Life, to witneſs 
With what Religion I have kept my Promiſe, 
Come fearleſs forth; but let thy Face be cover'd, 
That I hereafter be not forc'd to know thee ; 
For motherly Affection may return, 
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My Vow once paid to Heav'n. Thou haſt taken from me 
The Reſpiration of my Heart, the Light 
Of my ſwoln Eyes, in his Life that ſuſtain'd me: 
Yet my Word giv'n, to fave you, I make good, 
Becauſe what you did, was not done with Malice. 
Lou are not known, there is no mark about you 
That can diſcover you; let not Fear betray you. 
With all convenient Speed you can, fly from me, 
That I may never ſee you; and that Want 
Of Means may be no Let unto your Journey, 
There are a hundred Crowns: You're at the Door now, 
And fo Farewel for ever. 
Rut. Let me firſt fall 
Before your Feet, and on them pay the Duty 
I owe' your Goodneſs ; Next, all Bleſings on you, 
And Heav'n reſtore the Joys I have bereft you, 
With full Increaſe hereafter! Living, be 
The Goddeſs ſtil'd of Hoſpitality, [ Exennt, 


ACT: s NK I. 
Enter Leopold, and Zenocia. 


Leep, Flins off theſe ſullen Clouds, you are enter'd now 
Into a Houſe off Joy and Happineſs, - | 

I have prepar'd a Bleſſing for ye. Zen. Thank ye, 

My State would rather ask a Curſe, Leop. You're peeviſh. 

And know not when ye are friended; I've us'd thoſe 

The Lady of this Houſe, the noble Lady, means,. 

Will take ye as her own, and uſe ye graciouſly : 

Male much of what you're Miſtreſs of, that Beauty; 
Expoſe it not to ſuch betraying Sorrows; | 

When ye are old, and all thoſe Sweets hang wither*d, 


Enter Servant. 


Then fit and ſigh, Zen. My Autumn's not far off. 
Leop. Have you told your Lady ? 
Ser. Yes, Sir, I have told her hs 
| N ot 


Lo „ 


The Cuſtom of the Country. 39 

Both of your noble Service, and your Preſent, 

Which ſhe accepts. Leop. I ſhould be bleſt to ſee her. 
Ser. That now you cannot do: She keeps the Chamber, 

Not well diſpos'd, and has deny'd all Viſits 3 - 

The Maid I have in Charge to receive from ye, 

So pleaſe you render her. Leop, With all my Service, 

But fain I would have ſeen— Ser. *Tis but your Patience; 


No doubt, ſhe cannot but remember nobly. 


Leop. Theſe three Years I have lov'd this ſcornful Lady, 
Kod follow'd her with all the Truth of Service; 
In all which time, but twice ſhe has honour'd me 
With Sight of her bleſt Beauty: When you pleaſe, Sir, 
You may receive your Charge, and tell your Says 
A Gentleman, whoſe Life is dedicated 
To her Commands, kiſſes her beauteous Hands; ; 
And, Fair One, now, your Help; you may remember 
The honeſt Courteſies, ſince you were mine, . 
] ever did your Modeſty; you ſhall be near her; 
And if ſometimes you name my Service to her, 
And tell her with what Nobleneſs I love her, 
»Twill be a Gratitude I ſhall remember. 

Zen, What in my poor Pow'r lies, ſo it be honeſt, — 

Leop. I ask no more. 

Ser. You muſt along with me, Fair. 

(27) Leop. And fol leave you two: But to a Fortune 
Too happy for my Fate: You ſhall enjoy here. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Zabulon and Servants. 


(28) Zab. Bequick, be quick; out __ the Banquet there; 
Theſe 


(27) And Fa oT have you too : But a 8 
Too happy for my Fate; you ſhall enjoy her.] The flight Al- 
teration which I have made, I think, * the Meaning of the 
Authors, and the Senſe will then run thus. T leave you Two (Zenocia 
and the Servant) to a Fortune you ſhall enjoy here; vi. of ſeein 
Hippolyta, which is a Happineſs too great for me to have, for in 10 


many Years time he could never ſee her but twice, This muſt ſoive 


it, or nothing, that I can yet think of, can. Mr. Symp/on, 
(28) — — cut with the Banquet there; ] A Banquet 
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Theſe Scents are dull; caſt richer on, and fuller; 

Scent every Place : Where have you plac'd the Muſick ? 
Ser, Here they ſtand ready, Sir. 
Zab. *Tis well, be ſure | 

The Wines be luſty, high, and full of Spirit, 

And amber*d all. | | | 
Ser. They are. Zab. Give fair Attendance, 

In the beſt Trim, and State, make ready all. 

I ſhall come preſently again. [ Banquet ſet forth, Exit Zab. 
2 Ser. We mall, Sir. 

What Preparation's this? Some new Device 

My Lady has in hand. 
1 Ser. O, proſper it 

As long as it carries good Wine in the Mouth, 

And good Meat with it! where are all the reſt ? 
2 Ser. They are ready to attend. I Muſick. 
1 Ser. Sure, ſome great Perſon, 

They would not make this Hurry elſe. 
2 Ser. Hark, the Muſick. 


Eurer Zabulon and Arnoldo. 


It will appear now certain, here it comes. 
Now, to our Places. Arn. Whither will he lead me? 
What Invitation's this? to what new End 
Are theſe fair Preparations? a rich Banquet, 
Muſick, and every Place ſtuck with Adornment 
Fit for a Prince's Welcome; what new Game 
Has Fortune now prepar'd to ſhew me Happy? 
And then again to ſink me? *tis no Illuſion, 
Mine Eyes are not deceiv'd, all theſe are real: 
What Wealth and State! 
Zab. Will you fit down and eat, Sir? 
Theſe carry little Wonder, they are uſual ; 


is ſet out in about eight Lines after this, as we find by the margi inal 
Direction. The oldeſt Folio in 1647, when this Play was firſt 
printed, has it, owt with the Bucket there; and then it muſt relate 
to the Veſſel that held the Perfumes. I only mention the Varia- 
tion of the Copies ; for as the Senſe of the Text is not affected, tis 
no matter which of the Words we elpoule: 


But 


). 


(29) But you ſhall ſee, if you be wiſe to obſerve it, 
That that will ſtrike indeed, ſtrike with Amazement; 
Then, if you be a Man, this fair Health to you, 
Arn, What ſhall I ſee? I pledge ye, Sir, I was never 
So bury'd in Amazement— _ | | 
Zab. You are ſo ſtill : 
Drink freely. Arn. The very Wines are admirable: 
Good Sir, give me but Leave to ask this Queſtion, 
For what great worthy Man are theſe prepar'd ? 
And why do you bring me hither ? 
Zab. They are for you, Sir 
And under-value not the Worth you carry, 
You are that worthy Man: Think well of theſe, 
They ſhall be more, and greater. | 
Arn. Well, blind Fortune, 5 | 
Thou haſt the prettieſt Changes, when thou'rt pleas'd 
To play the Game out wantonly— Zab. Come, be luſty, 
And wake your Spirits. Arn. Good Sir, do not wake me, 
For willingly I'd die in this Dream; pray, whoſe Seryants 
Are all theſe that attend here? Zab. They are yours; 
They wait on you. Arn. I never yet remember, 
kept ſuch Faces, nor that I was able 
To maintain ſo many. Zab. Now you are, and ſhall be. 
Arn. You'll ſay, this Houſe is mine too? | 
Zab. Say it? ſwear it. | 
Arn. And all this Wealth ? 
Zab. This is the leaſt you ſee, Sir. | 
Arn, Why, where has this been hid theſe thirty Years? 
For, certaiply, I never found I was wealthy | 
Till this hour, never dream'd of Houſe, and Servants. 
I had thought I had been a younger Brother, a poor Gen- 
I may eat boldly then? | tleman. 
Zab. Tis prepar'd for ye. | 
Arn. The Taſte is perfect, and moſt delicate: 


(29) But you ſhall ſee, if you be wiſe to obſerve it, 

That that will flirike dead, firike with Amazement; ] This 
muſt be a wonderful Sight indeed; that firſt ſtrikes dead, and after 
that, ſtrikes with Amazement. But we will acquit the Poets from 
all Intention of ſhewing ſuch a Wonder, The ſecond Verſe halts 


Rin its Metre, a ſhrewd Sign of a corrupted Reading. I have re- 


triev'd the Senſe, by, the Authority of the old Folio in 1647. : 
| = But 


x 
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But why for me? give me fome Wine, I do drink 
I feel it ſenſibly, and I am here, 

Here in this glorious Place: I am bravely us'd too, 
Good Sir, give me but Leave to think a little, 


For either I am much abus'd—— 
Zab. Strike, Muſick ; 


(30) And {ing that luſty Song. [Muſick. Song. 


Arn. Bewitching Harmony! 
Sure, I am turn'd into another Creature. 


Enter Hippolyta. 


Happy and bleſt, Arnoldo was unfortunate ; 
Ha! bleſs mine Eyes; what precious piece of Nature 
To poze the World? 
Zab. I told you, you would ſee that 
Would darken theſe poor Preparations; 
What think ye now ? nay, riſe not, tis no Viſion. 
Arn, Tis more: *Tis Miracle. 
Hip. Lou are welcome, Sir. 
Arn. It ſpeaks, and entertains me, ſtill more glorious; 
She is warm, and this is Fleſh here: How ſhe ſtirs me! 


Bleſs me, what Stars are there? Hip. May I ſit near ye? 


Arn. No, you're too pure an Object to behold, 
Too excellent to look upon, and live; 
I muſt remove. Zab. She is a Woman, Sir, 
Fy, what faint Heart is this ? 


(30). And fing that luſty Song.] Lufly, at firſt View, may ſeem an 
odd Epithet appropriated to Muſick : but it means, that wanton, in- 
3 Song, inciting to amorous Pleaſures, So, before, in this 
very Play. | 

No merry Noiſe, nor luſty Songs, be heard here ; 


So, again; | 
9 - Come, be luty, 


| And wake your Spirits. 
So, towards _ Concluſion of om —_ 
me, Boy, /ing the Song I taught you, 
And fing it luſtily.” the 8 tied 
And, in the Mad Lover, Songs in this free Strain are expreſs'd by 
another, but equivalent, Term. 
Fool. — bat new Songs, Sirrah ? 
Stre. A thouſand, Man, a thouſand. 
Fool, — —— — Itching Airs, 
Alluding to the old Sport. 


Arn. 


e? 


he 
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Arn. The Houſe of Wonder. | 
Zab. Do not you think your ſelf now truly happy ? 


You have the Abſtract of all Sweetneſs by ye, 
The precious wealth Youth Jabours to arrive at 


Nor is ſhe leſs in Honour, than in Beauty; 


Ferrara's royal Duke is ee to call her 
His beſt, his nobleſt, and moſt happy Siſter; 
Fortune has made her Miſtreſs of her elf, 
Wealthy, and wife, without a Pow'r to ſway her; 
Wonder of 1:aly, of all Hearts Miſtreſs, 

Arn. And all this is— Zab. Hippolyta, the beauteous. 

Hip. You are a poor Relater of my Fortunes, 
Too weak a Chronicle to ſpeak my Bleſſings, 
And leave out that eſſential part of Story _ 
I am moſt high and happy in, moſt fortunate, 
The Acquaintance, and the noble Fellowſhip 
Of this fair Gentleman. Pray ye, do not wonder, 
Nor hold it ſtrange to hear a handſome Lady 
Speak freely to ye. With your fair Leave and Courteſy, 
I will fit by ye. | 

Arn. I know not what to anſwer, 
Nor where Jam; nor to what End conſider, 
Why do you uſe me thus? Hip. Are ye angry, Sir, 
Becauſe ye're entertainꝰd with all Humanity? 
Freely. and nobly us d? Arn. No, gentle Lady, 
That were uncivil, but it much *mazes me, 
A Stranger, and a Man of no Deſert, 
Should find ſuch floods of Courteſie. Hip. I love ye, 
I honour ye, the firſt and beſt of all Men, : 
And, where that fair Opinion leads, *tis uſual 
Theſe Trifles, that but ſerve to ſet off, follow. 
I would not have you proud now, nor diſdainful, 
Becauſe I fay I love ye; though I ſwear it; 
Nor think it a ſtale Favour I fling on ye, 
Though ye be handſome, and the only Man, 
I mult confeſs, I ever fix*d mine Eye on, 
And bring along all Promiſes that pleaſe us, 
Yet I ſhould hate ye then, deſpiſe ye, ſcorn ye; 
And with as much Contempt purſue your Perſon, 
As now I do with Love. But you are wiſer, *' 


At - 
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At leaſt, I think, more Maſter of your Fortune; 
And fo I drink your Health. Ea 

Arn. Hold faſt, good Honeſty, TH 3 
J am a loſt Man elle. Hip. Now you may kiſs me, 
*Tis the firſt Kiſs I ever ask'd, I ſwear to ye. | 

Arn. That I dare do, ſweet Lady. 

Hip. You do it. well too; | 
You are a Maſter, Sir, that makes you coy. 

Arn. Would, you wou'd ſend your People off. 

Hip. Well thought on. 

Wait all without. | [ Ex. Zab. and Servants, 
Zab. I hope, ſhe is pleas'd throughly, 

Hip. Why ſtand ye ſtill? here's no Man to detect ye; 
My People are gone off: Come, come, leave Conjuring; 
The Spirit, you would raiſe, is here already; 

Look boldly on me. 

Arn, What wou'd you have me do? 

Hip. O moſt unmanly Queſtion ! I have you do? 
Ist poſſible, your Years ſhould want a Tutor? 

I'll teach ye: Come, embrace me. Arn. Fie, ſtand off; 
And give me Leave, more now than &er, to wonder, 
A Building of ſo goodly a Proportion, 

Outwardly all exact, the Frame of Heaven, 

Should hide within fo baſe Inhabitants : 

You are as fair, as if the Morning bare ye, 
Imagination never made a ſweeter 

(31) Can it be poſſible, this Frame ſhould totter, 
And, built on ſlight Affections, fright the Viewer? 
(32) Be excellent within, as you are outward, os 
The worthy Miſtreſs of thoſe many Bleſſings 


(31) Can it be F this Frame ſhould ſuffer, | 
And, built on flight Afe#ions, fright the Viewer ? Tho! the 
Word, ſuffer, be not abſolute Nonſenſe, yet it carries on the fine Me- 
taphor of the following Line ſo ill, that, I am perſuaded, it is a cor- 
rupt Reading; and that the original Word was, totter; which per- 
ſectly correſponds with the reſt of the Metaphor. Mr. Seward. 
(32) Be excellent in all, as you are outward,) I make no Doubt 

but the Authors wrote; | | 
Be excellent within, as you are outward, 


And ſo the Antithefis is preſerv'd, Mr. Sympſan. 


Heav'n 


nts, 


ye; 
183 


(33) Heav'n has beſtow'd; make em appear ſtill nobler, 
Bccauſe they're truſted to a weaker: Keeper. | 
Wou'd ye have me love ye? | 

Hi... YE8.,00* 3% 

Arn. Not for your Beautyz © 
Though, I confeſs," it blows the firſt Fire in us; 
Time, as he paſſes by, puts out that Sparkle. | 
Nor for your Wealth although the World kneel to it, 
And make it all Addition to a Woman; | 
Fortune, that ruins all, makes that his Conqueſt. 

Be honeſt, and be virtuous, I'll admire ye; 
At leaſt, be wiſe; and where ye lay theſe Nets, 
Strow over *em a little Modeſty, ,, 


- *Twill well become your Cauſe, and catch more Fools. 


Hip. Cou'd any one, that lov'd this wholeſome Counſel, 
But love the Giver more? you make me fonder: 
You have a virtuous Mind, I want that Ornament 


Is it a Sin I covet, to enjoy ye? 3 
If ye imagine Pm too free a Lover, 
And act that Part belongs to you, I am ſilent: 


(33) nale em appear ſtill nobler, ; 

Becauſe they're truſted to a weaker Keeper.) The Epithet 
weaker appears to me to be Nonſenſe, and in direct Oppoſition to all 
that goes before. He had been adviſing her not to debaſe the Charms 
of her Beauty by her Vices, but to make herſelf the awortihy Miſtreſs 
of them. As much the ſame Senſe is Prey in the Line above, an 
Epithet muſt have ſtood in the Original conſonant to it. To repeat 
the ſame (viz, worthy) would be Tautology. I at firſt, therefore, 
thought it ſhould have been, wary; but That's a Tautology in Senſe, 
tho' not in Words. I therefore believe the Original to have been 


«wealthy. i. e. Be the worthy Miſtreſs of all the many Excellencies, 


* with which Heaven has adorn'd your Perſon, (for He's before 
«« ſpeaking of her perſonal Charms) and make them appear till 
«© nobler, becauſe they are ſet off and adorn'd with Riches,” This 
Latter is a new, and, I think, a juſt Idea. Mr. Seward. 

Notwithſtanding this ingenious Conjecture, and the ingenious ow 
ſoning upon it, (Both of which ought, certainly, to be ſubmitted to 
the Readers) 1 have not ventured to alter the Text : Becauſe I always 
apprehended, that the Poets here had the Words of the Sacred Writ 
in View, of Woman being 4$:v45ee20 *0ox:0 ©, the weaker Veſſel. 
The Comment then will run thus, Be the worthy Miſtreſs of thoſe 
** Bleflings which Heaven has beſtow'd ; and make Them till nobler 
by prelerving them, as they are intruſted to the Frailty, and Weak- 
neſs, of a Woman, f | 
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Mine Eyes ſhall ſpeak my Bluſhes, parly with ye; 

I will not touch your Hand, but with a Tremble I 

Fitting a Veſtal Nun ; not long to kiſs ye, | \ 

But gently as the Air, and undiſcern'd too, | 

I'll ſteal it thus: Il walk your Shadow by ye, I 
So ſtill and filent, that it ſhall be equal | 

To put me off, as that; and when I covet, . | 

To give ſuch Toys as theſe 

Arn. A new Temptation 

Hip. Thus, like the lazy Minutes, will I _ em, 

Which paſt once are forgotten. 8 | 

Arn. Excellent Vice! | | 
Hip. Will ye be won? Look ſteadfaſtly upon me, 

Look manly, take a Man's Affections to you; 

Young Women, in the old World, were not wont, Sir, 

To has out gaudy Buthes for their Beauties, 

To talk themſelves into young Mens Affections. 

How cold and dull you are! | 
Arn. How do I ſtagger! 

She's wile, as fair; but 'tis a wicked Wiſdom ; 

I'll choak before I yield. . 

Hip. Who waits within there? [Zabulon withir, 
Make ready the green Chamber. s 

Zab. It ſhall be, Madam. 

Arn. I am afraid, ſhe will enjoy me indeed. 

Hip. What Muſick do ye love? 

Arn. A modeſt Tongue. 

Hip. We'll have enough of that: Fie, 25 how lumpiſh? 
In a young Lady's Arms thus dull? 

vn. For Heav'n's ſake, 
Profeſs a little Goodneſs, 
Hip. Of what Country ? 

Arn. I am of Rome, 

Hip. Nay then, I know, you mock me; 
The Ttalion; are not frighted with uch Bug bears; 5 
Prithee, go in. 

Arn, 1 am not well. 

Hip. I'll make thee, 

PII kiſs thee well. 
Arn. I am not ſick of that Sore. 


in, 


h? 
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Hip. Upon my Conſcience, I muſt raviſh the, 
I ſhall be e for the firſt Example: 


With this Pl! tie ye firſt, then try your Strength, Sir. 
Arn. My Strength? Away, baſe Woman, 1 abhor thee, 


lam not caught with Stales; Diſeaſe dwell with thee! [ Ex. 


Hip. Are ye ſo quick? And have I loſt my Wiſhes? 
Hoe, Zabulon ; my Servants 


„ Enter Zabulon and Servants. 


Zab. Call'd ye, Madam? 

Hip. Is all | We Beauty ſcorn'd, ſo many ſu'd for; 
So many Princes? By a Stranger too? 
Muſt I endure this? 

Zab. Where's the Gentleman? 
Hip. Go preſently, purſue the Stranger, Zabulon. 
He has broke from me, Jewels I have giv'n him: 
Charge him with Theft: He has ſtoPn my Love, my Free- 
Draw him before the Governor, impriſon bin; [dom, 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? 

Zab. I'll teach him a new Dance, | 
For playing faſt and looſe with ſuch a Lady. 
Come, Fellows, come: Pll execute your Anger, 
And to 'the full, 

Hi i. His Scorn ſhall feel my Vepgranee—— [ Excunt. 


9.0.6. NE. 
Enter Sulpitia, and Jaques. 


Sul. Shall I never fee a luſty Man again? 
7a. Faith, Miſtreſs, 
You do ſo over-labour em when you have *em, 
And fo dry-founder *em, they cannot laſt. | 
Sul, Where is the Frenchman ? 


Fa. Alas, he's all to fitters, 
And lies, taking the height of his Fortune with a Spe 
He's chin*d, he's chin*d, good Man, he is a Mourner. 
Sul. What is become of the Dane 2 | 
Ja. Who? Goldy-locks ? 
Hes foul 7th? Touck-hole, and recoils again; 
The main Spring's weaken'd that holds up his Cock, 
He lies at the Sign of the Sun, to be new breech'd, 3 
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Pox ©? your Juticel let me looſe. 


So 121 eth Night? 


ing, I {nppole, at the Rs that is here diſcours'd 0 


(34) Sul. The Ruttier, too, 's gone. 
Ja. O, that was a brave Raſcal, 
He would labour like a Thraſher. But, alas, 
What Thing can ever laſt? He has been ill mew'd, 
And drawn too ſoon; I have ſeen him in the Hoſpital. 
Sul. There was an Engliſhman. 
Ja. Ay, there was an Engliſhman z 
You'll ſcant find any now, to make that Name good. 
There were thoſe Engliſh, that were Men indeed, 
And would perform like Men; but now they are yaniſlyd-: 
They are ſo taken up in their own Country, 
So beaten off their Speed by their o.] Women, 


When they come here, they draw their Legs like Hack- 


Drink, and their own Devices have undone em. Inies. 
Sl. 1 muſt have one that's ſtrong, no Life in Lisbon elle, 

Perfect and young: My Cuſtom with young Ladies, 

And high-fed City-Dames, will fall, and break elſe. 

I want my: ſelf too, in mine Age to nouriſn me: 

They are all ſunk, I maintain'd ; Now, what's this Buſineſs? 


What goodly F ellow s that? 


155 | Enter Rutilio and Offers, 2 
Nut. Why do you drag me ? 


1 Offi. Not ſo, Sir. F f 
Rut. Cannot a Man fall into one of your drunken Cellars, 


And venture the breaking on's Neck, _— SPC 


But he muſt be us'd thus raſcally ? . [open, 

1 Ofi. What made you wandring 
7 A know, that is | fonptiande. 

Rut. May be, I walk in my Sleep. 3 
Offi. May be, we'll wake ye. 

What made you wandring, Sir into that Vault 

Where all the City Store, and the Munition lay? * 
Rut. I fell into't by Chance, I broke my Shins for't: 

Your Worlhips feel not that: I knock'd my Head 


34) The Rutter, too, is gone.] I ſuſpect, this Word ſhould. be 
Ruttier, which in French ſignifies an old beaten Soldier. And they 
have a Phraſe, C'eſt un wieux Routtier, He's an old at it; mean- 


" "Againſt 


— & > ZI 
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Againſt a hundred Poſts; would, you had had it! 
Cannot I break my Neck in my own Defence? 

2 Offi. This will not ſerve: Lou cannot put it of 10 
Vour coming thither was to play the Villain, 
To fire the Powder, to blow up part o'th* City. 
Rut. Yes, with my Noſe: Why w were e the T 47 71 
n? : 

Might 13 you fall, or you, had you gone that 1 N 

1 thought, your City had ſunk. * 

1 Off.. You did your belt, Sir, e e 2 0130/1 

We muſt preſume, to help it into the Air, 1 :i57 35 

If you call that ſinking. We have told 1 the Law; 

He that is taken there, unleſs a Magiſtrate 

And have Command in that Place, preſently, /,, 

If there be nothing found apparent near bim 7 

Worthy his Torture, or his preſent Death, 15 

Muſt either pay his Fine for his Preſumption, p ths 240 U 

(Which is fix hundred Duckets) or for ſix Years. - 

Tug at an Oar Ych* Gallies. Will ye walk, Sir? 

For, we preſume, you cannot pay the Penalt 
Rut. Row in the Gallies, e all this Mi bie? 

2 Offi. May be, you were drunk; they'll keep you ber 
Rut, Tug at an Oar? Youare not arrant YOu are 

To catch me in a Pit-fall, and betray Pan J one! proce 
Sul. A luſty- minded Man. A 
Ja. A wondrous able. A 
Ful. Pray; Gentlemen, Sw me Bot toy Lay 

To ſpeak a few words with your 5 . 

And I ſhall thank you. EY. 

1 Offi. Take your Pleaſure, 1 ye, 
Sul. What would ye give that Woman, . ps 
wes * from this Slavery ? ? = 
ſides my Service,. | 

| yas Bo her my, whole ſelf, I'd — Fon Vail.” 

Ye Sul. She has Reaſon to expect as much, ine 

1 The great Sum ſhe pays for it, yet take Comfort; 

What ye ſhall do to merit this, is eaſy, 

be And I will be the Woman ſhall befriend ye 

cy 'Tis but to entertain ſome bandſome Ladies, 

And young fair: e You wy the way: 

alt Vor. II. E Bur 
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But giving of your Mind _ 'S 
Kut. I am excellent at it: ! | 
You camot pick out ſuch another tiring 
I underſtand ye: Ive not thus? vr 4 
Sul. Ye have it. a 1 
Nut. Bring me a bude of * em: I dif patch dem. 
J will be none but yours: Should another 
Another way to redeem me, I ſhould ſcorn — 7 
What Women you ſhall pleaſe: I am monſtrous luſty: 
Not to be taken down: Would you have Children? 
ll get you thoſe as faſt, and thick as Flie-blows. 
Sul. 1 admire him; wonder it E Sf * 1] 
Rut. Hark ye, Lady, Jeet bes: 
You may require ene. eee 
Sul. Ay, by my Faith. 446] | 
Rut. And you ſhall have it by my Fach, and randfomly: 
This old Cat will ſack ſhrewdly: You have no Davghiten? 
I fly at all: Now am I in my Kingdom. 
+ Tug at an Oar? No, tug in a Frather- bed, pit] 
With go ood warm Caudles ; _ e and Ware 
1 will W lh — O. 
Ful Come, follow, Officers, 
This — is free: l pa pay the Dockens 0 
Rut. And when you catch me in your City-powdering- 
Again, boil me with Cabbage. 
1'Ofi, You wed ue” warn'd and arm. Sir, Laa, 


4 8 C ENE W. if” [ af. 


Vuter Leopold, Hippolyta, and Zenocia. 
Zen. Will your Lady ſhip wear this Dreſſing? 
Hip. Leave thy p prating.; 

I care, not what I wear. Zen. Yet tis my Duty 
To know your Pleaſure, and my worlt Aﬀidtion- 
To ſee you diſcontented. 

Hip. Weeping, too) 
Prithee, forgive me: I am much alben, 
And ſpeak I know not what : To make thee Amends, 


The Gown, that 1 wore yeſterday, is thine; 


Le 


2 2 
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Let it alone awhile. 
And taſte her Bounty. 


No you perceive, 
an, Much above my Merit. 
Leop. But have you not yet found a happy Time 
To move for me? Zen. I have watch'd all Occaſions, 
But, hitherto, without Succeſs : Yet doubt nat, | 
But I'll embrace the firſt: Means. Leop. Do, and proſper : 
Excellent Creature, whoſe Perfections make | 
Even Sorrow lovely, if your Frowns thus take me, 
What would your Smiles do 
Hip. Pox o' this ſtale: Courtſhip! | 
If I have any Pow'r,—: Lech. Lam commanded; 
Obedience. is the Lover's Sacrifice, * 
Which I pay gladly. Hip. To be forc'd to woo, 
Being a Woman, cou'd not but torment me; 
But bringing, for my Advocates, Youth and Beauty, 
Set off with Wealth, and then to be deny*d too, 
Does comprehend all Tortures. They flatter'd me, 
That ſaid my Looks were Charms, my Touches Fetters, ö 
My Locks ſoft Chains, to bind the Arms of Princes, 
And make them, in that wiſfꝰd- for Bondage, aPPye 
Jam, like others of a coarſer 4 120 
| As weak C allure, but in my Dot ſtronger: 
| 1 ] am no Circe; he, more than Ubſfes 
[ Scorns all my offer'd Bounties, flights my Favours; 
(35) And, as I were ſome new Egyptian, flies me, 
| Leaving no Pawn, but my own Shame behind him. 
bam. But he ſhall find, that, in my fell Revenge, 
25 I am a Woman: One, that never pardons 
The rude Contemner of her proffer*d Sweetneſs, 
Zab. Madam, *tis done. 
nd, as were e new | ian, flies ne,] This, cer- 
aid, £ both Mr. Danler and Mr. Sympſon Tone to 20 5. to 
the 'Story of Potiphar” s Wife tem ting the Patriarch To Joſeph. The 
Circumſtances, in the Verſes that — fix it down to this Story ; 
But he Hall find, that, in my fell Revenge, © 
I am a Woman: One, that never pardons 
The rude Contemner of her proffer” 1 


For Potiphar's Wiſe, tis well known, failing in her ago of ſeducing 
Joſeph to Waptonneſs with her, accuſed to her Fluband of an 


1 upon her Chaſtity | 
* 2 2 — Hy. 


„ * 


nds, 
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Hip. What's done? Zab, Th' uncivil e f 
Is at your Suit arreſted, Hip. *Tis well handled: 
Zab. And under Guard ſent to the Governor, - 55 
With whom my Teſtimony, and the Favourt 
He bears your Ladyſhip, have ſo prevail d. | 
That he is ſentenc'd. Hip. How? Zab. To loſe his Head: 
Hip. Is that the Means to Nen the ſcorching Heat 
Of my inrag*d Deſires? Muſt Innocence W . 462 
*Cauſe I am faulty? Or is my Love ſo faral, 
That of Neceſſity it muſt deſtroy , - a 
The Object it moſt longs for? Dull Hi bs v2.1.9 
To think that Injuries could make Way for Love, 
When Courteſies were deſpis'd:; That by his Death 
Thou ſhould'ſt gain that, which only thou canſt hope for 
While he is living: My Honour's at the DIS now, 
And cannot be preſerv'd, unleſs he periſn. 
The enjoying of the Thing I love, I ever 
Have priz'd above my Fame: Why doubt. I now den! ; 
One only Way is left me, to redeem all: ; 
Make ready my Caroch. Leop. What will you, Madam? 
Hip. And 2 I am impatient of ſuch Stay: | 
Bind up my Hair: Fie, fie, while that is Hen 
The Law may ſeize his Life: Thus as I am rea Pi it 
Not like Hippolyta, but a Bacchanal, + 
My frantick Love tran _ . [Ex 
Leop. Sure, ſhe's di W's | | 
Zab. Pray you, follow her: I will along with you: 
I more than gueſs the Cauſe: Women, that hart 
Are moſt: uncertain z and one Minute crave, 
What in another they refuſe to have. (E. 


8 C E. NE XV.: 


r Enter Clodio, and Charino: - Ry 


| Cd. Aſſure thy ſelf, Charino, I am alter'd 
From what I was; the T empeſts, we have met with 
In our uncertain Voyage, were ſmooth Gales 
Compar'd to thoſe, the Memory of my Luſts 
Rais'd in my Conſcience: And if &er again 
11 live to ſee Zenocia, I will ſue, 

And ſeek t her as a Lover, and a Servant; 


And 


i 


xe. 


And 
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And not command Affection, like a Tyrant. 

Char. In hearing this, you make me young again; 1 
And Heav'n, it ſeems, favouring this good gy! in 3 
In ſetting of a Period to our Dangers, 75 
Gives us fair Hopes to find, That here 1 in . 5 
Which hitherto in vain we long have ſought for, 
I have receiv'd aſſur'd Intelligence, | 
Such Strangers have been ſeen, here: And though yet 7 


I cannot learn their Fortunes, nor the Place 


Of their Abode, I have a Soul prelages 
A fortunate Event here, 
Clog. There have paſs e 
A mutual Enterchange of Courteſis 
Between me, and the Governor ; therefore boldly | 
We may preſume of him, and of his Pow'r, 
If we find Cauſe to uſe them; otherwiſe, ce, 
I would not be known here; and theſe Dis 


Will keep us from Diſcovery. 


Enter Manuel, Dackor, Arnoldo, anl Gurt. 


_ Char.” What are theſe? _ 

Clod. The Governor: With him my Rival, 9 

Char. For certain, *tis Arnoldo. Clad. Let's attend, 
What the Succeſs will be. Man. Is't poſſible, * 
There ſhould be hope of his Recover, 85 
His * 5 ſo many and ſo deadly? 5 

Do#. So they appear'd at firſt, — the Blood top, - 
His Trance farkoole hi him, and, on better Search, 
We found they were not mortal. | 

Man. Uſe all Care 
To perfect this unhop'd-for Cure: That done, 
Propoſe your own Rewards: And till you ſhall 
Hear farther from me, for ſome Ends I have 


Conceal it from his Mother. 


Dot. We'll not fail, Sir. [Exit 

Man. You ſtill ſtand confident.on your 1 

Arn. It is my beſt and laſt Guard, which I will not 
Leave, to Ny mak aces uncertain PORT | 


E 3 8 Enter 
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Euter Hippolyta Zabulon, Leopold, Zenocia * 3 
| co $ ervants. 


Hp. Who bad you follow me? Go home, and you, Sit, 
As you reſpect me, go with her. | 
Arn. Zenocia 
And in her Houſe a Servant! Sar ben 
* Char. *Tis my Daughter. | (eb. Paſſes. 
Clog. My Love? Contain your Joy, obſerve the Sequel. 
Man, Fye, Madam, how undecent *tis for you, 
So far unlike your ſelf, to be ſeen thus | 
In th* open Streets? Why do you kneel? Pray you, te; 
I am acquainted with the Wrong, and Loſs 
You have ſuſtain'd, and the Delinquent nor 
Stands ready for his Puniſhment. | 
Hip. Let it fall, Sir, 
On the Offender : He is innocent, 
And moſt unworthy of theſe Bonds he wears, 
But I made up of Guilt. 
Man. What ſtrange Turn's this ? | 
Leop. This was my Priſoner once. Hip. If Chaſtity 
In a young Man, and tempted to the Height too, 
Did Cer deſerve Reward, or Admiration, | 
He juſtly may claim both. Love to his Perſon 
(Or, if you pleaſe, give it a fouler name) 
Compell'd me firſt to train him to my Houſe; 
All Engines I rais'd there to ſhake his Virtue, 
Which in th' Aſſault were uſeleſs; he, unmov'd fill, 
As if he had no Part of human Prailty, 
Againſt the Nature of my Sex, alimoft 
I plaid the Raviſher, You — 7 have ſeen, 
In our Contention, young Apollo j 
And Love- ſick Daphne follow ; all Arts failing, 
By flight he won the Victory, breaking from 
My ſcorn'd Embraces : The Repulſe (in Women 
Unufferable) invited me to practiſe 
A means to be reveng' d: And from this grew 
His Accuſation, and the Abuſe 
Of your ſtill-equal Juſtice : My Rage over, 


(Thank, Heav'n) og — I found not my ſelf 


Pay dearly for her Favour. | ; 57 151 
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So far engagꝰ d to Hell, to proſeeute Gim $3020 1 
To th' Death what I had plotted ; — Nees 108 
That made me firſt deſire him, then accuſe bim, 71 
Commands me with the Hazard of my ſelf Vit 
Firſt to entreat his Pardon, then "acquit him. 

Man. Whate'er you are, fo mueh 1 love your vie 
That 1 deſire your Friendſhip. Do you unlooſe 


Him from thoſe Bonds, you are worthy of. Your reer, 


Makes part of Satisfaction; yer 1 ae 


Severely reprehend you. 

£Leop. I am madlde | 
A Stale on all parts: But this Fellow halt 

Arn. My Life's ſo full Wo * 2016. ] 
Of various changes, that I now deſpair 
Of any certain Port; one Trouble endi * n 1 
A new, and worſe, ſucceeds it: What ould Zaucig 
Do in this Woman's Houſe? Can Chaſtity we 
And hot Luſt dwell together without Infection? 
I wou'd not be, or jealous, or ſecure, 
Vet ſomething muſt be done, to ſound the Depth ont: 
That ſhe lives, is my Bliſs ; but living there, E 
A Hell of Torments; there's no Way to her 
In whom I live, but by this Door, rough which 's 
To me *tis Death to enter, yet I muſt - 
And will make Trial. | | 

Man. Let me hear no more 
Of theſe Devices, Lady: This I pardon, 
And at your Interceſſion I forgive | 
Your Inſtrument, the Few too: Get you home. 
The hundred thouſand Crowns you lent the Br. 
Towards the ſetting forth of the laſt Navy © © 
Bound for the Iſlands, was a Good then, which 


I balance with your Ill now. Char. Now, Sir, to him, 


You know, my Daughter needs it. 

Hip. Let me take. 
A farewel with mine Eye, Sir, though my Lip 
Be barr*d the Ceremony, Courteſie, 1 
And Cuſtom too, allows of. | 


36 The Cuſtom of the Coliury: 
I Skies am ſo cold, not ſo ill-bred, 01 bent 113} 93 
But that I dare receive it: You are A”. | 
And let me tell you that I am aſham'd 
Of my late Rudeneſs, and would gladly therefore, 
If you pleaſe to accept my ready Service, | 
Wait on you to your Houſe. 
Hip Above my hope: 
Sir, if an Angel were to be my Convoy, bs 4 
He ſhould not be more welcome,— — Ex. Arn, and Hip. 
Cad. Now you know me. | 
Man. Yes, Sir, and honour you: Ever remembring 
Your many Bounties, being ambitious only 
To give you Cauſe to ſay, by ſome one device, 
That I am not ungrateful. 
Clod. Tis now offer'd : = 
J have a Suit to you, and an n eaſy one, 
Which eber long you ſhall know. 
Man. When you think fit, Sir, 
And then as a Command I will receive it; | 
Till when, moſt welcome: You are welcome too, Sir, 
*Tis ſpoken from the Heart, and therefore needs not 
Much Proteſtation : At your better Leiſure 
I will enquire the Cauſe that bropgie I hither : 
Pth* mean time ſerve you. 160 | 
Clod. You out-do me, Sir. 03 Hi Kae, | 


LL a0 


7 Iv. SCENE 1. 


Enter Duarte, and Dothor. 


Dua. VO b have beſtow'd on me a ſecond Life, 8 * 
| For which I live your Creature, and have bet- 
Wbat Nature fram'd unperfect; my firſt Being [ ter'd 
Inſolent Pride made monſtrous; but this latter, 
In learning me to know my ſelf, hath ee me 

Not to wrong others. 
Dot. Then we live indeed, 
When we can go to Reſt without Alarm 


Giv'n ev' wry minute to a GUI. Conſcience 2 * 
0 
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To keep us waking z and riſe in the Marias F 

Secure in being innocent: But when. 05 ay oaks 

In the Remembrance of our worſer „ e = 

We ever bear about us Whips and Furies, 5 

To make the Day a Night of Dara, ol yt 

Even Life's a burthen. | RB 
Dua, I have ſound and felt it; 

But will endeavour, having firſt — Peace 

With thoſe inteſtine Enemies, my rude Piſſions, 

To be ſo with Mankind: But, worthy Doctor, 

Pray, if you can, reſolve me; was the Gentleman, 

That left me dead, &er brought unto his Trials? 
Doct. Nor known, nor apprehended. Fae 
Dua. That's my Grief. 

Do#.Why, do you wiſh he had been puniſh'd ? Dua, No. 
The Stream of my ſwoln Sorrow runs not that way: 
For could I find him, as I vow to Heaven 
It ſhall be my firſt Care to ſeek him out, 

I would with Thanks acknowledge that his Sword, 

In opening my Veins, which proud Blodd poiſon, 

Gave the firſt Symptoms of true Health. Ss 


+. 


Doc. Tis in you. © 
| A Chriſtian Reſolution : That you R 


Is by the Governor's, your Uncle's, Charge 600 
As yet conceal'd. And though a Son's Loſs never 
Was folemniz'd with more Tears of true — wg | 
Than have been paid by your unequaPd Mother 
For your ſuppoſed Death, ſhe's not . e T. 
With your Recovery. 

Dua. For ſome few days, | 
Pray, let her fo continue: Thus diſguis d, gott! 
I may abroad unknown. Dot. Without 2 bY. 
Of being diſcover'd (36) Dua. I am confident, . 
No Moiſture ſooner dries than Womens Tears, 0 
And therefore, though I know my Mother virtuous, 
Yet We one of that frall Sex, I purpoſe | 


(36) ——— 7: an beser, 

No Moi ure ſooner dies than Womens Tears ; } Moiſture dying 
is ſtark Nonſenſe ; the Inſertion of a _ Letter gives the true 
denſe, Ari ith, Mr. 1 

* 8 er 


And 
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Her farther Trial, Do#7. That as you think fit 
Il not betray you. Dua. To find out this Stranger, 
This true . 0 of my Mind and Manners 
Were ſuch a Bleffing. — He ſeem'd poor, and may, 
Perhaps, be now in ant; wou'd I cou'd find him! 
The Inns PII fearch firſt, then the publick Stews ; 

He was of ah, and that Country breeds not 
Preciſians that way, © but hot Libertines 
And ſuch the moſt are: *tis but a little Travel: 
I am unfurniſh'd too; pray, Mr. „ | 
Can you ſupply me? | 

DoF. With what Sum you pleaſe, 

Dua. I will not be long abſent. RO 

Dot. That I wiſh too; 2 J 
For till you have more Strength, I would not have you 
To be too bold. F 
Dua. Fear not, I will be careful. . (Eu. 


- Emer Leopold, Zabulon, and n 


Zab. I have brought him, Sir; a Fellow that will do it, 
Though Hell ſtood in his way; ever provided, Wa 
You pay him for't. Leop. He has a ſtrange 5 aur 
| Jooks much like the figure of a Hang: man 
In a Table of the Paſſion. Zab. He tranſcends 
All Precedents, believe it; a fleſh'd — 1 
That hath ſo often taken the Strappado, _ 
That *tis to him but as a lofty Trick 
Is to a Tumbler: He hath perus'd too 10 
All Dungeons in Portugal, thrice ſer' n Years 
Row 'd i * _ Gallies for three ſeveral Murthers; 
Thou preſume, that he has done a hundred, 
And ic iſh'd. Leop. He is much in debt to you, 
3 Ten — him off ſo well. What will you take, Sit, 
To beat a Fellow for me, that 11 208 rag me: 1 6 
Bra. To beat him, ſay you? 10 
(37) — I hat will you take, Sir, 


To beat a Fellow for me, that thus aurong d me? ] Thut 
wrong'd me 2, The Nature and Quality of the Wrong are not in one 


2 * promls «The Toms. certainly wrote, that has wrong'd 
| Mr. Smpſon 


Log 


| (Whom; notwithſtanding all her Hyuries, * 
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Leap. Yes, beat him to Lamenefs, f 5 
To cut his Lips or Noſe off; any ching $a 
That may disfigute him. Bra. Lat me dolle doe 
Five hundred Piſtolets for ſuch a Service 
J think were no dear Penniworth. Zab. Five ache! 
Why there are of your Brother- hood in the City, MM 
Il undertake, ſhall kill a Man for twenty. 

Bra. Kill him? think ſo ; I'll Kill #; Man wha 
For half the Money. el 

Leop. And will You ask more 
For a ond Beating than a Murther ? 
"Bos. 09, Bits £7 
And with good Reaſon for a — * dead, 
The Spauiſo Proverb ſays, will never bite: , 
But ſhould I beat or hurt him only, by my, 
* and kill me. 4050 

4. good Concluſion 53 
uracy of this Raſcal makes me . * 

by run ſome 9 Courſe, there's your Reward __. 
Without the Employment. | 

Bra, For that, as you ey Sir; 
When you have Need to kill a Man, Pray ule gc 
But I am out at beating; | 

Zab. Whar' dh ba be bene“ Eager: | 

Liop. I'll tell thee, Zabulen, and male K kn g 
To my moſt near Deſigns: This Stranger, wWhick 
Hi be deb pn; was my Priſoner 
When the laſt Virgin, I beſtow'd' upon her, 
Was made my Prize; how he eſcap'd, hereafter 
PII let thee know; and it may be, the Love 
He bears the Servant, makes — ſcorn the Miſtreſs, 

Zab, Tis not unlike for the firſt time he ſaw her 
His looks expreſs'd ſo much, and, for my Proof, 
Since he came to my Lady's Houſe, though yet 
He never knew her, he hath practis d with me 
To help him to a Conference, without 1550 
The Knowledge of Happe; which I promis d. 

Leop. And by all means perform it for their Meeting, 
But work it fo, that my diſdainſul Miſtreſs | © 


/ 
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Tis my hard fate to love) may ſee and hear ther : 
Zab. To what end, Sir? FR Se 1” 
Leop: This, Zabulon : When ſhe "A | 5 . 
Wbo is her Riyal, and her Lover's Baſeneſs BY 5 
Io leave a princeſs for her Bond- woman. 
The Sight will make her ſcorn, what now he dotes on; :; 
I' double thy. Reward. _- | 
Zab. You are like to ſpeed then: Pp 
For, I confeſs, what you will ſoon believe, _ 
We ſerve them beſt that are moſt apt to give. 
For you, PII place you, where you ſhall ſee all, 
And yet be wes aug Leep. That I deſire too. ler 


Enter Arnoldo. 15 57 $7 MN 


Arn. 11 cannot ** her yet; How it aff me, 
The Poiſon of this Place ſhould mix it ſelf [manded, 
With her pure Thoughts! *T'was She that was com- 
Or my Eyes fail'd me groſly ; that Youth, 'that Fact, 
And all that noble Sweetneſs. May ſhe not live here, 'T 
And yet be honeſt ſtill? | uy 


Enter Zenocia. 


Zen. It is Arnol lo,, A 
From all his Dangers free ; Falun I bleſs ns 1 a 
My noble Husband ! how my Joy ſwells in me! 
But why in this Place ? what Buſineſs hath he n 
He cannot hear of me, I am not known here. | 
I left him virtuous; how I ſhake to think now? 

And how that Joy, I I had, cools, and — 


Enter. above Hippolyta, and Zabulon. 


This Lady is but fair, I have been thought ſoo 
Without rn "ard; She has een . | 
And he forgot — 00 6H 

Arn. *Tis ſhe in, the fame — it 
The ſame Zenocia. Zab. There ig are gether _ 
Now you may mark em. c 


Hip. Peace, and let em parley. | 
Arn. That you are well, Zenocia, and once more 
Bleſs my deſpairing Eyes with your wiſh'd Preſence, / 
1 thank the Gods; k but that I meet you here— 675 5 

p. 


} 
1 


lp, 
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Hip. They are acquainted. F mod 14 
Zab. I found that Secret, ah e 
When you commanded her go home: bey bear em. 
Zen. That you do meet me here, neer bluſh, Arnollo. 
(38) Your Coming comes too late: I am a Woman, 
One Woman with another may be en; * 
Do you fear the Houſs !?! 

Arn. More than a Fear, I 1 | 
Know it not good, not honeſt. - i gel fo, 

Zen. What do you here then? 000 n 
Pth' Name of Virtue, why do you approach why ck 
Will you confeſs the Doubt, and yet purſue it? 
Where have your Eyes been wandring, my Arnoldo ? * 
What Conſtancy, what Faith, do yu call this? E 
Aim at one wanton Mark, ind wound another? 
I do confeſs, the Kew py fir; moſt beautebus;” 

pod pla s bimſetf njern, 2 

And able to betty: a 25 an's Liberty, 
But you, that have a Love, a Wife — you do A 
To deal thus wiſely with me: Vet, e, 5 
Since you are pleagd to ſtud a new Beauty 11 
And think this old and: ill, be wi" Milery, GALL" 
(39) Study a nobler way, for Shame, s to Ar . 
Wrong not her Honeſty — 1 | 


Arn, You have confirm'd . Ut Lader you, 
Zen. Who though ſhe be your Wife; wil never: hin- 
So much I reſt a Servant to your Wiſhes, 2 


And love your Loves, thoug gh che bem ny: DeftruQtions. 


No Man ſhall know me, hot the ſhare 1 have in thee, 
No Eye ſuſpect I am able to prevent you," - 
For ſince Lam a Slave to this great Huf, > 


(38) Your Coming — . +] 1 have not 7 to. dif- 


turb the Lext, tho', I indeed, ſuſpect Coning, eg not to * 82 


nuine. I believe, che Authors wrote ; 
Your Coining comes too late | 
i. e. your Fallacy; your” Diffimulation : for few Ho ſein 
Arnoldo at Hippalyta's Houſe: 
(39) Study a noblgr way for of — to loye me, A nobler way 
love her, when She ſapeclel that he had ceas'd to Jove her at all? We 
muſt read, to leave me. The foregoing 1 — mann evince the 


Genuineneſs of this Emendation. Mr. Seward. + 


Whom 


g 62 The. Cufton of te Gonry. 


Whom I perceive you follow 
Arn. Be not blinded. 
Zen. Fortune ſhall make me uſeful to Fre Service, 
I. will ſpeak: for you. | 
Arn, Speak for me? you wrong me. 
Zen, 1 will endeayour all the Ways I am 1 able Fa 
To make her think well of you ; will that pleaſe ?. .. 
To make her dote upon you, date to Madness, 
Soc far, againſt my ſelf, Tn will obey I 
But when that's done, and I have 1 $a this Duty, 
This great Obedience, few will buy't at my Price, 
Thus will I ſhake Hands with you; wiſh you well, 
But never ſee you more, nor receive 
From any thing, a 8 
Arn. You are too tend 
1 neither doubt you, nor A l. — 
To be a Man, and live, than I am m honeſt 
And only yours our infinite Aion 
Abus'd-us both. 
Zab. Where are y 5 _— 
The Courtelies you bew this Stranger, — 
Hip. — now ee 
zu. Bil te r you CY op? SN 
en | Invite you, riot 
Ann. Moſt cunningly,, ' + yo J 5Y r "wh 
And with a Pre on Of 2 gtate V N 
I ̃ was brought in and welcom: d — 3 doc ©: 
Eau. Seem'd to love you? | 
An, Moſt infinitely, at firſt fight, mot coi. 
Zen. She is @good Lady. yy. 
Arn. Wongrous handſome :. ms + af 104 
At firſt view, being taken — 0 ; 
Your Memory not preſent then to aſſiſt me 
She ſeem' d fo glorious tweet, and ſo far d me; 
Nay, be not jealous, there's no harm done. Zen. Prithee— 
Did'ſt thou not kiſs, Arnaldo Arn. Yes, faith, did I. 
Zen. And then Arn. I durft- * did not— 
Zen. I forgive you, 
Come: tell che Truth. 4-n. May be, 1 lay with her. 
Vip. en e Zen;Did ye, 1 


. Tix # 


. # 74 


Did ye ſorget ſo far? 3516 

Arn. Come, come, no \weepings, ' 
] would have lyen firſt in my Grave, — that. 
Why will you ask thoſe Things you wou'd not ben: 
She's too intemperate to betray my Virtus, 
Too openly laſcivious » Had ſhe dealt 
But with that ſeeming Modeſty ſhe might, 


And flung a little Art upon her Ardor, — 


But *twas forgot, and I forgot to like her, 
And glad I was deceiv'd. No, my Zenocia, 
My firſt Love here begun, reſts here unreapt yet, 
And here for ever. Zen. You have made me a 
Even in the midſt of 1 Zab. You ſee now, 
What Rubs are in your way. 
ip. And quickly, Zabulon,  _ © 

Pl! root em out, — Be ſure, you * this preſently. 

Zab. Do not you alter then, 

Hip. l'm reſolute. * [Exif Zabwlon, 

Arn, To ſee you'gnly Ice hither lat, 


Drawn by no Love of ha nor baſe Allur 


For, by this holy Light, I hate her heartily. © + 

Leop. IT am glad of that, you HE] Lowe me ſo doch 
And ſo much Fear. —— Tun | 
From this Hour fair befall you! 
iim. Some means 1 ſhall make wan to redeem you, 


Till when, obſerve her well, an fit ker Temper,” - 
Only her Luſt contemn. Ze. When ſhall 1 Tee . 


Arn, I will live hereabouts; and bear her fair” 
*TillT can find a fit Hour to redeem you. 
Hip. Shut all the Doors. an. * tat? 
Zen. We are betray'd, 2 185 43 
The Lady of the Houſe has heard our Party, et «Ola 
Seen us, and ſeen our Loves. ine 
Hip. You courtevits Gallant, r 
You, that ſcorn all I can beſtow, that ugh ar HR 
Th' Afflictions, and the Groans I ſuffer for you. 
That ſlight and jeer my Love, contemn the F — 4 
My Favours can fling on you, have I 4 75 your 
Have I now found the Cauſe ye * my 
Is mine on Slave, my Bane? On nn 


* 


9 - ' $ 
* oy 
„ * 
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That ſucks up my Content. Pl] pray no more, 
Nor woo no more; thou ſhalt ſee, fooliſn Man. 
And, to thy bitter Pain and Anguiſh, look on 
The Vengeance I ſhall take, provok'd and ſlightedzʒ; 
Redeem her then, and ſteal her anne: _ n 
Now to your Work. cer 


Enter Zabulon, and Servants, * Holding Arnoldo, Jon 
ready with a Cord 10: frangle Zenocia. 9 


Arn. Lady, but hear me ſpeak firſt, - hat 
As you have Pity. | 4 k , 


Hip. I have none. You taught me, | 
' When I ev'n hung about your Neck, ING: ford me. 
Zab. Shall we pluck yet?! | Th 
Hip. No, hold a little, Zabulon; 


I'll pluck his Heart - ſtringz firſt: Now am 51 1 worthy | 

A 5 of your Love? | 

Am I'll be your Servant, 

Command me through what Danger you 0 wall aim OI 

Let it be Death. Hip. Be ſure, Sir, I ſhall fit r f 
(40) Arn, But ſ re this Virgin. OY 
Hip. I would ſpare that Villain, 

Had cut my Father's Throat, firſt. * Bounteous Lady, 

If in your Sex there be that noble Softnefs, | 
That Tenderneſs of Heart, Women are crown'd . 

Een. Kneel not, Arnoldo, 8 
Be is not worthy ſuch Submiſſion "4 11 il a0 
I — aLife depends,upon r il ll: 

Proud Woman, do thy worſt, and arm chy 8 
With Thoughts as 5 as Hell, ns hot and — bg 
I bring a Patience here, ſhall make em bluſh, 
An Innocence, ſhall outlook thee, and Death too. 

Arn. Make me your Slave, I give my F —.— to ye. 
For ever to be fetter'd to your Service, 
*T 'was I offended, be not fo unjuſt then, 41 3844 8 oY, 
To firikg, me Innocent 3 z this r; Maid | 


(40) Bar _ this vir gin, h | 
Hip. I would ſpare the, Villain firſt, 
Had cut my Father*s Throat.] The Metre here is ſo Abe 
that the Tranſpoſition, and Correction in the 2 which I have 
made, ſeem abſolutely ba | 


+ 


- 
7 4 
þ. | 
n x 


* , * 


Never 


have 
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Never intended Fear and Doubt againſt you 
She is your Servant, pay not her Obſervance ,.. 
With cruel Looks, her dufeous Faith with Death... . 
Hip. Am I fair now now am I worth. your Liking ? 
Zen. Not fair, not to be liked, thou glorious Devil, 
Thou varniſnt piece of Luſt, thou painted Fury! _ 
Arn. Speak gently, Sweet, ſpeale- gently. ; 
r io oo T9 
'Tis not the ſaving of a Life I aim at: 


Mark me, laſcivious Woman, mark me truly, N 


And then conſider, how I weigh thy Anger. 
Life is no longer mine, nor dear unto. me, 
Than uſeful to his Honour I preſerve it. 
If thou hadſt ſtudied all the Courteſies 
Humanity and noble Blood are link d to, | 
Thou cou'dſt not have propounded ſuch a Benefit, 
Nor heap*d upon me ſuch unlook'd-for Honour | 
As dying for his fake, to be his Martyrz | | 
Tu ſuch; Saks. off had ipeet 8 1 
Hip. Y ou ſhall not want that Favour, 
And let your Bones work Miracles. 
Arn. Dear Lady, t 
By thoſe fair Eyes ——— . 1 
Hip. There is but this Way left e 
To fave her Life. Arn. Speak it, and I embrace it. 
Hip. Come to my private Chamber preſently, 
And there, what Love and I command Arn. Ill do it. 
Be comforted, Zenocia. Zen. Do not do this | 
To fave me, do not loſe your ſelf, I charge you; | 
I charge you by your Love, that Loye you bear me; 
That Love, that conſtant Love you have twin'd to me, 


By all your Promiſes, (take Heed, you keep em,) 


Now is your conſtant Trial, If thou doſt this, 
Or moy*ſt one Foot, to guide thee to her Luſt, 
My Curſes and eternal Hate purſue the. 
Redeem me at the baſe Price of Diſloyalty ? 
Muſt my undoubted Honeſty. be thy Bawd too? 
Go, and intwine thy ſelf about that Body; > 
Tell her, for my Life thou haſt loſt thine Honour, 
Pulbd all thy Vows from Heav'n; baſely, moſt baſely, 
You, it. F «ITY Stoop'd 
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Stoop'd to the ſervile Flames of that foul Woman, 


To add an Hour to me that hate thee for it, 
Know thee not again, nor name thee for a n 


Arn. What ſhall I do to fave her? 
"OT How now, what Haſte there? 


Enter a Servant. | x 
Ser, The Governor, attended with ſome Gentlemen, 


Are newly entred, to ſpeak with your Ladyſhip. 


Hip. Pox o their Buſineſs! reprieve her for this Hour, 


I ſhal! have other Time. 


Arn. Now, Fortune, help uss 
Hip. I'll meet em preſently : Retire awhile all. 2 
Zab. You riſe to Day upon Jour right fide, Lady. 
You know the Danger too, and may prevent it, 
And if you ſuffer her to b thus, 
(As ſhe muſt do, and ſuddenly, believe it, 
Unleſs you ſtand her Friend ;) you know the way on tz 
I gueſs, you poorly we 955 leſs your Fortune. 
Let her know nothing, form this Matter, 


There are Hours or "he ſeveral Buſineſſes, | 
You underſtand 


Arn. I underſtand you Bawd, Sir, 
And ſuch a Counſellor 1 never ard for. 


Enter the Governor, Clodio, Id, Charino a 
” Attendants at one. Door, 1 Leal, ta at wor. other. 


Hip. Your Lordſhip does me Honda. 

. Gov. Fair Hippolyta, , 
I am come to caſe you of a Charge. 

Hip. I keep none | tae 
I count a Burthen, Sir: and yet I le 180 

Gov. Which is the Maid? is ſhe here? 

Clod. Yes, Sir, . | 
This is ſhe, this is Zenocia, 
The very fame I ſued to your Lordſhip for” 

Zen. Clodio again? more Miſery ? more Ruin? 
Under hat angry Star is my Life govern'd ? Woman, 


Gov, Come ater! Maid, you are once more a free 
Here I diſcharge your 1 


Ant 


| Arn. Another Smile, 
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Another Trick of Fortune to — us! 82 

Hip. Why does your Lordſhip uſe me ſo unnobly 
Againſt, my Will to take away my Bond- woman? 

Gov. She was no lawful Prize, therefore no Bond-woman: 
She's of that Country we hold Friendſhip witb, 
And ever did; and therefore to be us'd 133 
With Entertainment, fair and courteouus. 

The Breach of League in us J. foul. Example, | 
Therefore you muſt be pleas'd to think this honeſt 
Did you know what ſhe was? Won be rd 

Leop. Not till this Inſtant; my | 
For had I known her, ſhe had been no Priſoners kae 

Gov. There, take the Maid, ſhe's at her own Diſpoſe 
And if there be aught elſe to do your Honour 
Any poor Service ij — 

Clod. I am vow'd your Servant. 

Arn. Your Father's here too, that's our only TR 
And in a Country now we ſtand free _ 

Where Clodio has no Power, ww ig 

Zen. I fear ſome Trick yet. in 

Arn. Be not ſo dejected. 

Gov, Lou muſt not be dilpleardi &, farewel, Lady: 
Come, Gentlemen; S yu muſt with me en 1 
L have a little Buſineſs. 

Leop. ] attend your Lordſhip EY FM 5; 
Now my Way's free, and my Hopes Lord again. 

3 and Zab. 

Hip. D'ye Jeer me now ye are going? | 
I may live yet to make you howl both. 

Zab. You might have done; you had Power *. 
But now the Chains are off, the Command loſt, 

And ſuch a Story they will make of this 
To laugh out lazy Time, - 

Hip. No — yet left me?” 

For now I burſt with Anger: None to 180 ery 
No Comfort? no Revenge? 

Zab. You ſpeak too late; | 

You =" have had all L your uſeful Servants, 


* of \ 
* 1 
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(41) Had you been wiſe, and ſudden: What Pow'r, or Wil, 
Over, her Beauty have you now, by Violence 
To conſtrain his Love? ſhe is as free as you are, 
And no Law can impeach her Liberty, 
And while ſhe's ſo, Arnoldo will deſpiſe you. 
Hip. Either my Love or Anger _ be farisfied, 
Or I muſt die. 
Zab. I have a Way wou'd do it, 
Wou'd do it yet, protect me from the Law; | 
Hip. From any thing; thou know'ſt, what Power T have, 
What Money, and what Friends, 10 
Zab, Tis a deviliſh one: 
But ſuch muſt now be us'd: Walk i in, I. Il tell you; 
And, if you like it, if the Devil can do any thing— 
* Devil, or what thou wilt, fo I be ſatisfied. 2 


Enter Salpitia, and lagben, 


g This i is hs rareſt and the _—_ Fellow, pills 

And ſo beſtirs himſelf——— 
Ja. Give him Breath, Miſtreſs, 
You'll melt him elſe. 

Sul. He does perform ſuch Wooden. 
The Women are mad on him. 

Ja. Give him Breath, I ay 

The Man is but a Man, he muſt have Breath 
K Sul, How —_— had he veſterday? | 

7a, 

(4) — — PAL W M 2Y 

Over her Beauty have you now By Violence © 

To conſirain his Love ;] The falſe Punctuation here, thro n 
the Editions, has quite overthrown the Senſe. My Regulation, | 
hope, has reſtor'd it. Je conflrain his Love, in Point of Empbaſi, 
to be ſure, is no harmonious Beginning of a Verſe: But it is to be ob 
ſerv'd, that it was a Licence in the Dramatick. Poets, contemporat) 
with our Authors, to /iguidate, and melt a Syllable ſo in Pronur 
ciation, - that a Redundancy might not appear to the * 

(42) How many had he yeflerday ? 

And they paid brawely too, 

Ja, About Fourteen,] The neceſſary Tranſpoſition here is ſo ſell. 
evident, that it wants no Note in Confirmation. The Metre is lame 
and deſective; and Sulpitia is made to ſay what belongs to Ker 
which quite deſtroys the Senſe, I ſaying more ech 5 

Occaldu 


Wil, 


ſo {elf 
is lame 


F aqut), 
z0n thi 


Jccalidl 


But Ill ſo pap 


voluntary Liberty of magerer K em. 
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Ja. About fourteen, and they paid bravely too: 
But ſtill I cry, give Breath, ſpare him, and have him. 
$41. Five Dames to Day; this was N but a ſmall i 2s 
He may endure five more. 

Ja. Breath, Breath, I cry ſtill; kan ade = ad Ho bak 
Body o'me, give Breath; the Man's a loft Man ale 
Feed him, and give him Breath. 


Enter two Gentlewonen. 


Ful. Welcome, Gentlewomen, 
You're very welcome. 15 5 (Fellow 

1 Cen. We hear you have a luſty and well complexion'd 
That does rare Tricks; my Siſter, and my ſelf here, 
Would trifle out an Hour or two, ſo pleaſe you. 

Sul. Jaques, conduct *em in. 

Both. There's for your Courteſy. [Ex. Jaq. and Geat. 
| Sul. Good Pay ſtill, good round Pay, this happy Fellow 
Will ſet me up again; he brings in Gold 
Faſter than I have Leiſure to receive it; 
O, that his Body were not Fleſh and fading 
him up Nothing too dear for him; ; 
What a ſweet Scent he has? Now, what News, Tagues? 

2 He cannot laſt, I pity the poor Man, 

er for him; two Coaches of young City . 

And they drive as the Devil were in the Wheels, 


Are ready now to enter: And behind theſe | 
An old Ified Lady ina Litter, oy 
And ſhe es all the haſte ſhe can: The Man's loſt, 


You may gather up his dry Bones to ALE Wine pins, 


But for * Fleſu 


Sul. Theſe are but eaſy. Labours 1 


Vet, for, I Know, he wt have Reſt—— | 


Youil beat him off tis Leg 
ou? him off his Legs elſe yu >" F 
Sul. Go in, and bid him Pleaſe himſelf, I'm pleas d ob: 


Occaſion, becauſe, as the Subject is not a little diſſolute, pudet bis 
Nequitiis immorari, A roper Regard to Decency is a Reipect due 
to the Readers ; and an Editor ever ought to bluſh, when he takes a 


Fo is To- 
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To-morrow's a new Day; but, if he can 
I would have him take _— Pity dan old Lady, | 
Alas! *tis Charity. 
4. I'll tell him all this, Ry 
Ard. if he be not TORI | 

Enter Zabulon. 
Ful. How now? © 
What News with you? 

Zab. You muſt preſently 
Shew all the Art you have, and for my Lady.” 

Sul. She may command. 
Zab. You muſt not dream nor vine. 

Sul. Which way? 4 

Zab. A Spell you muſt prepare; a en 0 one, 
Peruſe but theſe Directions, you ſhall find all; 
There is the Picture too, be quick and faithful, 
And do it with that Strength when 'tis perform? d, 
Pitch your Reward at what you pleaſe, you have it. 

Sul. I'll do my beſt, and ſuddenly : . hart N 
Will you never lie at home again? ft 

ab. Excuſe me, 7 in! 
Thave too much Buſineſs yet. | 

Sul. Lam right glad on't. 

Zab. Think on your Buſineſs; 0. farevl. 

Fal. Fl do wo! 
Zab. Within this Hour T'll viſto goo un, 8 
And give you greater Lights. Sul. I ſnall obſerve ye; 
This brings a brave Reward, bravely Pl do it, 
And all the hidden Art 1 have, expreſs WE: 741! 

| [Exeunt at 8 Do 


Enter Rutilio with @ Ni b. cap. 


Rut. Now do I:look as if I were Cm” | 
Fie, how my. Hams ſhrink under mel O me, 
I am'broken-winded tov; is this a Life? _ 

Is this the Recreation I have aim'd at? 

I had a Body once, a handſome Body, 

And wholeſome too. Now I appear like a Raſeal, 
'That had been hung a Year or two in Gibbets, 


Fye, how I faint! Women? keep me from W * 
ce 


d, 


Fe 


1; | 
Place 


Your Noſe will ne'er endure it: 


The Cuſtom of the ne 
place me before a Cannon, tis a Pleaſu re: 
Stretch me upon a Rack, a Recreation 
But Women? Women? 0 the Devil! due ; au 
Curtias's, Gulf was never. "half ſo dangerous. 8 
Is there no way to find the Trap- door again, 
And fall into the Cellar ? and be : kom? 
No lucky Fortune to direct me that way E75 . £ 
No Gallies to be got, nor yet no Gallows or n 
For I fear nothing now, no earthly thing 
But theſe unſatisfied Men- leeches, Women. TE 3 
How deviliſhly my Bones ake ! O the old Lad f 1 
Back too, 


MF 


W 


I have a kind of Waiting · woman lies croſs my 


O how ſhe ſtings! No Treaſon to deliver me? 
Now, what are you? do you mack | 


Enter three, with! Neben, 1 auh. 


10 No, Sir, no 
We were your Predeceſſors i this — 

2. And come to ſee how you bear up. 

Rut. Good Gentlemen; 8 
You ſeem to have a ſnuffling in your head, Sir,” Mi 
A parlous ſnufflipg; but this fame * . 5 wh 

2. Adampiſh Air, indeed. | n 

Rut. Blow your Face renderly, cnet, ns an 8 

| "I * 2 5 
What are Men chang'd to here? Is my Noſe faſt yet 
Methinks, it ſhakes, ch? Hilts : Pray, tell me, eke 
How long is't ſince yeu'l flouriſtr d ber => * 
3. Not long fitice: SI POL ASSO TS 

Rut. Move your ſelf eaſily; 1 be, you tenen 8 
Not long endured. an 

2. The Labour was ſo much, Sir, nn 
And fo few to perform it — es Lge 

Rut. Muſt I come to this? 

And draw my Legs after me, like a lame Wal 
I cannot run away, I am too feeble: © 
Will you ſue for this Place again, Gentlemen 2: 
I. No, truly, Sir, the Place has been too warm for our 
Complexions, 
26" We have enough on't 5 reſt you merry, Sir; Pie, 
F 4 e 


—— 
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We came but to congratulate Your 1 
You haye abundance. | 
3. Bear your Fortune ſoberly, | 
And ſo we leave you to the next : fair Lady” (as the Three. 
Rut. Stay but a little, and I'll meet you, ntlemen, . 
At the next Hoſpital : There's no living thus, 
Nor am I able to puns" £5 it longer; 
(4 3) With all the Helps and Heats that can be given me, 
am at my Trot already: They are fair and young 
Moſt of the Women that repair unto me, 


But they ſtick on like Burs ; ſhake me, like Feathers, 


Emer Sulpitia. 
More Women yet? *Wou'd I were honeſtly married 


To any thing that had but half a Face, 
And not a Groat to keep her, nor a Smock; 


That I might be civilly merry when I pleased. 
Rather than labauring 1 in, theſe Fulling-mills. 
Sul. By this, the Spell begins to work: Lou are luſty, 
I fee, you bear up bravely yet. + 1 
Rut. Do you bo Lady, 


Do not make a Game. bear of me, to play 7 me gpolugy & 
And fling on all your Whelps ; it wi 


not hold; 
Play me with ſome Diſcretion; to fe 0 one. cats "ſp 
And, two days Res another. 

Sul. If you be ſo angry, 


Pay back the Money I redecms'd yn you at 


A take your Courſe, I can have Men ANTE (ben 
Lou have coſt me a hundred Crowns ſince you came hi- 
In Broths and ſtrengthning Caudles; till you « 2 pay me, 


If you will cat and live, you. gl IR 
ond chain you to't elſeQ. 


(43) With all the Helps and 34050 that can Bg ien me, 4 
Em at my Trot already. The firſt Line here would be very 
obſcure, and the Text to be very much ſuſpected, but for the ſub- 
ſequent One; from which, I think, the Alluſion is plainly to the 
Managery of Horſes. It is the Duty of a Groom to give his Horſes 


Feats, (l. e. to pace em out in a Morning) leaſt they ſhould grow 
reſtive and ſhort-winded. This Rutilis complains to be his Caſe, he is 


quite broken-winded, beaten off his Speed, is 2 to a Trot, and 
paſt 9 of galloping,” Bu 


ſy 


, 
1 


If it be for a Woman, ye are e ccnemd. 7 
J keep none here. U 


, 
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Rut. Make me a Dog kennel, 
Ill keep your Houſe and bark, and feed on bare Rog 
And be whipt out o Doors, do 2 mark me? 1 | 
I'll eat old Shoes. 


Euer Duarte. © I 86 


D In this Houſe T am told ty PP bs 
There is a Stranger, of a goodly Perſon. a | 
And ſuch a one there was; if I WY ſee { him, 5 
| yet remember him. T 

Sul. Your buſineſs, Sir, 


Dua. Certain, this is the Gentleman ; 
The very ſame, 


Rut. Death! If I had but Money, 6 
Or, any Friend to bring me from this Bondage, 


I'd thraſh, ſet up a Cobler's-ſhop, keep Hogs, 


And feed with *em, ſell Tinder-boxes; ö 
And Knights of Ginger-bread ; thatch for three 
Half pence a Day, and think it Lordly, 


From this baſe Stallion- trade: Why does ke eye me, 27 


Eye me ſo narrowly? 
Dua. It ſeems, you are troubled, Sir 11 
I heard you ſpeak of Want. 
Rut. *Tis better hearing * 
Far, than relieving, Sir. Dua. I do not ink ſo, 
You know me not. Rut. Not yet, that I remember; * 
Dua. You ſhall, and for your Friend: Iam beholding to 
Greatly beholding, Sir ; if you remember,. 3 
You fought with ſuch a Man, they call d- Duarte, 
A proud diſtemper'd Man He was my Enemy, 
My mortal 8 ou ſlew him fairly, nobly. 
Rut. Speak btly, Sir, you do not mean to betray me. 
I wiſh'd 755 Gallows, now th'are coming fairly. | 
Daa.. Be confident, for, as I live, I love you, 


And now you ſhall perceive it: For that Service, 


Me, and my Purſe command : There, take it to ye, | 
' Tis Gold, and no ſmall Sum, a thouland LOR: 5. 
Supply your Want. f 

5 80 l. 
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Rut. But do you do this faithfully ? 
Dua. If I mean ill, ſpit in my Pace, and kick me: | 
In what elſe may 1 ſerve you. Sir — 
Rut. 1 thank you, 
This is as ſtrange to me as Knights Aten 
I have a Project, 'tis an honeſt one, 
And now I'll tempt my Fortune. | 
Dua. Truſt me with it. | 
Rut. You are ſo good and honeſt, I muſt ruſt yes. 
*Tis but to carry a Letter to a Lady, | 
That ſav'd my Life once. 
Dua. That will be moſt thankful, 
1 will do't with all Care, 
Rut. Where are you, White-broth ? ? [Enter Sul, 
Now, luſty Blood, come in, and tell your Money: 
*Tis ready here, no "Threats, nor no Orations, | 
Nor Prayers now. 
Sul. Yau dor niean to de e 
Rut. I'll live in Hell ſooner than here, ad; does. 
Come quickly, come, diſpatch, this Arr” $ unwiiolſome:: . 
Quickly, good Lady, quickly tot. | 
Sul. Well, ſince it null ba 642 1 
The next oil fetter faſter ſure, and cloſer. [rake 91 
Nut. And pick his Bones, as you've done mine, Por 
Dua. At 50 Lodging, for a while, you ſhall be rn 
And there take Phyſick for mo Flealth. - 
Kut. I thank ye. | 
I have wake 16 now 1 if can | keep tin | 
I Extun. 


EY 
_— 1 1 1 2 41 a —_ " 1 n 
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Euer Rutilio arid. Duarte. 5 


Rur ov like the Letter? 
Dua. Yes, but I muſt tell you 
You tempt.a deſperate Hazard, to ſollicit 
The Mother, (and the — one too, "tis amar 5 


_— 
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Rut. 1 have told you | 3 Wt 
Some Proofs of her Affection, . e not 5 
A nearer way to make her Satisfaction mg 
_ a loſt Son than ſpeedily to help her 

To a good Husband; one that will beget 
Both Fi and Daughters, if ſhe be not barren. 

have had a Breathing, now, and have recover'd_ 

What I loſt in my late Service, t̃was a hot one: 
(44) It fired and fetter'd me; but, i Thnkow you $i 
You have both freed and cool'd me. 

Dua. What is done, Sir, | | 
I thought well done, and was in that gs | 
And therefore ſpare your Thanks. 1 

Rut. I'll no more Whoringg: "Jae 50 
This fencing 'twixt a pair of Sheets more wears one 4 
Than all the Exerciſe in the World beſides. 
To be drunk with good Canary, a meer Julip: 
Or like Gourd- water to it; twenty Surfeitis 
Come ſhort of one Night's Work there. If Iget this Lr, | 
As ten to one 1 ſhall, I was ne'er denied yet., | 
I will live wondrous honeſtly m before ber 110 
Gravely and demurely, RT 
And then inſtruct my Family; 5 you are 85 T kak 
What do you muſe on, Sir? n 202 2 3) 

Dua. Troth, I was thinking 
W hat Courſe to take for the Deliv'ry of {ut Lan, 
And now I have it: But, faith, did this — 

(For do not gull your ſelf) for win en, 381 75 
Lou kill'd her Son? bak 

Rut. Give me a Book, PII Gli t; 78 ET 
Deny'd me to the Officers, that purſo'd me, % 08 
Brought me her ſelf to the Door, then gave me e 


(44) V fired and fired ne; but, all Thanks to you, Sir, 

You haue both freed and cool'd me. * * imagine, an Antithefit 
was deſign'd by the Poets in this P half of it is quite loſt. 
Cool d lands very well in Oppoſition to et, but the Contraſt to 
freed is wanting. My Conjecture ſupplies the other part of the Au- 
tithefis : For Rutilio was not only fired in his hot Service, but et- 
ter'd to it; fo . and ah » that he could not make an 
Eſcape. Mr. 8 

. | a e 
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To bear my Charges, and ſhall I 'make doubt then 
But that ſhe lov'd me? I am confident, 

Time having ta'en her Grief off, that I ſhall be 

Moſt welcome to her: For, then to have moe her A 
Had been unſeaſonable. : 

Dua. Well, Sir, there's more Money, 

To make you handſom; I'll about your Buſineſs: : 
You know, where you muſt ſtay? 

Rut: There you ſhall find ne?: 
Would, I could meet my Brother now, to know, 
Whether the Jeu, his Genius, or my vere) ra 102 
Has prov'd the better Frienc. Exil. 

Dua. O, who wou'd truſtt * 

Deceiving Woman! Or believe, that one 

The beſt, and moſt canoniz*d, ever was 

More than a ſeeming Goodneſs ? I cou'd rail now 

Againſt the Sex, and curſe it; but the Theam 

And Way's too common:: Yet that Guiomar 

My Mother, (nor let that forbid her to be 10 

The Wonder of our Nation) ſhe that was 

' Mark'd out the great Example for all Matrons, 

Both Wife and Widow; ſhe that in my — 

Expreſs'd the atmoſt of a Mother's Care, 

And Tenderneſs to a Son; ſhe that yet feigns _. 

(45) Such Sorrow for me; good God, that this Mother, 

After all this, ſhould give up to a Stranger 

The Wreak ſhe ow'd her Son e fear her Honor. * 

That he was ſav'd, much joys me; I grieve only, 

That ſhe Was his Ppreſerver. Pl try further, 

And, by this Engine, find whether the Tears, 

Of which ſhe is prodigal, are for me, = 

Or a to of any: 1. baſe Hypocriſy. =  FEx4. 

0 — abs Gael Ged, that this Mother, | 
After all this, ſbould give up to a Stranger, | 

\ The Wreak foe ow'd her Son I] i. e. That She ſhould give up 
ht and Duty of Vengeance which She ow'd for her Son's Mur- 

che Righ ſcreening, 93 — diſmiſſing his Murtherer out of 

he Purſuit and N ae 


. Eni 
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Enter Hippolyta and Sulpitia. 


Hy. Are you aſſur'd, the Charm prevails? | 
Sul. Do I live? 95 

Or do you ſpeak to me ? Now, this very 1 1 
Health takes its laſt Leave of her; meager Faleneſs, 
Like Winter, nips the Roſes and the Lillies 

The Spring that Youth and Love adorn'd her Face with, , 


Io force Affection is beyond our Art, 


For I have prov'd all means that Hell has taught me, 


Or th' Malice of a Woman, which exceeds it, 


To change Arnoldo's Love, but to no ee 

But for your Bond-. woman — 
Hip. Let her pine and die; 

She once remov'd, which like a brighter Sun 

Obſcures my Beams, I may ſhine out again, 

And, as I have been, be admir'd and ſought to: 

How long has ſhe to live? 9 
Sul. Lady, before | > 

The Sun twice riſe and ſet, be . 


she is but dead; I know, my Charm hath found las : 


Nor can the Governor's Guard, her Lover's Tears, 
Her Father's Sorrow, or his Pow! r, that freed her, 
Defend her from it. | hy 


Enter Zabulon. 


Zab. All thin have ſucceeded 
As you could with; I ſaw her brought ſick home; 
The Image of pale Death ſtampt on her Forehead. 
Let me adore this ſecond Hecate, 
This great Commandreſs of the fatal Siſters, * TY 
That, as ſhe pleaſes, can cut ſhort, or ae, 


The Thread of Life. 


Hip. Where was ſhe when th' Inchantment | 
Firſt ſeiz'd upon her ? 

Zab. Taking the freſh Air, 
Ith* Company of the Governor, and Count cui | 
Arnoldo too was preſent with her Father, 
When, in a moment (ſo the Servants told me) 
As ſhe was giving thanks to the Governor, 


* 
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And Clodio, for her unexpected Freedom, 
As if ſhe had been blaſted, ſhe ſunk down, 
To their Amazement. 08 | 
Hip. Tis thy Mafter-piece, | 
(46) Which I will ſo reward, that thou ſhalt fix here; 
And, with the Hazard of thy Life, no more | 
Make Trial of thy pow'rful Art; which, known, 
Our Laws call Death? Off with this Magical Robe, 
And be thy Jelf. | | | 
Enter Governor, Clodio, and Charino. 

Sal. Stand cloſe, you ſhall hear more. 

Man. You muſt have Patience; all Rage is vain now, 
And Piety forbids, that we ſhould queſtion 4.” 
What is decreed above or ask a Reaſon, 

Why Heav'n determines this, or that, Way of us. 

Clod. Heav'n has no hand in't; *tis a Work of Hell. 
Her Life hath been ſo innocent, all her Actions | 
So free from the Suſpicion of a Crime, 

As rather ſhe deſerves a Saint's Place here, 

Than to endure, what now her Sweetneſs ſuffers, 
Char. Not for her Fault, but mine, Zenocia ſuffers *: 
The Sin I made, when I ſought to raze down 

Arnoldo*s Love, built on a Rock of Trath, © © 
Now to the Height is puniſn'd. I profeſs, 
Had he no Birth, nor Parts, the preſent Sorrow 

He now expreſſes for her, does deſerve her 
Above all Kino, though ſuch had been his Rivals. 

Clad. All ancient Stories, of the Love of Husbands 
To virtuous Wives, be now no more remembred !! ! 
Cbar. The Tales of Turtles ever be forgotten, 

Or, for his fake, believdd! - : 
Man. I hive heard, there has been 
Between ſome married Pairs, ſuch Sympathy, 


(46) Which I will fo reward, that thou ſhalt fix here; 
And with the Hazard of thy Life, no more 5 Sri] 
Make Trial of thy yore! off Art,] i. e. I'll reward Thee fo 
liberally, as to ſet thee above all the Neceſſities of Life, and thou 
ſhalt reſt in this laſt Trial of thy pernicious deſtructive Practices, 
which, once diſcoyer'd,- are Death by the Laws. 8.22 
N | . N That 
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That th? Husband has felt really the Throes) | 


His Wife then teeming ſuffers : This true Grief 


Confirms, *tis not impoſſible. 
Cd. We ſhall find | pn 
Fit time for this deresſter; let's uſe now 
All poſſible Means to help her. * 
Man. Care, nor Coſt, 5 
Nor what Phyſicians can do, ſhall be wanting ; 
Make uſe of any Means or Men. 
Char. You are Noble. ¶ E xeunt Man. Clod. and Char, 
Sul. Ten Colleges of Doctors ſhall not ſave her, : 
Her Fate is in your Hand, _ FIRES 
Hip. Can I reſtore her? tho * 
Sul. If you command my Art. 
Hip. yi die my ſelf firſt. 


And yet I will go viſit her, and fee 


This Miracle o ria in Arnoldo : 


An *twere for me, I ſhould change Places with her, 


And die moſt happy; ſuch a Lover's Tears 
Were a rich Monument; but too good for her, 
Whoſe Miſery I glory in: Come, Sulpitia, - 
You ſhall go along with me; Sood Zabulon, 


Be not far off. cit? iT His 
Zab. I will attend you, Madam. I Zreunt. 


Enter Duarte, and a Servant. 


Ser. T have ſery'd you from my Youth, and ever you 
Have found me faithful: That you live, sa Treaſure 
I'll lock up here; nor ſhall-it be let forth, 

But when you give me Wee 15 

Dua. I rely © | 
Upon thy Faith; nay,” no more Proteſtatations, / 

Too many of them will call that in n 
Which now T doubt not: ſhe is there? 

Ser. Alone too; 

But take it on my Life, your Entertainment, 
Appearing as — are, will be but ooarſe,; ; 


For the ee V I ſhall undergo, 


Dua, Leave me, Ill ſand the Bind. [Ea PTR 
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The Silence that's obſerv'd, her cloſe Retirement, + 
No Viſitants admitted, not the Day; ; 
Theſe fable Colours, all Signs of true Sorrow, 

Or hers is deeply Counterfeit. I'll look nearer /; 
Manners, give.Leave— the ſits upon the Ground z 

By Heav'n, ſhe weeps ; my Picture in her Hande; 
She kiſſes it and weeps again. 70 

Enter Guiomar. 

Gui. Who's there? 

Dua. There is no ſtarting back now, Madam. 

Cui. Ha! 

Another Murderer! I'll not protect thee, 
Though I have no more Sons. 7 

Dua. Your Pardon, Lady, 

There's no ſuch foul Fact taints me. 

Gui, What makeſt thou here then? 

Where are my Servants, do none but my Sorrows 
Attend upon me? ſpeak, what brought thee hither ? 

Dua, A Will to give you Comfort. 

Gui. Thou'rt but a Man, 

And *tis beyond a human Reach to do it: 
If thou could raiſe the Dead out of their Graves, 
_ Time run back, make me now what I was, 

| y Mother, gladly, I would hear thee; | 
Bi 12 impoſſible. 

Dua. Plate you but read this; 

You ſhall know better there, 870 5 I am ſent 
Than if I ſhould deliver it. f 

Gui, From whom comes it? 

Dua. That will inſtruct you. 1 ſuſpect this Stranger, 
Yet ſhe ſpake ſomething that holds ſuch Alliance 
With his Reports; I'know-not. what to think on't; 
What a Frown was there? ſhe looks me thro*, and thro, 
Now reads again, ſes, and now ſmiles, 3 
And yet there's more n Anger in't than Mirth, 
Theſe are ſtrange Changes; oh, I aan it; 
She's full of ſerious Thoughts. 

Gui. You are juſt, you Heav'ns, 

And never do forget to hear their Pray'rs,, 
That truly pay their Vows 3: the defer'd Vengeance, 
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For you and my. Word's ſake ſo long defer'd, 
Under which as a Mountain my Heart groans Ws | 
When *rwas deſpair'd of, now is offer d to me; 
And if I loſe it, I am both ways guilty. | 
The Woman's Mask, Diſſimulation, help me! Iman, 
Come hither, Friend; I am ſure, 7 know che Gendle- 


That ſent theſe Charms. 


Dua. Charms, Lady ? 

Gui. Ay, theſe Charms, off: Fil 
I well may call them fo, they've won upon me, 
More than e' er Letter did; thou art his Friend, 
(The Confidence, he has in thee, confirms it) 
And therefore I'll be open-breaſted to thee; 
To hear of him, though yet I never ſaw him, 
Was moſt deſir'd of all Men; let me bluſh, 
And then I'll fay, I love him. Dua. All Men ſe, 
In this a Woman's Virtue! Gui. I expected, 
For th* Courteſy I did, long ſince to ve ſeen him; 
And though I then forbad it, you Men know, 
Between our Hearts and Tongues there'sa large 8 ; 


| But PII excuſe him; may be, hitherto 


He has forborne it, in reſpect my Son 
Fell by his Hand. 
Dua. And Reaſon, Lady. Gui. No, 
He did me a Pleaſure in't, a riotous Fellow, 
And, with that, inſolent, not worth the owning; 
[ have indeed kept a long ſolemn Sorrow, 
For my Friends fake partly; but eſpecially 
For his long Abſence. | 


Dua. O the Devil! 


Gui, Therefore 
Bid him be ſpeedy ; a Prieſt ſhall be ready 
To tie the holy Knot ; this Kiſs I ſend _ 7 
Deliver that, and bring him, 7 WA. 
Dua. I am dumb: | 
A good Cauſe I have now, and good Sword, | 
And ſomething I ſhall do. I wait upon you. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Manuel, Charino, . Arnoldo, Zenocia borne in 
fee Chair, two Doctors, and Clodio, © + 
Def. Give her more Air, ſhe dies elle. I STOLL RE: 7 
Vor, II, | G Arn, 
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Yo O thou dread POW r, 
That mad'ſt this All, and of thy Workmanſhip | 
This virgin Wife, the Maſter. piece, look down on her; 


Let her Mind's Virtues, cloath'd in this fair Garment, 
That worthily deſerves a better Name 


Than Fleſh and Blood, now ſue, and prevail for her! * 


Or, if thoſe are deny'd, let Innocence, 
To which all Paſſages in Heav'n ſtand open, 
Appear in her white Robe, before thy Throne, 

And mediate for her: Or-if this Age of Sin 
Be worthy of a Miracle, the Sun 
In éhis diurnal Progreſs never ſaw 
So ſweet a Subject to employ it on, 
Man. Wonders are ceag'd, Sir, we muſt work by Means, 
Arn. Tis true, and ſuch reverend Phyſicians are; 

To you thus low I fall then; So may you ever 
Be bd the Hands of Heav'n, Nature's Reſtorers; 

Get Wealth and Honours; and by your Succeſs, 

In all your Undertakings, propagate 

Your great Opinion in the World, as no- 

You ule your ſaving Art! For know, good Gentlemen, 
Beſides the Fame, and all that I poſſeſs, 

For a Reward, Poſterity ſhall ſtand | 

Indebted to you; for (as Heav'n forbid it) 

Shou'd my Zenocia die, robbing this Age | 
. Of all that's good or graceful, Times ſucceeding, _ 
The Story of her pure Life not yet perfect, 

Will ſufter in the Want of her Example. | 

Dock. Were all the World to periſh with her, we 

Can do no more, than what Art and Experience 
Give us Affurance of; we have us'd all Means 

To find the Cauſe of her Diſeaſe, yet cannot; 
How ſhould we then, PRONE the Cure? 

Aru. Away, 
I did belie you, when I charg'd you with 
The Pow'r of doing; ye are meer Names only, 
And ev'n your beſt Perfection accidental. 
What ever Malady thou art, or Spirit, 
(As ſome hold all Diſcaſes that afflict us) 
As Love already makes me ſenſible 
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Of half her Sufferings, eaſe her of her Part, : 
And let me ſtand the Butt of thy fell Malice, 
| And I will ſwear, thou*rt merciful. | 
Doct. Your Hand, Lady; | 
What a ſtrange Heat is here ? bring ſome warm \ Water, 
Arn. She ſhall uſe nothing that is yours; my Sorrow 
Provides her of a better Bath, my Tears 
Shall do that Office. 
Zen. O my beſt Arnoldo! | 
The Trueſt of all Lovers! I would live, 5 
Were Heav'n ſo pleas d, but to reward your Sorrow 
With my true Service; but ſince that's denied me, 
May you live long and nappy y] Do not ſuffer 
(By your Affection to me, I conjure you) 
My Sickneſs to infect you; though much Love 
Makes you too ſubject to it. 
Arn. In this only 5 
| Zenocia wrongs her Servant; can the Body 
Subſiſt, the Soul departed ? "tis as eaſy, 
As I to live without you; I am your Husband, . 
And long have been ſo, though our adverſe Fortune, 
Bandying us from one Hazard to another, 
Wou'd never grant me ſo much Happineſs 
To pay a Husband*s Debt; deſpite of Fortune, 
In Death Ill follow you, and guard mine wn; 
And there enjoy what here my Fate forbids me. 
Clod. So true a Sorrow, and ſo OW” 
Expreſt, I never read of. 
Man. I am ſtruck 
With Wonder to behold it, as with Pity. 
Char. If you, that are a Stranger, ſuffer for them, 
Being tied no further than Humanity x 
Leads you to ſoft Compaſſion; think, great 1355 | 


What of Neceſſity I muſt endure, 
That am a Father, 


Hippolyta,. Zabulon, and Sulpitia at the Door, 


Hip. Wait me there, I hold it 
Unfit to have you ſeen ; z as I find Cauſe, 
You ſhall proceed. 
G 2 


0 
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Man. You're welcome, Lady. Hip. 5 2 | 
I come to do a charitable Office | 
How does the Patient? 

Cod. You may en uire 
Of more than one; 70 or two are ſick, and a 3 
He Janguiſhes in her; her Health's deſpair'd of, 

And in hers, his. 
Hip. 'Tis a ſtrange Spectacle, 
With what a Patience wh ſit unmov'd? 
Are they not dead already? 12 

Do#, By her Pulſe, 1 85 3 
She cannot laſt a Day. 

Arn. Oh, by that Summons, 

I know my Time too Ry 

Hip. Look to the Man. 

(47) Clod. Apply 
Your Art, to fave the Lady; ' preſerve berg ©: 

A Crown is your Reward. Hip. I'll treble it 
In ready Gold, if you reſtore Arnoldo; 

For in his Death I die too. Cle. Without her 
I am no more. | 

Arn. Are you there, Madam? now you 
May feaſt upon my Miſeries; my Coldneſs 
In anſwering, your Affections, or Hardneſs, 

Give it what Name you pleaſe, you are reveng'd of; 
For now you may perceive, our Thread of Life 
Was ſpun together, and the poor Arnoldo 

Made only to enjoy the beſt Zenocia, 

And not to ſerve the Uſe of any other; 


06 Appl 

8 Your Art to ſave the Wi ite her, 
A Town 1. your Reward. 

Hip. £7] treble i: 

In ready Gold.] I can't think, how a'Town ſhould be trebled 
in ready Money. Indeed, where it is made a Guarantee, or Hoſtage, 
it may be rated at a particular Value; or where it is ſimply mortga ed, 
another may be willing to advance three times the Value. But C/odio 
had no Towns to give away; and if he had, what ſhould Su/pitia, 
or the Doctor, do with it. It muſt be Crown, or golden Coronet, or 


Nothing: Upon which Hippolyta replies, that ſhe'll give thrice the 
Value of ſuch a Coronet in ready TY 2 Mr. Symp/on. 


And 
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(48) And, in That, She my Equal: My Lord Cldio | 
Had long fince elſe enjoyed her, nor could! = 
Have been fo blind, as not to ſee your great © 
And many Excellencies far beyond > 
Or my Deſervings, or my Hopes; we are now 
Going our lateſt Journey, and together, 
Our only Comfort we deſire ; pray, give it; 
Your Charity. to our Aſhes, fuch we muſt be, 
And not to curſe our Memories. 

Hip. I am much mov'd, _—__ 268 

Clod. Pm wholly overcome: All Love to Women 
Farewel for ever; e' er you die, your Pardon; 
And yours, Sir; had ſhe many Years to live, 
Perhaps, 1 might look on her as a Brother, 
But as a Lover never; and ſince all 
Your ſad Misfortunes had Original 7 
From th* barb*rous Cuſtom: practis'd in my Country, 
Heav'n witneſs, for your fake I here releaſe it. 
So to your Memory, chaſte Wives, and Virgins, + 
Shall ever pay their Vows. - I give her to you 
And wiſh, ſhe were ſo now, as when my Luſt 
Forc'd you to quit the Country. Hip. It is in vain 
To ſtrive with Deſtiny, here my Dotage ends. 
Look up, Zenocia, Health in me ſpeaks to youz _ 
She gives him to you, that, by divers ways, - 3 
So long has kept him from you: and repent not, 0 
That you were once my Servant; for which, Heal 
In Recompence of what I made you ſuffer | 
And th* hundred thouſand Crowns, the City owes me, 
Shall be your Dower. Man. Tis a magnificent Gift, 
Had it been timely given. Hip. It is, believe it, 


(43) And in that ſhe may equal,] Mr. Symp/en and I both faw that 

the Poets wrote, | | 
And, in That, She my Equal: Mg 

The Senſe, if any, without this Change is H and imperfe& ; 

with it, we gain this Meaning, that Zenocia would no more marry 


any other Man but Arno/do, than 4rno/ds would marry any other 
Woman but Zenocia. = 


S Enter 
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Enter . 


Sul. Madam 

Hip. Quick, undo the Charm; 
Ask not a Reaſon why 3 let it ſuffice, 
It is my Will, "33981 1:30 nal 
Sul. Which I obey, and gladly. [Exit 


(49) Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Manuel, 


Man. Is to be married, ſay*lt thou? 
Ser. So ſhe ſays, Sir, 
And does deſire your Preſence. 
= Tell her, PII come. 
Flip, Pray, carry them to their Reſt ; for though * 
They do appear as dead, let my Life pay for'c, 
If they recover not. [They are borne off in Chairs, 
Man. What you have warranted, 6 
Aſſure your ſelf, will be expected from you; 
Look to them carefully; and till the Trial.— 
Hip. Waich ſhall not be above 1 Hours. 
Man. Let me 
| Intreat your Companies: There now is ſomething 
Of Weight invites me hence. * 
All. We'll wait upon you. | 22 


Enter Guiomar, and Servants. 185 


Eu. You underſtand what my Directions are, 
And what they guide you to; the faithful Promiſe 
You've made me all. 
All, We do, and will perform it. : 
Cui. The Governor will not fail to be here eſti! ; 
Retire a while, till you ſhall find Occaſion, 
And bring me Word, when they arrive. 


All. We ſhall, Madam. 
Gui, Only ſtay you to entertain. 1 Fer. Iam ready. 


Cui. I — at the bold, and practis'd Malice, 


(49) Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Manuel. ] The Direction for 
the Servant entering here, (and not above with Su/itia, as the 
printes Copies have YO was fagacioully hinted to me 2 Mr. Sympſon. 


Men 


But ſtill we end in Luft; our Aims, our Actions, 


Whoſe Life I ſav'd at what dear Price ſticks here yet, 
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Men ever have of foot againſt our Honours z 
That nothing we can do, never ſo virtuous, | | 
No Shape put on ſo pious, (no, not think 
What a Good is; be that Good neer fo = 
Never ſo laden with admir'd Example,) 


Nay, even our Charities, with Luſt are branded. 
Why ſhould this Stranger elſe, this wretched Stranger, 


Why ſhould he hope? He was not here an Hour, 
And certajnly in that time, I may ſwear it, 

I gave him no looſe Look; I had no Reaſon ; | 
Unleſs my Tears. were F lames, my Curſes Courtſhips; 
The killing of my Son, a Kindnels to me. 
Why ſhould he fend to me, or with what Safety 
(Examining the Ruin he had wrought me) 

Though at that time my pious Pity fenc'd him, 

And my Word fied; I am cots ſtrongly troubled, 


Enter @ Servant. 


Ser. The Gentlemen are come. 
Gui. Then bid em welcome — I muſt retire. [Hoi * 


Enter Rutilio, and Duarte, 4i/2uts'd. 


Ser. You are welcome, Gentlemen. | 

Rut. I thank you, Friend, I would * with your r 

Ser. I'll let her underſtand. . 

Rut. It ſhall befit you. [Ex. Servant. 
How do I look, Sir, in this handſome Trim? RS. | 
Methinks, I am wondrous brave. | 

Dua. You're very decent. | 

Rut. Theſe by themſelves, without more Helps of Nature, 
Would ſet a Woman hard; I know em all, 
And where their firſt Aims light; ; Plllay my Head on't, 
Ill take her Eye, as ſoon as ſhe looks on me; 
And if I come to ſpeak once, Woe be to her! 
| have her in a Noe, ſhe cannot ſcape me; 
[ have their ſeveral Laſts, 

Dua. You are thoroughly ſtudied ; 
But tell me, Sir, being I with her, | 

As , 
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As you confeſs you are— . 
Rut. That's not an Hour's Work, 
Pl! make a Nun forget her Beads in two Hours, 
Dua. She being ſet in Years, none of thoſe Luſtres 
Appearing in her Eye, that warm the Fancy ; 
Nor nothing in her Face, but handſom Ruins, — 
Rut. I love old Stories: Thoſe live beliey'd, authentique, | 
When twenty of your modern Faces are call'd in, 
For new Opinion, Paintings, and Corruptions; 
Give me an old confirm'd Face; beſides, ſhe ſav'd me, 
She ſav'd my Life; have I not Cauſe to love her ? 
She's rich and of a conſtant State, a fair One, 
Have I not Cauſe to woo her? I have tried ſufficient 
All your young Fillies, I think, this Back has try'd 'em, 


And ſmarted for it too: They run away with me, T 
Take Bit between the Teeth, and play the Devils ; | 
A ſtayed Pace now becomes my Years ; a ſure one, 1 
Where I may fit and crack no Girths. It 
Dua. How miſerable, Y 
If my Mother ſhould confirm, what I fuſpedt now, 
Beyond all human Cure were my Condition! If 
s 5 I ſhall wiſh, this Body had been fo too. ( 
- Here comes the Lady, Sir. | j 
Enter Guiomar. f 
Kut. Excellent Lady, 1 
To ſhew I am a Creature bound to your Service, \ 
And only yours— Gui. Keep at that Diſtance, Sir; [ 
For if you ſtir — Rut. J am obedient, ' 1 
She has found already. Jam for her Turn; 117 
With what a greedy Hawk's Eye ſhe beholds me ? 1 
Mark, how ſhe muſters all my Parts. / 
Gui. A ging Gentleman, ants | 
Of a more manly Set I never look'd on. [of 'em. 1 
Rut. Mark, mark her Eyes ſtill; mark but the Carriage \ 
Gui. How hap y am I now, fince my Son fell, J 


He fell not by à baſe unnoble Hand? 
As that ſtill troubled me; how far more happy 
Shall my Revenge be, ſince the Sacrifice, 


J offer to his 7 ſhall be both worthy 


I 
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A Son's untimely Los, and a Mother's Sorrow fri c 
Rut. Sir, I am made, believe it; ſhe is mine own, 
I told you what a Spell L carried with me,. 5 
All this time does ſhe ſpend in Contemplation 
Of that unmatch*d Delight — I ſhall be thankful to ye ; 
And if you pleaſe to know my Houſe: to uſe 1 it; 
To take it for your own - | 
Gui, Who waits without there Bp 


Enter Guard, and Servants ; they bn upon Rute | 
and ind" him. | 


Rut. 65 now ? What means this, Lady? ? 

Gui. Bind him faſt. 

Rut. Are theſe the Bride-laces you prepare for me? 
The Colours that you give ? ot 

Dua. Fye, gentle Lady, 


| This is not noble Dealing. Gui. Be you fatiaked, 


It ſeems you are a Stranger to this Meaning, 
You ſhall not be fo long. 

Rut. Do you call this Wooing ? — | 
Is there no End of Womens Perlecutions? _ | + 
(50) Muſt I needs fool it, to mine, own, Deſtruction? 
Have I not had fair Warnings, and enough too? 


Still pick the Devil's Teeth ? You are not mad, Lady; ; 


Do I come fairly, and like a Gentleman, 

To offer you that Honour — Gui. You are deceiy*d, Sir, 
You come beſotted, to your own Deſtruction: ? 

I ſent not for you; what Honour can ye add to me, 
That brake that Staff of Honour, my Age lean'd on? 


That rob'd me of that Right, made me a Mother? 


Hear me, thou wretched Man, hear me with Terror, 
And let thine own bold Folly ſhake thy Soul; 

Hear me pronounce thy Death, that now hangs o'er thee, 
Thou deſperate Fool ; who bad thee ſeek this Ruin? 
What mad unmanly Fate made thee diſcover 

Thy curſed Face to me again ? Was't not enough. 


(50) Muft I need. fool into my ene oui ?] I think verily, | 
we ought to read, 

Muft I needs fool it, to &c. 

It 8188 to me much the more natural N Mr. 22 : 

| Q 
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To have the fair Protection of my Houſe, 
When Miſery and Juſtice cloſe purſued thee ? 
When thine own bloody Sword cried out againſt thee, 
(51) Hatch'd in the Life of him? Yet I forgave thee,” 
My hoſpitable Word, even when I fax | 
The goodlieſt Branch of all my Blood lopp'd from me, 
Did I not ſeal ſtill to thee? Rut. I am gone. | 
(52) Gui. And when thou went*ſt, to imp thy Miſery, 
Did I not give thee Means? But hark, Ungrateful, 
Was it not thus, to hide thy Face and fly me? | 
To keep thy Name for ever from my Memory? 
Thy curſed Blood and Kindred ? did I not ſwear then, 
If ever, (in this wretched Life thou haſt left me, 
Short and unfortunate) I ſaw thee again, * 
Or came but to the Knowledge where thou wandredſt, 
To call my Vow back, and purſue with Vengeance, 
With all the Miferies a Mother ſuffers? 
Rut. I was born to be hang'd, there's no avoiding it. 
Gui, And dar'ſt thou with this Impudence appear here? 
Walk like the winding Sheet my Son was put in, 
Stand with thoſe Wounds. + | 4.91 
Dua, I am happy now again; 
Happy the Hour I fell, to find a Mother, 
So pious, good, and excellent in Sorrows. 


r oe Mae wt. r 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. The Governor's come in. . 
Gun. O, let him enter. [tunes 
Rut. I have fooPd my ſelf a fair Thred of all my For- 

This ſtrikes me moſt; not- that I fear to periſh, © 
But that this unmannerly Boldneſs has brought me to it. 


. (51) Hatch'd in the Life of him? ] Hatch'd, among Cuatlers, is 
uſed to mean when the Hilts of a Sword are gilt: So ſhe would 
ſay that Rutilio's bloody Sword was hatch'd or gilt in the Life of 
her Son Duarte. Dn me IE 

(52) — imp ty Miſery, = 

Did I not give thee Means] i. e. Did I not furniſh thee 
wich Money, to 2% thy Flight? It is a Term in Falconry ; to 

2 is ſaid, when a freſh Feather of a Hawk is put to an old broken 
Stump. | 8 


id I, » FA trad 


Enter 
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Enter Governor, Clodio, and Charino, 


Gov. Are theſe fit Preparations for a Wedding, Lady 2 
] came prepar'd a Gueſt, Gui. Oo give me Juſtice; D 
As ever you will leave a virtuous Name, | 


Do Juſtice, Juſtice, Sir. Gov. Lou need not ask i it, 


I am bound to it. Gi. Juſtice upon this Man, 
That kilPd my Son. Gui. Do Io confeſs the Act? 
Rut. Yes, Sir, 

Clod. Rutilio? + 3 05 | y- 
Cha. *Tis the ſame. | 
Clod. How fell he thus? TT 

Here. will be Sorrow for the good Anal. 
Gov. Take heed, Sir, what you ſay. 
Rut. I have weigh'd it well, 
I am 175 Man, nor is it Life 1 ſtart at; 
Only I am unhappy, I am 
Poor in expence * Lives, ” I am wretched ; $45: þ 

(53) That I've not two Lives lent me for this pr 

One for her Son, another for her Sorrows. | 

Excellent Lady, now rejoice again, 25 

For though I cannot think, you're pleas'd i in Blood, 
Nor with that greedy Thirſt purſue your ame oi 

The Tenderneſs, even in thoſe Tears, denies that; 

Yet let the World believe, you lov'd Duarte; ver 

The unmatch'd Courteſies you have done my Miſeries,, 

Without this Forfeit to the Law, would charge me 


To tender you this Life, and provd en es er 


Gui. Shall I have Juſtice? 

Gov, Yes. 

Rut. I'll ask it for ye, „ 
III follow it my ſelf, againſt my ſelf. 
Sir, 'tis moſt fit I die; diſpatch it quickly, 
The monſtrous Burthen of that Grief, ſhe 5 with, 
Will kill her elſe, then Blood on Blood lies on mes © 
Had I a thouſand Lives, Pd give 'em all, 


53) That I have not tao F Tent me for his Sacrißce 3] For 
whoſe Sacrifice? Not for Duarte's ; that the Beginning of the ſybſe- 
quent Verſe contradiQts. To make _ Senſe, we muſt nd, this. 

Mr, Sympjon.. 


Before 


Before I'd draw one Tear more from that Virtue. At 
Gui. Be not too cruel, Sir, and yet his bold Sword— 

But his Life cannot reftore that, he's a Man too 

Of a fair Promiſe, but, alas! my Son's dead; 


If L have Juſtice, muſt it kill him? Gov. Yes. M 
Gui. If I have not, it kills me; ſtrong and goodly! 8h 

W hy ſhould he periſh too? 
Gov. IT lies in your Pow'r, | 
You only may accuſe him, or may quit him. "row a6 o 


Quad. Be there no other Witneſſes? Cui. Not any. 
| And, if I fave him, will not the World proclaim, 

I have forgot a Son, to fave a Murderer? 

And yet he looks not like one, he looks manly. F 
Cod. Pity, ſo brave a Gentleman ſhould periſh.. 

She cannot be ſo hard, fo cruel-hearted. { 
Gui. Will you pronounce? yet ſtay a little, Sir. 1 
Rut. Rid your ſelf, Lady, of this Miſery, ] 

And let me go; I do but breed more Tempeſts, | 

With which you are already too much ſhaken. 

Gui. Do, now pronounce ; 1 will not hear. ( 
Dua. You ſhall not, e 1 EN mſi ] 

Vet turn and ſee, good Madam. | 
Gov. Do not wonder. 97g 2 ( 

'Tis he, reſtor'd again, thank tlie AA Doctor; * | 

Pray, do not ſtand amaz'd, it is Duarte, FAY mT oY 

He's well, is fafe again. | 
Gai; O. my ſweet Son, ac np EX 

I will not preſs my Wonder now wich Queſtions—— 

Sir, I am ſorry for that Cruelty 

I urg'd againſt you. 

' Rut. Madam, it was but Juſtice, | 
Dua. *Tis true, the Doctor heal'd this Body again, 
But this Man heal'd my Soul, made my Hop rfect; 

The good ſharp Leſſons, his Sword oe to me, ſav'd me; 

For which, if you have &er 37 Het me, dear Mother, 

Honour and love this Man. | | 
Cui. You ſent this Letter: i N 
Rut. My Boldneſs makes me bluſh now. 

Cui. I'll wipe off that; 

And — this 85 Hake you for my x 

our 


d— 


i 
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Your Wooing's done, Sir; I believe, you love me, .. 
And that's the Wealth I look, for now. 01 
Rut. You have it. 
Dua. You have ended my Deſire to all o my Wiſhes. 
Gov, Now, tis a Wedding again. And if Hippolyta / 
Make good, what with the Hazard of her Life 
She undertook, the Eyening will ſet W 
After a ſtormy Day. | 


95 


Enter Hippolyta, and Leopold leading Fe . 
Zenocia, with Zabulon, and Sulpitia. 


Char. Here comes the Lady, 

Cod. With fair Zenocia, Health with Life again 
Reſtor*d unto her. Zen. The Gift of her Goodneſs. 

Rut. Let us embrace, I am of your Order too, 

And though I once deſpair'd of Women, now 

J find, they reliſh much of Scorpions: 

For both have Stings, and both can hurt, and cure too; 
But what have been your Fortunes? | 

Arn, We'll defer 5 
Our Story, and at time more fit, relate i it. 

Now all that reverence Virtue, and in that 
Zenicia's Conſtancy, and perfect Love, 

Or for her ſake Arnoldo's, join with us 

In th' Honour of this Lady. Cha, She deſerves it. 

Hip. Hippolyta's Life ſhall make That good hereafter, 
Nor will I alone better my ſelf, but others: | 
(54) For theſe, whoſe Wants, perhaps, have made their 
Not altogether innocent, ſhall from me [Actions 
Be ſo ſupplied, that Need ſhall not compel them 
To any Courſe of Life, but what the Law 
Shall give Allowance too 

Zab. and Sulp. Your Ladyſhip' s Creatures. 

Rut. Be ſo, and no more your Man-huckſter, 


(54) For theſe, whoſe Wants, perhaps, have made their Action: 

Net altogether innocent 40 Hippolyta had Obligations to the 
Agency both of Zabulon and Sulpitia; and ſhe ſhews a Sort of Ro- 
mantick Generoſity in requiting their Services; but, indeed, in poeti- 
cal Juſtice, they Both ought to have been puniſh'd : Zabulon was a 
ſcoundrel Pimp to a Baw y-houſe; and Su/pitia was not only a noto- 
rious Bawd, but a Dealer in Magick and a Poiſoner. 

Hip. 
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Hip. And, worthy Leopold, you that with ſuch Fervout 
So long have ſought me, and in that deſerv'd me, 
Shall now find full Reward for all your Travels, 
Which you have made more dear by patient Sufferance, 
And though my violent Dotage did tranſport me, 
Beyond thoſe Bounds, my Modeſty ſhould have kept in, 
(55) Though my Deſires were looſe, from unchaſte Act 
Heav'n knows, I am free. - Fee * | 
Leop. The Thought of that's dead to me; 
I gladly take your Offer, 
Rut. Do fo, Sir; | | 
A Piece of crack'd Gold ever will weigh down 
Silver that's whole. 
Gov. You ſhall be all my Gueſts, 
| I muſt not be deny'd. | 
Arn. Come, my Zenocia, | 
Our Bark at length has found a quiet Harbour; 
And the unſpotted Progreſs of our Loves 
Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward, 
To inſtruct others. by our fair Example; 

That, though good Purpoſes are long withſtood, 
The Hand of Heav'a ſtill guides ſuch as are good. 


[ Exeunt omnes, 


(55) — —— * unc haſſe Art, | 
Heaw'n knows, I am free.) How was ſhe free from unchaſte 
Art? When ſhe had uſed all the Arts, ſhe was Miſtreſs of, to corrupt 
Arnolds? 1 doubt not, but Ad was the Original Word. 
y 8 | Mr. Seward. 
Both Mr, Symp/on and my ſelf concurr'd in ſtarting this Emendation; 


EPILOGUE. 


a A£#.” _ 


The EPILOGUk. 


W HY there ſhould be an Epilogue to a Play, 

J know no Cauſe : The old and uſual Way, 
For-which they were made, was“ entreat the Grace . 
Of ſuch as were Speftatprs : In this Place, 

And Time, *tis to no Purpoſe ;, for I know, 

What you reſolve already to beſtow, 

Will not be alter'd, "whatſo&er I ſay, 

In the. behalf of us, and of the Play; 

Only to quit our Doubts, if you think fit, 

You may, or cry it up, or ſilence it. 


' Another EPILOGUE. 


| Spake much in the Prologue for the Play, 
To its Deſert, I hope; yet you might ſay, 
Should I change now from that, which then was meant, 
Or in a Syllable grow leſs confident, | 
I were weak-hearted : I am ſtill the ſame 
In my Opinion, and forbear to frame 
Qualification, or Excuſe : If you 
Concur with me, and hold my Judgment true, 
Shew it with any Sign; and from this Place, 
Or ſend me off exploded, or with Grace, 
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B UT that it would rake from our Thus, © 


To praiſe the Writer, or the Comedy. 
Till your fair Suffrage crown it; I ſhould * 
Youre all moſs welcome to no vulgar Play; 
And, fo far, we are confident : If be, 
That made it, ſtill lives in your Memory ; 
You will eupect what we preſent to Night, 
Should be judg*d worthy of your Ears and Sight. 


You ſhall hear Fletcher in it; his true Strain, 


And neat Expreſſions. Living, he did gain 

Your good Opinions; but, now dead,: commends 

This Orphan to the Care of noble Friends : 

And may it raiſe in you Content and Mirth, _ 

And be receiv'd for a.legitimate Birth! _ 
Your Grace eretts new Trophies to bis Fame, 
And ſhall 10 After-times preſerve his Name. 


D RA. 


 DRAMTIS PERSONA. 


M E N. 


Lewis, a Lord. 
| Miramont, a Gentleman. 1 
Briſac, a Juſtice, Brother to Miramo ar 


Charles, a 
Euſtace, 4 
Egremont, 
Cowly, 


Scholar, 
Contiory 5 Sons 8 Briſac. 


x two Courtiers, Dependants on Eultace, 


* . 


Andrew, Servant to Charles. 


Cook 


Prieſt. 
Notary, 
Servants. 


Officers. 


Angellina, 


7 N . a 
Se Briſac. 
Bother: rouants to Briſac 


W kd M E N. 
Daughter to Le wis. 


Sylvia, her Woman. 
Lilly, Fife io Andrew. 


Ladies, 


6 


LEGTORIL : 


Mould.ſt thou all Wit, all Cmict 41 ſurvey ? 
Read here and wonder; Fletcher writ the Play. 


THE 


THE: 5 hes 


ACT OE EE GRENEY: BY ; 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, and Sylvia... 


Le 


ESR AY, I muſt walk. you farther. 
9 . 6 Ang. Lam tir d, Sir, di % 
And ncer ſhall foot it hom. 

Lew. Tis for your Health; " (om 
The Want of Exerciſe takes — your Beau- 
And Sloth dries up your Sweetneſs: That you are 
My only Daughter, and my Heir, is granted; 
And you in Thankfulneſs muſt needs acknowledge, 
You ever find me an indulgent. Father, F 
And open-handed.” Ang. Nor can you tax me, sir, Wy 
I hope, for Want of Duty to deſerve. -. . 

Theſe Favours from you. Lew. No, my gelling, 
I love and cheriſh thy Obedience to me, 

Which my Care, to advance thee, ſhall confirm * 
All, that I aim at, is to win thee from | 
The Practice of an idle fooliſh n 
Us d by great Women, who think any Labour 
(Though in the Service of themſelves) a Blemiſh ” 
To their fair Fortunes. Ang, Make me underſtand, Sir, 
What 'tis you point at. Zew. At the Cuſtom, how 

Hy Virgins 


* 
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Virgins of wealthy Families waſte their Youth z; 
After a long Sleep, when you wake, your Woman 

Preſents your Breakfaſt, then you fleep again, 
Then riſe, and being trimm'd up by others Hands, 
You're led to Dinner, and that ended, either 
(1) To Cards or to your Couch (as if you were 
Born without Motion) after this to Supper, 

And then to Bed: And ſo your Life runs round 
Without Variety, or Action, Daughter, 

Sy, Here's a learn*d Lecture! 
Leto. From this Idleneſ s © 
Diſeaſes, both in Body, and in Mind. 
Grow ſtrong upon you; where a ſtirring Nature, 

With wholeſome Exerciſe, guards Both from Danger; 
I'd have thee riſe wi th' Sun, walk, dance, or hunt, 
Viſit the Groves and Springs, and learn the Virtues 
Of Plants and Simples: Do this moderately, _ 

And thou ſhalt not, with eating Chalk, or Coals, 

' Leather and Oatmeal, and fuch other Traſh, | 
Fall into the Green- ſickneſs. $y/. With your Pardon, 
(Were you but pleag'd to miniſter it) I cou'd © 
Preſcribe a Remedy for my Lady's Health, n, 
And her Delight too, far tranſcending thofſfſe 
Your Lordſhip but now mention due. 

Leto. What is it, Syhoia? | 
Sy]. What is't? a noble Husband: In that Word, 
A noble Husband, all Content 4 dd ani 1 g 
Is wholly comprehended ; he will rouſe her, 
As you ſay, with the Sun; and ſo pipe to Re +> 49 
As ſhe will dance, neer doubt it; and hunt with her, 
Upon Occaſion, until both be weary ; | | 


very 5 


ing their Cuſtom of uſing none at all. The firſt Quarto in 


Being the ſure Phyſician; Lew. Well faid, Wench, 3 
wy” And who gave you Commiſſion to cliver | 
Your Verdict, Minion ? Hi. 1 deſerve a Fee, 3 
And not a Fron, dear Madam: I but ſpeak : F 1 
Her Thoughts, my Lord, and what her Modety | - 

Refuſes to give Voice to. Shew no Mercy 
To a Maidenhead of fourteen, but off with *t; 
Let her loſe no Time, Sir; Fathers, that deny 
Their Daughters lawful Pleafures, when ripe for them, 
In ſome kind edge their Appetites to taſte of 
The Fruit that is 5 forbidden Lew. *Tis well urg d. 
And I approve it: No more bluſhing, Girl, 
Thy Woman hath ſpoke Truth, an fo revented | ©. 
What I meant to move to thee, There dwells near us 
A Gentleman of Blood, Monſieur Briſac ,. 
Of a fair State, ſix thouſand Crowns per Amum, 2 4 
The happy Father of two hopeful Sons, | 
Of different Breeding ; the Elder, a meer Scholar: 5. 
The 2 a quaint Courtier. FC 
g. Sir,” I know them - 
By plc Fame, though yet i; never Gr gti” 
hat oppos'd Antipathy, between 
Their various Diſpoſitions, renders them 
The general Diſcourſe and Argument; 
One Part inclining to the Scholar Charles N 
The other fide preferring Euftace, as . 
A Man e in Courtſhip, Leiv. And which Way 
(If of theſe two you were to chuſe a Husband). \ 
Doth your Affection ſway you? Ang. To be plain, Sir, 
(Since you will teach me Boldneſs) as they are 
Simply themſelves, to neither; Let a Courtier 
Be never ſo exact, let him be bleſs'd with 5 
All Parts that yield him to a Virgin gracious; 3 
If he depend on others, and ſtand not a 
On his on Bottoms, thou he have the Means 
To bring his Miſtreſs to a que, or by 
Conveyance from ſome Great one's Lips, to taſte 


Such Favour from the King's: Or grant, he para, 
Precedency in the CE robe from 
A Servant Extraordinary to the _ ; af 

H 4 - Nay, 
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Nay, though he live in Expectation of 
Some 1555 Preferment in "og if 
He want a preſent Fortune, at the beſtt 
Thoſe are but glorious Dreams, and only yield him 
A Happineſs in poſſe, not in eſſe; | __ 
Nor can they fetch him Silks from th* Mercer; nor 
Diſcharge a Tailor's Bill, nor in full Plenty, 
Which till preſerves a quiet Bed at home, 
Maintain 9 Lew. Aptly conſider d. 
And to my Wiſh: But what's thy Cenſure of 
The Scholar? Ang. Troth, if he be nothing elſe, 
As of the Courtier; all his Songs, and Sonnets, 
His Anagrams, Acroſtichs, .Epigrams, | _ 
His deep and philoſophical Diſcourſe _ | 
Of Nature's hidden Secrets, make not up, ._ 
A perfect Husband ; he can hardly.borrow - ]/ 
The Stars of the cceleſtial Crown to make mee 
A Tire for my Head; nor Charles's Wane for a Coach, 
Nor Gammede for a Page, nor a rich Gown | 
From Jano's Wardrobe ; nor wou'd I lye-in, 
For ] deſpair not once to be a Mother, 
Under Heav'ns ſpangled Canopy, or banquet 
My Gueſts and Goſſips with imagin'd Nectar; 
Pure Orleans would 45 better; no, no, Father, 
Though I cou'd be well pleas'd to have my Husband 
A Courtier, and a Scholar, young, and valiant, . 
Theſe are but gawdy Nothings, if there be not 
Something to make a Subſtance, Lew. And what's that? 
Ang. A full Eſtate; and, that ſaid, I've faid all; 
And get me ſuch a one with theſe Additions, _ . 
Farewel, Virginity! and welcome, Wedlock! _ 
Lew. But where is ſach one to be met with, Daughter ? 
(2) A black Swan is more common, you may wear 
Grey Treſſes &er we find him, Ang. I am not 
So punctuab in all Ceremonies, I will bate 4 
Two. of three of theſe good Parts, before 1'll dwell 
Too long upon the Clioice. ee. 
(2) {Black Suan is more 'common,] The Poets ſeem here to have 
had an Eye to this Latin Hexameter. 
Rara avis in Terris, aigrogue ſimillima Gg; 4 A F 
a | v4 yl. 


- 
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Sy. Only, my Lord, remember, . 
That he be rich and active; for, without theſe, - T 


The others yield no Reliſh, but theſe Fade ; 


You muſt bear: with ſmall Faults, Madam. 

Lew. Merry Wench, . 
And it becomes you well; Pl! to Briſac,. a en BN 
And try what may be done; i'th* mean time, home, 
And feaſt thy Thoughts with th? Pleaſures of a Bride. 

Hi. Denim are but airy Food, Ls let her taſte om: 


$.E:iD;N-4 Il. 
Enter And rew, Cook, ad Butler. 


And. Unload part of the Library, and als room 
For th' other dozen of Carts; I'll ſtraight be with 1 
Coo. Why, hath: he more Books? 
And. More than ten Marts ſend over. 
But, And can he tell their Names? 
Aud. Their Names! he has m 
As perfect as his Pater Neſter, but that's nothing; 


Has read them over Leaf by Leaf three thouſand times; 


But here's the Wonder, i their Weight wou'd ſink 
A Spaniſh Carrack, without other Ballaſt ; | 
He carrieth them all in his Head, and yet 


He walks upright., But. Surely, he has a ſtrong | Beata, 


And. If all thy Pipes of Wine were fill'd with Books, 
Made of the Barks of Trees, or Myſt'ries writ in 
Old Moth - eaten Vellom, he wou'd ſip thy Cellar _ _.. 
Quite dry, and ſtill be thirſty: Then for's Diet, 
He eats and digeſts more Volumes at a Meal, 


Than there would be Larks, (though the Sky ſhould fall) 


Devour'd i in a Month in Paris; yet fear not, [mach 


Sons o' th* Buttery, and Kitchin, though his learn'd Sto- 


Cannot be appeas d, he'Il ſeldom trouble you, 
His knowing Stomach contemns your Black-Jacks, Butler, 


And your Flagons ; and, Cook, thy Boil'd, thy Roaſt, he 


Cook, How liveth. he 3 | [Bak* 
And. Not as other Men do, 
Few Princes fare like him; he breaks his 5 aſt 
With Ariſtotle, dines with Tull „ takes 


His 
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His Watering with the Muſes, ſups with Zivy, | 

Then walks a Turn or two in Vid Lacted, 

And, after ſix Hours? Conference with the Stars, 

| Sleeps with old Erra Pater. But. This is admirable. 
And. I'll tell you more hereafter, Here's roy old Maſter, 

And On old ignorant Elder; Pl] upon em. 


Enter Briſac, and Lewis. 


NI. What, Andrew? welcome; where's my Charles? 
ſpeak, Andrew ; 


Where didſt thou leave thy Maſter ? And. Contemplating | 


The Number of the Sands in the High-way ; 

And, from that, purpoſes to make a Judgment 

Of the Remainder in the Sea: He is, Sir, 

In ſerious Study, and will loſe no Minute, 

Nor out of's Pace to Knowledge. Lew. This is Rrange 
And. Yet he hath ſent his Duty, Sir, before him 

In this fair Manuſcript. Bri. W at have we here? 

Pot-hooks and Andirons! And. I much pity you, 

It is the'Syrian Character, or the Arabicł. 

Wou'd you have it faid, ſo great and deep a Scholar, 

As Maſter Charles is, ſhould ack Bleſſing 

In any Chriſtian Language? Were it Greek, 

I could interpret for you; but, indeed, 

(3) I'm gone no farther. Bri. And in Greek you can 

Lie with your — * ife Lilly. And, If 1 I 

From your French Dialect, 01 N ſhall ok 

However ſhe is your Landreſs, ſhe 

To the i of no more Boas! can * - ; 

For th* waſhing of your Sheets. Bri. Take elne 

And let him eat. 1 And drink too, Sir. | 
Bri. Ang drink too, ; 


(3) Bri, . — i in Greek 
| lie with Smug Wife 27 Bri ack 1 
out of Character. He is repreſented as an old ſtupid Juſtice — 


Peace, one of no polite Literature, and read only in the Ola Statutes, 

and in them no better learned than his Clerk: Yet here, tis manifeſt, 

he is making an Alluſion to a Paſſage in JUvenar's Satires. 
Hoc cundta effundunt animi Secreta. Wis ultra ? 
Concumbunt Grace, 


And 
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And ſee your Maſter's Chamber ready for him. 


But. Come, Doctor Andrew, without Diſputation 
Thou ſhalt commence rthe Cellar. . 1 . rather 
Commence on a cold bak'd 8 8 
Cook, Thou ſhalt ha't, Boy.  [Excant. 
Bri. Good Monſieur Lewis, 1 An my ſelf | 
Much honour*d in your clear Intent to join 
Our antient Families, and make them one; 
And 'twill take from my Age and Cares, to live 
And fee what you have purpos'd put in Act, 
Of which your Viſit at this preſent is . . 
A hopeful Omen; I each Minute expecting " 
Th' Arrival of my Sons; I have not wrong*d tn.) 
Their Birth for Want of Means and Education, © 
To ſhape them to that Courſe each was addicted; 
And therefore that we may proceed diſcreetly, . 
Since what's concluded "rally ſeldom | 
You firſt ſhall take a ſtrict Peruſal of them, 
And then, from your Allowance, your fair Daughter 
May faſhion her Affection. Leto. Monſieur Briſac, 
You offer fair and nobly, and I' meet ere "ML 
In the ſame Line of Honour; and, 1 5%.) 
Being bleſt but with one Daughter, 1 ſhall not 
Appear impertinently curious, 
Though, with my utmoſt Vigilance and Study, 
I labour to beſtow her to her Wort: 
Let others ſpeak her Form, and future Fortune 
From me deſcending to her; I in that | 
Sit down with Silence. Bri. You may, d ſecurely; : 
Since Fame aloud: proclaimeth her Perſections 
Commanding all Mens Tongues to ſing her Praiſes „ 
Should I ſay more, you well might Arn — 
of hat yet i never was) a Flatterer. 
hat trampling's that without of Horſes ? 


Huter Butler. 


But. Sir, my young Maſters are i alighted. ; 
Bri, N now obſerve their ſeveral Diſpoſt itions. 1 « or 


Enter 


. "Ri. ergy <p — — — — — 2 N 
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Enter Charles. 


Char. Bid my Subſizer carry my Fuer to | : 
The Butt'ry, and give him his Bever; it is a civil 
And ſober Beaſt, and will drink moderately; 
And, that done, turn him into the vadrangle. 
Bri, He cannot out of his Univerſity Tone. 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 
Euſt. Lackey, take Care out Courſers be well rub'd, 
And cloath'd, they have outſtrip'd the Wind in Speed. 
Lew. Ay, marry, Sir, there's Metal in this young elo 


W hat a Sheep's Look his elder Brother has 
Char. Your Bleſling, Sir? Bri. Riſe, Charles, thou haſt it 


Euſt. Sir, though it be unuſual in the Court, 


(Since 'tis the Country's Garb) I bend my Knee, 

And do expect what follows. Bri. ene , 

My Bleſſing; — take it. 

Euſt. (io Lew.) Your Lordſhip's yow'd Adorer. 

What a Thing this Brother is! Yet I'll vouchſafe him 

The new Talian Shrug How peel 

The Book-worm does return it. % 
Char. I'm glad, ye are well. Read. 
Euſt. Pray you, be happy in the Knowledge of 


This Pair of moſt accompliſned Monſieurs, 


They are Gallants that have ſeen both n e 
Bri. I embrace their Love. f 
Egre. Which we'll repay with Service. =} 88110 12.) 
Cow, And will report your Bounty in the Court. 
- Bri. I pray you, make deſerving Uſe on't firſt.” 
Euſtace, give Entertainment to your Friends; 
What's in my Houſe is theirs. 
Euſt. Which we'll make Uſe of; 
Let's warm our Brains with half a dozen Healths 
And then, hang cold Diſcourſe; for well ſpeak F I 
xeunt 


Lew, What, at his Book already ? 

Bri.  Fie, fie, Charles, , +4 
No Hour of Interruption? Char. Plato differs 
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come, lay them by; 


Let 


et 
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(4) Let them agree at Leiſure. Char. Man's Life, Sir, being 
So ſhort, and then the Way that leads unto 
The Knowledge of our ſelves, ſo long and tedious, _ - 
Each Minute ſhould be precious. Bri. In our Care 
To manage worldly Buſineſs, you muſt part with '' © 
This Bookiſh Contemplation, and prepare 5 
Your ſelf for Action; to thrive in this Age, 
Is held the Palm of Learning. Vou muſt ſtudy ß 
To know what Part of my Land's good for th* Plough, 
And what for Paſture; how to buy and ſell 

(3) To the beſt Vantage; how to cure my Oxen, 


When they're o'er-done-with Labour. 


Char. I may do this RH. 
From what P ve read, Sir; for what concerns Tillage, ' 
Who better can deliver it than Virgil N 
In his Georgicks? and to cure your Herds, 
His Bucolicks is a Maſter- piece; but when 
He does deſcribe the Common- wealth of Bees, 
Their Induſtry and Knowledge of the Herbs, 
From which they gather Honey, with their Care 
To place it with Decorum in the Hive, | 
Their Government among themſelves, their Order 
In going forth and coming loaden home, 
Their Obedience to their King, and his Rewards 
(6) To ſuch as labour, with his Puniſhments 


(4) Man's Life, Sir, bein 2 
So ſhort, &c.] Charts is here immediately ſhewing his Learn- 

ing ; for if I am not very much miſtaken, the'Poets have given him 
this Sentiment from the fri Aphoriſm of HiprocraTEs. O gios 
go, # 5 76x01 4npliy © di Ke] og, 1 d Tips TOaAPIs 
ide Kpiors XAAETH« „  T, - 

(5) = — how to cure my Oxen, | 
When they're o'er-grown with Labour.) To be oer-grown 


with Labour ſhould ſeem to ſignify the Oxen which are paſt their 


Labour, being worn out with Age and Toil ; when Phyſick can have 
little Effect on them. The Idea, required here, is that of Oxen flung 
into Surfeits and Diſtempers by Over-fatigue. I take the Authors 


Word therefore to have been Ger- dne with Labour, which conveys | 


this Idea. at | Mr. Seward, 
Mr. Symp/on-likewiſe ſtarted the ſame Emendation. 4 
0) — with his Puniſhments 
Only inflided on the flothful Drone. 
Ignavum Fucos pecus 4 preſepibus artent; ſays VIxOII. 


* 


# 
- 
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Only inflicted on the ſlothful Drone, 1 
Tm raviſh'd with it, and there reap. my Harveſt; a l 
And there receive the Gain my Cattle bring me, 
And there find Wax and Honey. Bri. And grow rich 
In your Imagination; Heyday, heyday, - I 
Georgicks, and Bucolicks, and Bees! Art mad? _ 
Char. No, Sir, the Knowledge of theſe guard me from it. 
Wee — can you find among your Bundle of Books, 
pcs t in all your Dictionaries that ſpeak all en 
hat Pleaſures they enjoy, that do embrace $: 
A well-ſhap'd wealthy Bride? Anſwer me that. 
Char. Tis frequent, Sir, in Story ; there I read of 
All kind of virtuous and vicious Women, 
The antient Spartan Dames, and Roman Ladies, 
Their Beauties, and Deformities; and when 
I light upon a Partia or Cornelia, fneh, 
Cram with ſtill-Qouriſhing Leaves of Truth and Gore 
With ſuch a Feeling I peruſe their Fortunes, 
As if I then had liv'd, and freely taſted 
Their raviſhing Sweetneſs; at the preſent, loving 
The whole Sex for their Goodnels and ns 
But, on the-contrary, when I look on ow] 
A Chtemneſtra or a Tullia, 
The firſt bath'd in her Husband's Blood; the latter, | 
Without a Touch of Piety, driving on 
Her Chariot ofer her Father's breathleſs Frunk ; 
Horror invades my Faculties; and comparing 
The Multitudes o' th' Guilty, with the few 
That did die Innocents, I deteſt, and loath em, 
As Ignorance or Atheiſm. Bri. You reſolve then 
Neer to make Payment of the Debt you owe me. 
Char. What Debt, good Sir? | 
--- Bri, A Debt I paid my Father | 
When I begat thee, and made him a Grandfire ; 
- Which I expect from you. Char. The Children, Si, 
Which I will leave to all Poſterity, - 
Begot and brought up by my painful Studies, 
Shall be my living Tue. Bri. Very well, 
And I ſhall have a genera] Collection 
of all the * from Adam to this Time + 
0 
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To be my Grandchild. Chur. een 


As ſhall not ſhame the Family. Bri. Nor will you' © 


Take Care of my Eſtate. Char. But in my Wiſhes 3. 
For know, Sir, that the Wings on which my Soul | 


Is mounted, have long ſince borne her too high 

To ſtoop to any Prey, that ſoars not upwards. oF 

Sordid 1 — — Minds, compos'd of Eartn, 

In that groſs Element fix all they: Happineſs z 

But purer Spirits, purg'd and refin'd, ſhake of 

That Clog of human Frailty; give me Leave 

T'enjoy my ſelf; that Place, that does contain mn 

My Books, the beſt nen is t me 

A glorious Court, where hourly T'converſe ef 

With the old Sages and Philoſophers; 

And ſometimes, for Variety, I confer 2 

With Kings and Emperors, and weigh their candle, 

Calling . Victories, if unjuſtiy got, 

Unto a ſtrict Accompt, and, in my 7 

Deface their ill-plac'd Statues. Can I the 

Part with ſuch conſtant Pleaſures, to — VOL 

Uncertain Vanities? No, be it your Care 

T' augment your Heap of Wealth; it ſhalt be mine, 

T* encreaſe in Knowledge—Lights there: for my Lern 

[ Exit. 

Bri, Was ever Man; that had Reaſon; alive reſp ; 

From all Senſe and ting of his proper Good 3s 

It vexes me, and if T found not — nol 95 

In my young Zuſtace, I might well conckade; 


My Name were at a Period! — He's, indeed, — : 
The ſirer Baſe to build on, 


Enter Euſtace, Egremont, Cowie, and Andre ew. * 
Bri. Zuſtace = 
Eu. Sir. — |, 
(7) Bri. Your Ear in rag, Aud. 1 lies, my * 


(7) You ; 
Perſons pref 


in 22 This i is not true, for there are fever 
Whiſper immediately follows ; which _ ſhews 


the true Reading. * 
Your Ear in 2 1 Mr. Sommer d. 
The 2uarto's in 1640; 1651, 1661; "and. the Folio in N all 


Has 


concur to confirm Mr, Sexvard's Conjecture. 


9 


His found harſh Welcome; he's r 1 at's 


And ever echo him that bears the t 


Bri. Come, that ſhall breed no Difference; z you ſee, 


The. Elder Brother: 


112 


Into his Study; cou'd I find out the Cauſe, art 2 
It may be borrowing of his Books, or ſo wm 
1 ſhall be fatisfy*d.! Euſt. My Duty ſhall, "rs 
Take any Form you pleaſe, and in your Matten . 
To have me married, you cut off all Dangers | 
The violent Heats of Youth. might bear me to. 5702. 
Lew. It is well anſwer' d. Eft, Nor ſhall you, * Lord, 
Nor your fair Daughter, ever find juſt Cauſe. 


To mourn your Choice of me: the Nan ame dh lobend, 


Nor the Authority it carries in it, 1 Vin vom) 
Shall ever teach me to forget to bed. £14 5165 too vM 
As I am now, her Servant, and your Longs), 8 A 
And but that Modeſty: forbids, that 65701 An 


Should ſound the Trumpet of my on Deſerts, mY: 
I cou*d ſay, my choice Manners have been aachen 1405 


bak 

As render me lov'd and eee Bi i Ani 

To th' Princes of the B lool. En 42 oor 

Cow. Nay, to to the Sing 6 11281 280 
Egre. Nay, to the King and Council. 0: Auw 418% 
And. Theſe are Court-Admirers, rote 


| [ 

þ V Deren 
1 
i. 
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Though I be dull-ey*d, I fee through this Juggling, ©: 
ut. Then for my Hopes, — 

- { Cow: Nay, Certainties. Euſt. They'ftand 
As fair as any Man's. What can there fall! 7 
In Compaſs of her Wiſhes, which ſhe ſhall. not 
Be ſuddenly. poſſeſs'd of? Loves ſhe Titles? 

By th' Grace and Fayour of my princely Friends, * 
I am what ſhe would have me. Bri. He ſpeaks w el, 35 
And I believe him. Lew. I cou'd wiſh, I did fo. 

Pray you, a Word, Sir; He's a proper Dendenuls, 


And promiſes nothing but what is poſſible. 
So far I will go with you: Nay, I add. 4 wm 
He hath won much on me, and were he At 


But one Thing that his Brother is, the Bargain 


Were ſoon ſtruck up. Bri. What's that, my Lord? | 
Lew. The Heir. 


And. Which he is not, and, I truſt, never ſhall be. 
Charles 


» 1 


ls 
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Charles has giv*n o'er the World; I'll undertake, 
And with much Eaſe, to buy his Birthright of him 
For a dry-fat of new Books; nor thall my State 
Alone make Way for him, but my Elder Brother's 
Who, being Iſſueleſs, t' advance our Name, 


I doubt not, will add his. Tour Reſolution? ſings; 


Lew. T'll firſt acquaint my Daughter with the Proceed- 
On theſe Terms I am yours, as ſhe ſhall be; 
Make you no Scruple, get the Writings ready, 
She ſhall be tractable; to morrow we will hold 
A ſecond Conference. Farewel, noble Euſtace, 
And you brave Gallants. Euſt. Full Increaſe of Honour 
Wait ever on your Lordſhip! And. The Gout rather, 
And a perpetual Megrim.! Bri. You ſee, Euſtace, 
How I travel to poſſeſs you of a Fortune 
You were not born to; be you worthy of it, 
I' furniſh you for a Suitor; viſit her, 1 J 
And proſper in't. Euſt. She's mine, Sir, fear it not: 
In all my Travels, I ne'er met a Virgin 
That could reſiſt my Courtſhip. 


(8) Or. If this take now, 


W'are made for ever, and will revel it. [Exeunt. 
Ard. In tough Welch Parſly, which in our vulgar Tongue 

Strong hempen Halters; my poor Maſter cozen*d, [is 

And 1 a Looker on! If we have ſtudied I 

Our Majors, and our Minors, Antecedents, 

And Conſequents, to be concluded Coxcombs, 

Wy've made a fair Hand on't; I'm glad l' ve found 

Out all their Plots, and their Conſpiracies; 

This ſhall t' old Monſieur Miramont, one, that though 

If this take now, 


(8) "9 
Were "made for ewer.] Several of the Editions old and mo- 
dern continue This to Euface's Speech; others have nonſenſically 
aſlgn'd it to Briſac. The oldeſt Quarto of all has it thus. 
Euſt. IF this take now, &c. | | | 
But Euſtace was the laſt Speaker, and no body had interrupted him: 
therefore tis abſurd, that his Name ſhould be put here only becauſe 
he continues to ſpeak. It muſt certainly be placed to one of his 
Hangers-on, who hugs himſelf with the Thought, that if this Match 
takes place, they ſhall have it in their Power to revel it with a Ven- 
geance, * SY: ' 


Vol. II. e He 


114 The Elder Brother. 
He cannot read a Proclamation, nnn 
Yet dotes on Learning, and loves my Maſter Charles 
For being a Scholar; | hear, he's coming hither, 
I ſhall meet with him; and if he be that olg 
Rough teſty Blade he always us'd to be, 

(9g) Hell ring *em ſuch a Peal as ſhall go near 
To ſhake their Bell-room z peradventure, beat 'em, 
For he is Fire and Flax; and ſo have at him. ¶ Ex, 


: 1 1 
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8 H. 8 8 E N E 1. 
Euter Miramont, and Briſac. 


Mir. AY, Brother, Brother, — 

Bri. Pray, Sir, be not moved, 

I meddle with no Buſineſs but my own ;;; 
And, in mine own, 'tis Reaſon I ſhould govern. 

(10) Mir. But know to govern then, and underſtand, 
And be as wile as haſty ; though you be Di, 
My Brother and from one Blood ſprung, I muſt tell ye, 
Heartily and home too, — . 1 

Bri, What, Sir? Mir. What I grieve to find, 

You are a Fool, and an old Fool, and that's two. 

Bri. We'll part 'em, if you pleaſe. 

Mir. No, they're entaiPd to you; 

Seek to deprive an honeſt noble Spirit, 

Your eldeſt Son, Sir, and your very Image, 
(But he's ſo like you, that he fares the worſe for't) 
Becauſe he loves his Book, and dotes on that, 
And only ſtudies how to know things excellent, 


(9) 7d, ring him ſuch a Peal, J To ring a Peal is a Meta- 
phor for Scolding, which Andrew would certainly not uſe: No more 
than he would beat Briſac and Euftace : It is plain, Miramont was 
to do both; we muſt read therefore; | 
| He'll ring em ſuch a Peal 


This will reſtore both the Senſe and Grammar. Mr. Seward. 


(io) But how to govern then, and underſtand, Sir,] This Speech 
is quite Nonſenſe | Ek the Want of a Verb. The Suarte in 1651 
retrieves it for us; and thence I have ſubſtituted it into the 7 1 

„ 8 ye 


— 
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Above the Reach of ſuch coarſe Brains as yours, 
Such muddy. Fancies, that never will know farther 
Than when to cut your Vines, and cozen Merchants, 
And choke your hide- bound Tenants with muſty Harveſts t 
Bri. You go too faſt. Mir. I'm not come to my Pace yet; 
Becauſe h* has made his Study all his Pleaſure, 
And is retir*d into his Contemplation, = 
Not meddling with the Dirt and Chaff of Nature, 
That makes the Spirit of the Mind Mud too, | 
Therefore muſt he be flung from his Inheritance? 
(11) Muſt he be diſpoſſeſs d, and Monſieur jingle-boy 


His younger Brother — Bri. You forget your ſelf, 


Mir. Becauſe h* has been at Court, and learn'd new 
And how to ſpeak a tedious piece of Nothing, [Tongues, _ 
To vary his Face as Seamen do their Compals, 
To worſhip Images of Gold and Silver, 

And fall before the She-Calves of the Seaſon, 
Therefore muſt he jump into his Brother's Land? 

_ Bri. Have you done yet, and have you ſpake enough 
In Praiſe of Learning, Sir? Mir. Never enough. | 
Bri. But, Brother, do you know what Learning is ? 

Mir. Tis not to be a Juſtice of Peace as you are, 
And palter out your Time i'th' penal Statutes, 

To hear the curious Tenets controverted 1 
Between a Proteſtant Conſtable, and a Jeſuit Cobler, 
To pick natural Philoſophy out of Bawdry, 

When your Worſhip's pleas'd to correctify a Lady; 

Nor *tis not the main Moral of blind Juſtice, -: 
(Which is deep Learning) when your Worſhip's Tenants 
Bring a light Cauſe, and heavy Hens before ye, 

Both fat and feaſible, a Gooſe or Pig; e nk, 
And then you ſit, like Equity, with both Hands 
Weighing indifferently the State o*th* Queſtion. 


(11) + - and Monfieur gingle-Boy, 
His younger Brother ——] We malt read, jing/e-boy.) i. e. A 
Fop, that fell into every upſtart Faſhion, It was the Cuſtom in 
the latter Part of Queen Elizabeth's Reign, and alſo in That of 
King James the Firſt, for the Men to wear Boots; as we may ſee 
by the Pictures of thoſe Times, and their Spurs were equipp'd with 
a, Sort of Bells, or looſe Rowele, which jingl/ed whenever they 


mov'd, | 
I 2 Theſe 
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116 De Elder Brother. 
Theſe are your quodlibets, but no Learning, Brother. 
Bri. You are fo parlouſly in love with Learning, 
That I'd be'glad to know what you underſtand, Brother, 
Im ſure, you have read all Ariſtotle. Mir. Faith, no; 
But I believe, I have a learned Faith, Sir, | 
And that's it makes a Gentleman of my Sort; 
Though I can ſpeak no Greek, I love the Sound on't, 
It goes ſo thundering as it conjur'd Devils; 
Charles ſpeaks it loftily, and if thou wert a Man, 55 
Or hadſt but ever heard of Homer's Iliads, 
Hgęſiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldſt run mad, 
And hang thy ſelf for Joy thou'dſt ſuch a Gentleman 
To be thy Son; O he has read ſuch things 
To me! Bri. And do you underſtand *em, Brother? 
Mir. I tell thee, no, that's not material; the weed 
Sufficient to confirm an honeſt Man : 
Good Brother Briſac, does your young Courtier, 
That wears the fine Cloaths, and is the excellent Gentle- 
(The Traveller, the Soldier, as you think too) [man, 
Underſtand any other Pow'r than his Taylor? 
Or knows what Motion is, more than an Horſe-race ? 
What the Moon means, but to light him home from 
Taverns ? 
Or th' Comfort of the Sun is, but to wear flaſh*d Cloaths in? 
And muſt this piece of Ignorance be pop'd up, 
Becauſe it can kiſs the Hand, and cry, Sweet Lady? 
Say, it had been at Rome, and ſeen the Relicks, 
| (12) Drunk your Yerdea-Wine, and rid at Naples, 
if Brought home a Box of Venice Treacle with it, 
To cure young Wenches that have eaten Aſhes : 
| Muſt this Thing therefore ?— Þr:. Ves, Sir, this Thing muſt, 
= . J will not truſt my Land to one ſo ſotted, 


] 

1 So grown like a Diſeaſe unto his Study, 

1 | He that will fling off all Occaſions | 

| And Cares, to make him underſtand what State is, 
| 


(12) Drunk your Verdea W "OR, There 1s a River in /taly, that 
runs thro” the Territory of Præneſe, which of old was call'd Vereſis: 
The more modern Geographers tel] us that now its Name is Verdi. 
J. doubt not, but our Authors allude to the Wines made in that 
Neighbourhood, 

A 


e- 
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And how to govern it; muſt by that Reaſon, 
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Be flung himſelf aſide from managing: 


My younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. 


Mir. He is an Afs, a Piece of Ginger-bread, 

Gilt over to pleaſe fooliſh Girls and Puppets. 
Bri. You are my. elder Brother, Mir. So I had need, 

And have an elder Wit, thou'dſt ſhame us all elſe; 

Go to, I fay, Charles ſhall inherit. Bri. I ſay, no; 

Unleſs Charles had a Soul to underſtand it 

Why, can he manage {ix thouſand Crowns a Year _ 

Out of the Metaphyſicks ? Or can all i TERS 

His learn*d Aſtronomy look to my Vineyards? | 

Or can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines? 

(I know, they can drink em) or your excellent Humaniſts 

Sell 'em the Merchants for my beſt Advantage? 

Can Hiſtory cut my Hay, or get my Corn in? 

And can Geometry vent it in the Market ? 


= 


Shall I have my Sheep kept with a Jacob's Staff now ? | 


I wonder, you will magnify this Mad-man, 
You that are old and ſhou'd underſtand. 
Mir. Shou*d, ſay*ſt thou, 


Thou monſtrous Piece of Ignorance in Office! [fuſes, 


Thou that haſt no more Knowledge than thy Clerk in 


Thy dapper Clerk larded with Ends of Latin, * 


(13) And he no more than Cuſtom of his Office; = 
Thou unreprieyable Dunce! (that thy formal Bandſtrings, 
Thy Ring, nor Pomander, cannot expiate for) 
Doſt thou tell me, I ſhou'd? Ill poze thy Worſhip 
In thine own Library, an Almanack ; | 
Which thou art daily poring on, to pick out 


(13) And he no more than Cuſtom of Offences.] There is great 
Humour in this Paſſage, and 'tis Pity that it ſhould be hurt by ſo ob- 
ſcure an Expreſſion at the Cloſe. 1 can affix no Idea to it, but that 
the Juſtice's Clerk's whole Literature conſiſts in the Forms of Com- 
mitment for common Offences ; and therefore thought that the Origi- 
nal might have been, — cuſtomary Offences ; Which conveys this 
Idea more clearly than the preſent Reading, which is too obſcure to 
be genuine, But by as ſmall a Change of the Letters, I have, I think, 
hit upon a much clearer one, and which for that Reaſon is moſt likely 
to have been the Original one. 

And he na more than Cuftom of his Office, _ _. 
Ee Mr. Seward. 


I 3 : Pays 


— et 


7 ˙— i EE — — 


— — — — 
> gg ms no — * 
= — — — a N y a n Fg OS OI — * 
c Ws vs tf bp N n a EE I — 0 
Tow ” _— 4 4% 1 dhe... 1 — Ce. = we * 


. . . 
— — OILS © 4 9 ů——7rErꝗn —— — — 

* — — * 4 N — 
— — 


118 De Elder Brother. 

Days of Iniquity to cozen Fools inn, 

And full Moons to cut Cattle; doſt thou raint me, 
That have run over Story, Poetry, 


Humanity! Bri. As a cold nipping Shadow: 
Does o'er the Ears of Corn, and leave em blaſted. 


Put up your Anger, what Ill do, I'll do. 


Mir. Thou ſhalt not do, Bri. I will. 
Mir. Thou art an Aſs then, 
A dull old tedious Aſs; thou? rt ten times worſe 
And of leſs Credit than Dunce Hollins ſhead | 
(14) The Eng i/oman, that writes of Shows 18 Ne r 


Enter Lewis. 


7 Well, take your Pleaſure, here's one I muſt alk with, 
Lew, Good Day, Sir. Bri, Fair to you, if: 
Lew, May I ſpeak w* ye? tes. 
Bri. With all my Heart, I was waiting on your Good- 


Lew. Good-morrow, Monſieur Miramont. 


Mir. O ſweet Sir, 
Keep your Good-morro to cool your Worhi pos I; 


A nk of the World's Fools met together 
To raiſe up Dirt and Dunghills! Lew, Are they drawn? 


Bri. They ſhall be ready, Sir, within theſe two Hours, 
And Charles, to ſet his Hand. Lew. *Tis neceſſary ; 
For he being a joint Purchaſer, ' though your State 
Was got by your own Induſtry, unleſs © 
He ſeal to the Conveyance, it can be 
Of no Validity. Bri. He ſhall be oY 
And do it willingly. Mir. He ſhall be bande ard. 

Bri I hope, your Daughter likes. 

Lew. She loves him well, Sir; | 
Young Euſtace is a Bait to catch a Woman, 

A budding ſpritely Fellow; you're reſolv'd then, 
That all ſhall paſs from Charles. Bri. All, all, he's nothing, 


A Bunch of Books ſhall be his Parrimony, 


1 4) ) That writes of Snows and Sheriffs.) The Serre in "oY 
and the Folio in 1679, have it Shows; which I take to be the genuine 
Word: Becauſe Heling/head is very prolix in deſcribing Tilts and 
Tournaments, publick Entries, Maſques, and other Pieces of Pa- 


geantty. 
And 
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And more than he can manage too. Lew. Will your Brother 
Paſs over his Land too, to your Son Exftace # | 
You know, he has no Heir. Mir. He will be flead firſt, 
And Horſe-collars made of's Skin! Bri. Let him alone, 
A willful Man; my State ſhall ſerve the Turn, Sir. 
And how does your Daughter ? Lew. Ready for the Hour ; 
And, like a bluſhing Role, that ſtays the DOS ©. hs 
Bri. To-morrow then's the Day. 
Lew. Why, then To-morrow  _ 
I'll bring the Girl, get you the Writings ready. 

Mar. But hark you, Monſieur, have you. the virtuous 
To help to rob an Heir, an elder Brother, © [Conſcience 
Of that which Nature and the Law flings on him ? 

You were your Father's eldeſt Son, I take it, - 

And had his Land; Would, you had had his Wit 190, 
Or his Diſcretion to conſider nobly, | 

What *tis to deal unworthily in theſe Things! $ 

Yowll fay, he's none of yours, he is his Son; 

And he will ſay, he is no Son to inherit 6 
Above a Shelf of Books; Why did he get him? [ Things? 
Why was he brought up to write and read, and know 
Why was he not like his Father, a dumb W 

A flat dull Piece of Flegm, ſhap'd like a "Iu 

A reverend Idol in a Piece of Arras? 

Can you lay. Diſobedience, Want of Manners,, . . 
Or any capital Crime to his Charge? - Lew. I do not, 
Nor do not weigh your Words; they bite not me, Sir, 
This Man muſt anſwer. Bri. I have don't already, 
And given ſufficient Reaſon to ſecure me. 4 
And ſo Good-morrow, Brother, to your Patience. | 

Lew. Good-morrow, Monſieur Miramont. AP 

Mir. Good Night- caps | 
Keep your Brains warm, or Maggots will breed in em. 
Well, Charles, thou ſhalt not want to buy thee Books yet, 
The faireſt in thy Study are my Gift, 

And the Lovaine Univerſity for thy fake 

Hath taſted of my Bounty ; and to vex 

Th' old doting Fool thy Father, and thy Brother, 
They ſhal] not ſhare a Solz of mine between cond. ; 


I 4 Nay 
+ 5M | 
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Nay more, I'll give thee eight thouſand Crowns a Year, 
In ſome high Strain to write my Epitaph, — [Exit. 


Free wel © © Anne 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowly . 


Euſt. How do I look now to my elder Brother? 

Nay, tis a handſome Suit, 1 70 
ner +5 ont 7s | 
Euſt. ll aſſure ye, Gentlemen, my Tailor has travel'd, 

And ſpeaks as lofty Language in his Bills too, 

The Cover of an old Book wou'd not ſhew' thus. 

Fie, fie, what Things theſe Academicks are, 

Theſe Book-worms, how they look ! 
Egre. They're meer Images, e 

No genteel Motion nor Behaviour in 'em, 

They'll prattle ye of primum mobile, 

And tell a Story of the State of Heav'n, 

What Lords and Ladies govern in ſuch Houſes, 

And what Wonders they do when they meet together, 

And how they ſpit Snow, Fire, and Hail like a Jugler, 

And make a None, when-drunk, which we call Thunder. 
Cow, They are the ſneaking'ſt Things, and the con- 

temptibleſt; | 

Such Small-beer Brains; but ask em any thing 

Out of the Element of their Underſtanding, * 

And they ſtand gaping like a roaſted Pig; 

Do they know what a Court is, or a Council, 

Or how th' Affairs of Chriſtendom are manag'd? 

Do they know any thing but a tir'd Hackney? | 

(15) And then they cry abſurd as the Horſe underſtood %em. 


They haye made a fair Youth of your elder Brother, 
A pretty Piece of Fleſh, Euſt. I thank 'em for it; 


(15) Aud then they cry abſurd as the Horſe under ſtood em.] There 
is molt certainly. ſome Corruption here thro! all the Copies, which has 
debaſed the Text to ſtark Nonſenſe. I have not been able, by re- 
volving it many times in my Mind, to retrieve the true Reading; or 
to conceive what it points at. I muſt leave it, as it is, to ſome more 
happy Conjecturers. 


Long 
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Long may he ſtudy to give me his State 
Saw you my Miſtreſs ? 

Egre. Yes, ſhe's a ſweet young Woman, CV 
But, be ſure, you keep her from Learning. Euſt. Songs ſhe 
May have, and read a little unbak'd Poetry, bt 
Such as the Dablers of our Time contrive; 

That has no Weight nor Wheel to move the Mind, 

Nor, indeed, nothing but an empty Sound; 

She ſhall have Cloaths, but not made by Geometry 
Horſes and Coach, but of no immortal Race; 

I will not have a Scholar in mine Houſe 

Above a gentle Reader; they corrupt 

The fooliſh Women with their ſubtle Problems: 
I'll have my Houſe call'd Ignorance, to fright 
Prating Philoſophers from Entertainment. 4 

Cow. It will do well, love thoſe that love good Faſhions, 
Good Cloaths and rich, they invite Men to admire *em, + 
That ſpeak. the Liſp of Court, Oh ?cis great Learning! 
To ride well, dance well, ſing well, or whiſtle courtly, - 
They're rare Endowments z that they have ſeen far Coun- 

tries, I Truths, 
And can ſpeak ſtrange Things, though they ſpeak no 
For then they make things common. When are you 
married? 1 1 

Euſt. To morow, I think; we muſt have a Maſque, Boys, 
And of our own Making. Ps 

Egre. *Tis not half an Hour's Work, 

A Cupid and a Fiddle, and the Things done 
But let's be handſome, ſhall's be Gods or Nymphs ? 

Euſt. What, Nymphs with Beard? 

Cow. That's true, we will be Knights then, 

Some wandring Knights, that light here on a ſudden. 

Euſt. Let's go, let's go; I muſt go viſit, Gentlemen, 
And mark what ſweet Lips I muſt kiſs to morrow. ¶ Exe. 


Enter Cook, Andrew, and Butler. 


Cook. And how does my Maſter ? 
And. Is at's Book; peace, Coxcomb, 


"oj 
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That ſuch an unlearn'd Tongue as thine ſhould ask for 


him! 
Cook. Does he not ſtudy conjuring too? Aud. Have you 


188 any Plate, Butler? But. No, but I know, 


I ſhall to morrow at Dinner. And Then to morrow 

Tou ſhall be turn'd out o' Place for't; we meddle with 

No Spirits o*th? Buttry, they taſte too ſmall for ss 

Keep me a Pye in Folio, I beſeech thee, 

And thou ſhalt ſee how learn'dly III tranſlate him io 

Shall's have good Cheer to morrow ? 
Cook, Excellent good Cheer, Andrew. 5 
And. The ſpite on't is, that, much about that Time, | 

I ſhall be arguing, or deciding rather, 

Which are the Males and Females of red Herrings; 

And whether they be taken in the Red Sea only, 

A Queſtion found out by Copernicus, 

The learned Motion- maker. Cook, Ay, marry, Butler, 

Here are rare things ; a Man, that look*d upon him, 

Would ſwear heftnderſtood no more than we do. 

But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. I've ſo much on't, 

And am ſo loaden with ſtrong Underſtanding, 

F fear, they'll run me mad; here's a new Inſtrument, 

A mathematical Gliſter to purge the Moon with, 

When ſhe is laden with cold flegmatick Humoursz 

And here's another to remove the Stars, 

When they grow too thick in the Firmament. 
Cook. O Heav'ns! why do I labour out my Life 

In a Beef-pot? And only ſearch the Secrets | 

Of a Sallad; and know no further! Aud. 92 are not 

Reveal'd to all Heads; theſe are far above 

- Your Element of Fire, Cook; 1 cou'd tell 

Of Archimedes' Glaſs to fire your Coals with; 

And of the Philoſopher's Turf, that neꝰer goes out; ; 

And Gilbert Butler, I cou'd raviſh thee, Ane 

With two moſt rare Inventions. 
But. What are they, Andrew? _ . [baſe, 
And. The one to blanch your Bread from Chippings 

And, in a moment, as thou wou'dft an Almond 

The Sect of the Epicureans invented that; 1 

The other for thy Trenchers, that's a ſtrong one, 


5 
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To cleanſe you twenty Dozen in a Minute, 


And no Noiſe heard; which is the Wonder, Gilbert,” 
And'this was out of Plato's new 1 44s 2 


But. Why, what a learned Maſter doſt thou ſerve, Au- 
Ani. Theſe are but the Scrapings of his ee 
S 
With Gods and Goddeſſes, and fach ſtrange 9 90 
He deals, and treats with, in ſo plain a Faſhion, 5 
As thou doſt with thy Boy that draws thy Drink ; 


Or Ralph there, with his Kitchen-Boys and Scalders. 


Cook. But why ſhou'd he not be familiar and talk ſome- 
As other Chriſtians do, of hearty Matters, times, 
And come into the Kirchen, and there cut his Breakfaſt ? 

But. And then retire to the Buttry, and there eat it, 
And drink a luſty Bowl? my younger Maſter, 

That muſt now be the Heir, will do all theſe, 
Ay, and be drunk toe; theſe are mortal things. 

And. My Maſter ſtudies Immortality. © 

| Cook, Now that thou talk'ſt of Immortality, 
How does thy Wife, good Andrew? My old Maſter 
Did you no ſmall Pleaſure when he procur'd her, : 
And ſtock'd you in a Farm. If he ſhou'd love her now, 


As he hath a Colt Tooth yet, what ſays your "Fig 


And your ſtrange Inſtruments to that, my Andrew? * 


Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it? 


Can ye put by his mathematical Engine? 
And. Yes, or I'll break it; thou awaken'ſt me, 
And Pl! peep i' th Moon this Month, but Ill watch rb. 
My Maſter rings, I muſt go make him a Fire, 
And conjure o'er his Books. Cook. Adieu, good Andrew ; 
And fend thee manly FAME with thy Learning. 
| ( Ereum. 


s C EN E w. 


Enter Charles. 


Char. J have forgot to eat and ſleep with Reading, | 
And all my Faculties turn into Study, 
Tis Meat and Sleep; what need I outward Garments, - 
When I can cloath my ſelf with Underſtanding ? 


116% 
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The Stars and glorious Planets have no Tailors, 
Yet ever new they are, and ſhine like Courtiers, 
The Seaſons of the Year find no fond Parents, 
Yet ſome are arm'd in ſilver Ice that gliſters,  -. 
And ſome in gawdy Green come in like Maſquers ; 
The Silk-worm ſpins her own Suit and her Lodging, 
And has no Aid nor Partner in her Labours ; 5 
Why ſhou'd we care for any thing but Knowledge, 
Or look upon the World but to contemn it? 


Enter Andrew. 


And. Wou'd you have any thing? Char. Andrew, I find, 
(16) There is a Stie grown o'er the Eye o'th' Bull 
Which will go near to blind the Conſtellation. | 
And. Put a Gold-ring in's Noſe, and that will cure him, 
Char. Ariadne's Crown's awry too, two main Stars, 
That held it faſt, are ſlip'd out. And. Send it preſently 
(17) To Gallilæo the Talian Star-wright, | 
He'll ſet it right again with little Labour. | 
Char. Thou art a pretty Scholar. Aud. I hope, I ſhall. be; 
Have I ſwept your Books ſo often to know nothing? 
Char. I hear, thou'rt married, 55 
Aud. It hath pleagd your Father | 
(18) To match me to a Mate of his own chooſing : _ 
(I doubt, her Conſtellation's looſe too, and wants nailing,) 
And a ſweet Farm he has giv'n us a Mile off, Sir. 
Char. Marry thy ſelf to Underſtanding, Andrew, 
Theſe Women are Errata in all Authors; i 


7 1 


li) There is à Flie grown o'er the Dye o, Bull,] Charles is 

ſpeaking of the Bull, or Sign Taurus, * the Celeſtial Globe, But, 
a Fly growing over the Eye, is an odd Expreſſion. If the Globe were 
wet with any glutinous Matter, a Fly might ſtick to it. But I have 
retriev d the true Reading from ſeveral of the old Quartos. A 
Piece of Dirt was fall'n on the Bull's Eye, which look'd like that 
Inflammation which is call'd a Scye. 

(17) To Gallatteo, % Italian Star-wright.) But Gallilzo was 
| his true Name, as I had ſeveral Years ago mark'd in the Margin of 
1 my Book ; and as Mr. Sympſon likewiſe lately obſerv'd to me. 

(18) To match me to a Maid of his own choofing ; ] Mr. Symp/n 
thinks Mate to have been the Original and more proper Reading; 
and ſo I have reform'd the Text. | 


They're 


55 
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They're fair to ſee too, and bound up in Vellom, 


Smooth, white and clear; but their Contents are monſtrous 
They treat of nothing but dull Age and Diſeaſes. . 
Thou haſt not ſo much Wit in thy Head, as there is 
On theſe Shelves, Andrew. | 
And. 1 think, I have not, Sir. Char. No, if thou hadſt 
(19) Thou'dſt n&er have warm'd a Woman in thy Boſom 
They're Cataplaſms made o'th* deadly Sins. | 
never ſaw any yet but mine own Mother, 
Or if I did, I did regard them but TY 
As Shadows that paſs by of under Creatures. [ Wife; 
And. Shall I bring you one? I'll truſt you with my own 
] wou*d not have your Brother go beyond ye, 
They're the prettieſt natural Philoſophers to play with. 
Char. No, no, they're Opticks to delude Mens Eyes with. 
Does my younger Brother ſpeak any Greek yet, Andrew ? 
And. No, but he ſpeaks High Dutch ; and that goes as 
daintily. | | 
Char. Reach me the Books down I read yeſterday, 
And make a little Fire, and get a Manchet ; , 
Make clean thoſe Inſtruments of Braſs I ſhew'd you, 
And ſet the great Sphere by, then take the Fox-Tail 
And purge the Books from Duſt; laſt, take your Lilly, 
And get your Part ready. And. Shall I go home, Sir? 
My Wife's Name is Lilly, there my beſt Part lies, Sir. 
Char. I mean, your Grammar; O thou Dunderhead! 


 Wov'dft thou be ever in thy Wife's Syntaxis ? 


Let me have no Noiſe, nor nothing to diſturb me, 
I am to find a Secret. And. So am I too 


Which, if I do find, I ſhall make ſome ſmart for't.. 


[ Exeunt. 


(19) Thou'dft ne er have married a Woman in thy Boſom; ] To 
take a Woman into one's Boſom is a very common and ſenſible 
Expreſſion; but to marry one in one's Boſom is a Form of ſpeak- 
ing that I have never met with. In ſhort, the Quarto in 1651 has 
it rightly, warm'd; and the Alluſion, I take it, is to to the filly 
Countryman, in the Fable, who cheriſh'd a frozen Snake in his 
Boſom, till it recover'd and ſtung him. 


ACT 
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A III. s G E N E Ls 


Enter Lewis, Angellina, Spe uy Wola, 


Lew. .T HIS is the Day, my Daughter Angellina, 
The happy Day, that muſt make you a Fortune, 
A large and full one; my great Care has wrought it, 
And yours muſt be as great to entertain it. 
Young Euſtace is a Gentleman at all Points, 
And his Behaviour affable and courtly, 
His Perſon excellent ; I know, you find that, 
I read it in your Eyes, you like his Youth, 
Young handſome People ſhould be match'd together, 
Then follow handſome Children, handſome Fortunes; 
The moſt part of his Father's State, my Wench, 
Is ty'd in Jointure, that makes up the Harmony ; 
And, when ye are marry'd, he's of that ſoft Temper, 
And fo far will be chain'd to your Obſervance, 
That you may rule and turn him as you pleale. 
What are the Writings drawn on our ſide, Sir? 
Not. They are, and here I have fo fetter'd him, 
'That if the Elder Brother ſet his Hand to, 
Not all the Pow'r of Law ſhall e'er releaſe him. 
Lew. Theſe Notaries are notable confident Knaves, 
And able to do more Miſchief than an Army. 
Are all your Clauſes ſure ? No#. Sure as Proportion 
They may turn Rivers ſooner than theſe Writings. 
. Why did you not put all the Lands in, Sir ? 
Lew. Twas not condition'd. Not. If it had been found, 
It had been but a Fault made in the Writing ; 
If not found all the Land. Lew. Theſe are (mall Devils, 
That care not who has Miſchief, ſo they make it; 
They live upon the meer Scent of Diſſention. 
»Tis — tis well; are you contented, Gurl ? 
For TIO Will muſt be known. 
| A Husband's welcome, 
Aud as an humble Wife, I'll entertain him; 
No Sovereignty I aim at, tis the Man's, Sir 
For'the, that ſeeks 1 i, Kill her Husband's Honour : th 
c 
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The Gentleman I have ſeen, and well obſerv'd him, 
Vet find not that grac'd Excellence you promiſe; 


A pretty Gentleman, and he may pleaſe too; — 8 
And ſome few Flaſhes I have heard come from him, 
But not to Admiration, as from others; [ſo, 


(20) He's young, and may be good, yet he muſt make him 

And I may help, and for Help thank him alſo, 

It is your Pleaſure I ſhould make him mine, 

And t has been ſtill my Duty to obſerve you. | 
Lew. Why then let's go, and | ſhall love your Modeſty, 


To Horſe, and bring the Coach out. Angelina, 


To morrow you will look more Womanly, - 


Ang. So I look honeſtly, I fear no Eyes, Sir. [ Exe, 
S CEN E II. 
Enter Briſac, Andrew, Cook, and Lilly. 


Bri, Wait on your Maſter, he ſhall have that befits 
And. No Inheritance, Sir ? him. 
Bri. You ſpeak like a Fool, a Coxcomb, | 
He ſhall have annual Means to buy him Books, 
And find him Cloaths and Meat, what would he more? 
Trouble him with Land? *tis flat againſt his Nature, 
I love him too, and honour thoſe Gifts in him. 
And. Shall Maſter Tuſtace have all? 
Bri, All, all; he knows how | 
To uſe it, he's a Man bred in the World, 
Th'other i'th' Heav'ns. My Maſters, pray be wary 
And ſerviceable; and, Cook, ſee all your Sawces 
Be ſharp and poynant in the Palate, that they may 


(20) He's young and may be good, yet he muſt make it, 

And I may help, and help to thank him alſo.) I can make 
no ſort of Senſe of the latter part of the laſt Line ; but as the 
foregoing Lines point out the Intention of the Author, ſo That will 
direct us to the true Reading, The Senſe I take to be this. He's 
yet too young to be fd to either Good or Evil, but he may here- 
after make himſelf good, and I may help to make him ſo: And, 


as I am young, he, in return, may help to fix me in Goodneſs. The 


ſlight Reformation, that I have offer d, entirely gives this Senſe. 


Com- 


- 
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Commend you, look to your Roaſt and Baked Meats 
handſomely, 
And what new Kickſhaws and delicate made Things— | 
Is th' Muſick come? 
But. Yes, Sir, they're here at Breakfaſt. 394 
Bri. There will be a ape too, you mult ſee this Room 
clean, 
And, Butler, your Door open to all good Fellows; 
(21) But have an Eye to your Plate, for there be F uries 
My Lilly, welcome, you are for the Linnen, 
Sort it, and ſee it ready for the Table; 
And fee the Bride · bed made, and look the Cords be 
Not cut aſunder by the Gallants too; 
There be ſuch . abroad; hark hither, Lich, 
To Morrow night at twelve o'Clock, Pl ſup w'ye : 
Your Husband ſhall be ſafe, I'll ſend ye Meat too 
Before, I cannot well ſlip from my Company. 
And. Will ye fo, will ye ſo, Sir? ll make one to eat it, 
I may chance make you ſtagger too. 
Bri. No Anſwer, Lilly? | 
Lil. One word about hu Linnen; I'll be jendy, 
And reſt your Worſhip's ſtill, And. And PII reſt w Ye, 
You ſhall ſee what Reſt *twill be. Are ye ſo nimble ? 
A Man had need have ten pair of Ears to watch you. 
Bri. Wait on your Maſter, for, I know, he wants ye; 
And keep him in his Study, that the Noiſe 
Do not moleſt him: 1 will not fail, my Lilly — | 
Come in, Sweet-hearts, all to their ſeveral Duties. [ Exe. 
And. Are you Kiſſing- ripe, Sir? Double but my Farm, 
And kiſs her till thy Heart ake. Theſe Smock-vermine, 
How eagerly they leap at old Mens Kiſſes; 
They lick their Lips - Profit, not at Pleaſure; 
And if *twere not for the ſcurvy name of Cuckold, 
He ſhould lie with her; I know, ſhe'll labour at length 
With a good Lordſhip. If he had a Wife now ? 


(21) But have an Eye to your Plate, for there be Furies] i. e. 
Pilterers, Perſons with rapacious Talons: The Alluſion may be to the 
Harpies, mention'd by VIX G11, whom he calls Faries. 
——— Pobis Foriarum maxima pando. 


Bad Heſycbius calls them &pxax|inu au,, Mr. Symp/on. 
; ; | But 


And lay thine Ear down; hear'ſt no Noiſe? 
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But that's all one, I'll fit him: I'moftup ot 
Unto ny Maſters; he'll be mad vith Study. | IN 
8 2 E N E IJ. 

Enter Charles. 


(22) Char. What Noiſe i is in this Houſe, (my Head i is 
With ſeveral Noiſes ; and in 8 Corner; [broken!) 
As if the Earth were ſhaken with ſome 3 Cholick, 


There are Stirs and Motions. What Planet rules chis Houſe? 


Enter Andrew. 


Who's there? And. Tis I, Sir, faichful Andrew. \ / 
Char. Come near, 5 


„%% 


And. The Cooks 


Are chopping Herbs and Mince - meat to make rie, 


And breaking Marrow-Bones—. 
Char. Can they ſet them again? ktronger, 
And. Yes, yes, in Broths and Paings ; 2 they grow 


22) What Noiſe i is in this Hag "a | Heal is } broken, The ad 
Editions have -handed down to us as ridiculous a "Blunder Nen wy | 
Pallage, as ever paſa d the Preſs. They read; 

my Head i is N Forge 4 7 1 

Withit a a Parentheſis in e' Corner: | 3 
Our Learned and Ingenious Mr. CID BER, Who jumbled the 
Cuflom of the Country and this Play into one Comalty) fagaciouſly 
ſaw, that within a Parenthefis did not ſo — 4 begin a 
Verſe ; he has therefore alter d it thus... 

My Head i is "broken DO ek a . 

With a Parentheſis in 2 ry Corners © 
This Gentleman, T' ſuppoſe, might have met with this . of 
Latin, which is ſaid to thoſe who make falſe Grammar,  Diminuis 
Priſciani Caput: You break Priſcian' s Head. Now if a little falſe 
Grammar would break Priſcian's Head, he naturally concluded, a 
common Man's Head might be broken with a Parenthefic : and fo 
he very judiciouſly adopted the Expreſſion. But may it not be 
asked, how did this Nonſenſe lip at firſt into the old Books? I 
believe, I can give a Solution for That. Some careful Reader had 
written in the gin of his Book at the Words, 
| mn My Head is' broken © 

Within a Parenthefic. OY 
But forgetting to make the two half Moons, which form a' Paren- 
444 it was miſtook at Preſs for a part of the Text, and thence we 
derive this wonderfull Interpolation, 


Vor, II. For 


— 
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For th* Uſe of any Man. Char. W hat Squeaking's that? 
Sure, there 1s a Maſſacre. And. Of Pigs and Geeſe, Sir, 
And Turkeys, for the Spit. The Cooks are angry Sirs, 
And that makes up the Medly. Char. Do they thus 
At every Dinner? F I n&er mark*d them yet, 
Nor know, who is a Cook. And. They're 8 bober 
N then they beat as gently as a Tabor. 
Char. What Loads are theſe? 
And. Meat, Meat, Sir, for the er 
bf And ſtinking Fowls the Tenants have ſent in; 
1 They'll ne'er be found out at a general Eating, 
4/8 And there's fat Veniſon, Sir. 
lf Char. What's that? And. Why, Deer, 
Thoſe that Men fatten for their private Pleafures ; 
| And let their Tenants ſtarve upon the Commons: 
1110 | Char, I've read of Deer, but, yet J ne'er eat any. 
| And. There's a Fiſhmonger's Boy with Caviar, Sir; 


* . a 1 K 
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Anchoves, and Potargo, to make ye drink. 

LI Char. Sure, theſe are modern, very modern Meats, 

0 For I underſtand 'em not. And. No more does any Man, 
11 From Caca-merda, or a Subſtance worſe, 

l | ill chey be greas d with Oil, and rubb'd with Onions, 


And then flung out of Doors, they are rare Sallads. 
Char. And why is all this, prithee, tell me, Andreu? 
Are there any Princes to dine here to Day? | 
By this Abundance, ſure, there ſhou'd be Princes; 
I've read of Entertainment for the Gods 
At half this Charge; will not ſix Diſhes ſerve em? 
I never had but one, and that a ſmall one. 
And. Your Brother's married this Day, he's marry'd, 
Your younger Brother Euſtace. Char. What of that? 
And. And all the Friends about are bidden hither ; 
There $ not a Dog, that knows the Houſe, bot comes too. 
_ Char. Marry'd! to whom? _ 
And. Why, to a dainty Gentlewoman, th 
Young, ſweet, and modeft. | 
C bar. Are there modeſt Women? 
How do they look? 
And. O, you'd bleſs your ſelf to ſee — 


He parts with's Books, te ne*er did fo before FI 
ar. 
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Char. What does my Father for dem 55 
- And, Gives all his Land, | | 
And makes your Brother Heir. Char. Muſt! I SE noting? 
And. Ves, you muſt ſtudy till, and he'll maintain you, 
Char. I am his eldeft Brother. Aud True, you v were 1, 
But he has leap'd o'er your Shoulders, Sir. 
Char. Tis well, a 
He'll not inherit my Underftanding too? | 
And. I think not, he'll ſcarce find Tenants to tet 6 it 
Out to. Char. Hark, hark. 
Aud. The Coach that brings the Fair Lady. 


Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, Ge. 


And. Now you may ſee her. 6 
Char. Sure, this ſhould be modeſt; 
But I do not truly know what Women make'of it, 
(23) Andrew; ſhe has a Face looks like a Story, 
The Story of the Heav'ns looks very like her. 5 
And. She has a wide Face then. 
Char. She has a Cherubin's, | 
Cover'd and veil'd with modeſt Bluſhes. 


Euſtace, be happy, whilſt poor Charles i is patient. 


Get me my. again, and come in with me. _ 

 [Exeunt. 

Enter Briſac, yo Rong Een Couſy, Miramont, 
and Ladies. 


Bri. Welcome, ſweet Daughter; welcome, noble Brother; 
And you are welcome, Sir, with all your Writings; 5 
Ladies, moſt welcome: What, my angry Brother? 


(23) ae bs bas a Face hoks like. a Story, 
The Story of the Heaw'ns looks very like her. J T have not 
ventured to diſturb the Text, but I ought to ſubjoin Mr. Sexward's 
ingenious Conjecture upon this Paſſage. ** As I can fix no Idea to 
the Word Stary here, what if it ſhould be alter'd to Glory in both 
„Places? Charles ſpeaks in a ſcholaſtick Stile; but, of all Perſons 
“in the Play, ſhould not talk Nonſenſe. Mr. Seward. 
I have preſerv'd the Word Story, becauſe our Authors have uſed the 
ſame Image in their Philaſter. 
How that fooliſh Man, 
That reads the Story of a Woman's Face, 
And dies believi 'ng it K 2 loft for ever ! 
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You muſt be welcome too, the Feaſt is flat elſdGeGGCQ. 
Mir. I come not for your Welcome, I expect none; 

I bring no Joys to bleſs the Bed withas;?!v:ꝛ 

Nor Songs, nor Maſques to glorify the Noptials; 14 

I bring an angry Mind to ſee your Folly, | 

A ſharp one too, to reprehend you for it. 

Bri. Yow'll ſtay and dine though? 
Mir. All your Meat ſmells muſty, | 

Your Table will ſhew nothing to content me. 

Bri. PI! aſſure you, here's good Meat. 
Mir. But your Sawce'is ſcurvy, 

It is not ſeaſon'd with the Sharpneſs of Diſcretion. 

Euſt. It ſeems, your Anger is at me, dear Uncle. 
Mir. Thou art not worth my Anger, th'art a Boy, 

A Lump o' thy Father's Likeneſs, made of nothing 

But antick Cloaths and Cringes; look in thy Head, 

And *twill appear a Foot-ball full of Fumes 

And rotten Smoke. Lady, I pity you, 

You are a handſome and a ſweet young Lady, 

And ought to have a handſome Man yok'd rye, 

An underſtanding too; this is a Gincrack, | 

That can get nothing but new. Faſhions on he ; 

For ſay, he have a Thing ſhap'd like a Child, 

*Twill either prove a Tumbler or a Tailor. 

Euſt. Theſe are but harſh Words, Uncle. 

Mir. So l mean em. 

Sir, you play harſher Play w'your elder Brother. 
Eat I would be loth to give FOUL" 
Mir. Do not venture, | 

I' make your Wedding-cloaths fit cloſer t ye then; 

l but diſtorb you, I'll go ſee my Nephew. 

Lew, Pray, take a Piece of Roſemary. 

Mir. I'll wear it, 

But, for the Lady's fake; and none of yours; 

May be, I'll ſee your Table too. Bri. Pray, do, Sir. 
Ang. 'A mad old Gentleman. 

Bri. Yes, faith, ſweet Daughter, 

He has been thus his whole Age to my Knowledge ; $ 

He has made Charles his Heir, I know that certainly; 

Then why ſhould he grudge Euſtace any thing? p 
EE ne ng. 
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g. I would not have a light Head, nor one laden 
W too much Learning, as, they ay, this Charles is 
That makes his Book his Miſtreſs. Sure, there's — | 
Hid in this old Man's gs that declares hirn 1% 
Not a meer Sot. 7 750 
Bri. Come, ſhall we go 2 ſeal, Brother? 
All Things are ready, and the Prieſt is here. 
When Charles has ſet his Hand unto the Writings, ” 
As he ſhall inſtantly, then to the * Fare | 


And fo to Dinner. 


Lew, Come, let's ſeal the Book firſt, 
For my Daughter's Jointure. 


_ Bri. Let's be private in't, Sir. 55 [Exeunt.. 
SCE NE IV. 


Enter Charles, Miramont, ond Andrew: | 


Mir. Nay, y are undone. ' Char. Hum! 

Mir. Ha' ye no greater Feeling? 

And. You were moſt ſenſible of the great Book Sir, 
When it fell on your Head, and, now the Houſe 
Is ready to fall, do you feel nothing ? Char. Will 
He have my Books too? Mir: No, he has a Book, 

A fair one too to read on, and read Wonders 
[ wou'd, thou had'ſt her in thy Study, Nephew ; 
An 'twere but to new-ſtring her. | 

Char. Yes, I ſaw her; © 
Methought, it was a curious Piece of Learning, 
Handſomly bound, and of a dainty Letter. 

And. He flung away his Book. 

Mir. I like that in him; 
Wou'd, he had flung away his Dullneſs too, 2 
And ſpake to her. Char. And muſt my Brother eat 

Mir. All that your Father has. 

Char. And that fair Woman too? 

Mir. That Woman alſo, Char. He has enough then. 
May I not ſee her ſometimes, and call her Siſter? 

I will do him no Wrong. Mir. This makes me mad, 


I cou'd now cry for Anger; theſe old Fools - 


K 3 "2A 


Lou are my Heir, and [I'll provide y'a Wife: 


And one 
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Are the moſt ſtubborn and the wilfulleſt Coxcombs. 
Farewell, and fall to your Book, forget your Brother, 


P!! look upon this Marriage, though | hate it. ¶ Exit. 
| Enter Briſac. 
Bri. Where is my Son? 
And. There, Sir, caſting a Figure n 
What chopping Children his Brother ſhall have. 
Bri. He does well. How do'ſt, Charles? ſtill at thy Book? 
And. He's ſtudying now, Sir, who ſhall be his Father. 
Bri. Peace, you rude Knave—Come hither, Charles, be 
Char. thank you, I am buſy at my Book, Sir. [merry. 
"Bri. You muſt put your Hand, my Charles, as I wou'd 
Unto a little Piece of Parchment here, [have you, 
Only your Name, you write a reaſonable Hand. 
Char. But I may do unreaſonably to write it. 
What is it, Sir? Bri. To paſs the Land TI have, Sir, 
Unto your younger Brother. Char. Ist no more? 
Bri. No, no, *tis nothing, you ſhall be provided for, 
And new Books you ſhall have ſtill, and new Studies, 
And have your Means brought in without thy Care, Boy ; 
| Ain an, 1; 
Char. This ſhews your Love, Father. 
Bri. I'm tender to you. And. Like a Stone, I take it. 
Char. Why, Father, II go down, an't pleaſe you let me, 
Becauſe I'd ſee the Thing they call the omg noo 
I ſee no Women but through Contemplation, 
And there III do't before the Co 


| n | 
And wiſh my Brother Fortune, Bri Do, I prithee, 


Char. I muſt not ſtay, for I have Things above 
Require my Study. Bri. No, thou ſhalt not ſtay ; 
Thou ſhalt have a brave Dinner too. And, Now has 
O'erthrown himſelf for ever; I will down | 


Into the Cellar, and be ſtark drunk for Anger. Exeunt. 
„„ den 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Euſtace, Prieft, Ladies, 
Butt att Cowſy, Notary, and Miramont. 
Net. Come; let him bring his Son's Hand, and all's dons 
Tz | | f | : 


it, 


it. 
e, 
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Is yours ready? Prigſt. Yes; I'll dif weng pſp, 2 
2 for, in Truth, I am 1555 6 a 

Euſt. Do, ſpeak apace, for we believe Jeucuy: 

Do not we ſtay long, Miſtreſs? Ang. I find - 4 "TY 
Better Things well done than want Time to do them. 
Uncle, why are you ſad ? Mir. Sweet-ſmelling Blot, 
*Wou'd, I were thine Uncle to thine own Content, 

Pd make thy Husband's State a thouſand better, 7 0 5 
A yearly thouſand ; thou haſt miſs d ua Man. 
(But that he is addicted to his Study, i 

And knows no other Miſtreſs than his no, 

Wou'd weigh down Bundles of theſe empty bees. 

Ang. Can he ſpeak, Sir? _ 

Mir. *Faith, yes, but not to Women: - 
His Language is to Heav'n, and heay*nly Wonder,” | 
To Nature, and her dark and fecret Cauſes. | 

Ang. And does he ſpeak well there? 

Mir. O, admirably; © | 
But he's too baſhful'to behold a Wein | 
There's none that ſees him, nor he troubles none. 

Ang. He is a Man. 

Mir. Yes, and a clear ſweet Spirit. 

Ang. Then Converſation, methinks— 

Mir. So think J too, 55 
But 'tis his rugged Fate, and ſo 1 leave 71% 

Ang. I like thy Nobleneſs. Zgf. See, my mad Uncle 
Is courting my fair Miſtreſs. Lew. Let him alone; 
There's nothing that allays an angry Mind _ - 

So ſoon as a ſweet Beauty z hell come to us. 


Enter Brifac, and: Charle. 


Mt | on Father's Rats, my Brother too! chit 4 
onder; 


8 


My noble Dead fa the e 


And give your Brother Joy, and to ſeal, 8575 

You do like a good Brother. Lew. Marry, does be, 
And he ſhall have my Love for ever for't. 
Put to your 1 Not. Here's the Deed, Sir, ready. 
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Gar. No, you muſt pardon me a while; Leell ye, 
Jam in dees lation, do not trouble me. 
Bri. Come, leave. thy Study, . Gerles., e th 
Char. I'll leave my Life firſt; — „ 
Iſtudy now to be a Man, I've found re PR 
Before, what Man was, was but my Argument. alot] 
Mir, I like this beſt of all, he has taken Fire, 
His dull Miſt flies away. Euft. Will) you write, Brother? 
Char. No, Brother, no; I haveno Time for. poor Things; 
Pm taking the Height of that bright Conſtellation. 
Bri. I ſay, you trifle, Time, Son. 
Char. I will not ſeal, Sir; | 
I am your Eldeſt, and I'll keep m my Birth- right; 
For, Heav'n forbid, I ſhould become Exampl le; 
Had y' only ſhew'd me Land, I had deliver'd it, 
And Os a 4 Man * have parted with it; 


*Tis Dirt, and Labour. 12 right, Uncle? 
Mir. Bravely, my Boy ; * leſs thy Tongue! 


1 


Char. VII forward;  _ 

But you have o d'to me "> a Treaſure, 

I find my Mind free; Heav'n direct my Fortune 
Mir. Can he ſpeak now? Is this a Son to facrifice? 
Char. Such an inimitable Piece of Beauty, 

That I have ſtudied long, and now found only, 

That I'll part ſooner with my Soul of Reaſon, _ 

And be a Plant, a Beaſt, a Fiſh, a Fly, 

And only make the Number of Things . 

Than yield one Foot of Land, if ſhe be 97 U to 't. 
pom He ſpeaks unhappily. ß. 

Ang. And, methinks, n ; 

This the meer Scholar? Ny 
Euft, Lou but vex your ſelf, 1 MSF; 

And vex your Study too. Char. Go. you and "EY 

*Tis Time, young Euſtace; you want both Man and Man- 

Pve ſtudy'd Both, although I made no Sbew on't. Ld |; 

Go turn thie Volumes over I have read, | 

Eat and digeſt them, that they ma 4 grow in thee; 

Wear out the tedious Night with thy dim Lamps, 


And ſooner loſe the Day than lea ve 4 Dh 1 
Diſtill the Sweetneßß from 5 Poets Spring, 


{ 


JJ And 
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And learn to love; thou know'ſt not what Fair i is: 
Traverſe the Stories of the greateſt Heroes, 
The wiſe and civil Lives of good Men walk e z 
Thou haſt ſeen nothing but the Face of Countries, 
And brought home nothing but their empty Words: 72 
Why ſhou'dſt thou wear a Jewel of this Worth? 
pd hat haſt no Worth within We _ _ ber. 
Beauty clear. 504 Cal. 0 3 L. Le E | E 
Where the Air 85 RY 
Rather like a Perfume dwells ; 10 
Where the Violet and the Roſe 
Their blue Veins in Bluſh diſcloſe,” 
And come to honour nothing elſe. 


' Where to live but near, 
Planted there, i ö 
Ts ftill to live, and ſtill live new 4 4 
Where io gain a Favour is E 
More than Light, perpetual Bliſs, 


01 Make me live by fru at 
Dear, again recall, Of EAA 
To vim DN, al bak 

A Stranger to himſelf and 'all I t FEAT 
Both the Wonder and the Story + 1 2 2 
Shall be yours, and eke the Gloor: 


T an your: Servant, and your Thrall 


Mir. Speak ſuch another Ode, and take all yet. 8 
What ſay ye to the Scholar now? AK. 1 orien $9 
Is he your Brother, Sir? 
Euſt. Ves; *wou'd, he were . 
(24) J fear, he'll make an Aſs of me; a Younker, | 


(24) 7 fear, 5 el oo an Aſs of me; a Younger.] 'A Younger | 
what? He was . his younger Brother. I hope, I may ven. 
ture to ſay, that I have retriev'd the Original Word. A Younker, 
_— the Sailors, is a Lad employ'd in the moſt ſervile Offices be- 
all, Aug to the 7 ſuch as ſwabbing the Deck, taking in the Top- 

inging the Yards, taking their Turns at the Helm, RT 


a | tv. 
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138 De Elde, Brother. 
Ang. Speak not ſo ſoftly, Sir; 'tis very likely. 
Bri. Come, _ * our finical Talk, and let's diſpatch, 
Char. Diſpatc E i een 
Bri. Why, 1 Land. Char. You are deceiv'd, Sir; 
Now I perceive what tis that wooes'a'Womin, There. 
And ml maintains her when ' ſhe's wood: IId. 5 
A willfull Poverty neer made a Beauty, 
Nor Want of Means maintain'd it virtuouſly : 
Though Land and Monies be no Happir neſs, 
Yet they are counted good Additions; © + 
That Uſe I'll make, he that neglects a Bleſſing, - 
Though he want preſent Knowledge how to ule it, 
Neglects himſelf. May be, I have done you Wrong, Lady, 
Whoſe Love and Hope went Hand in Hand together; 
May be, my Brother, that has long expected 
The happy Hour, and bleſsd my rance 
(Pray, give me Leave, Sir, I ſhall clear all Doubts.) 
Why did they ſhew me you? Pray, tell me that. 
(Mir. He'll talk thee into a Penſion for thy Knavery.) 
Char. Vou, happy you, why did you break unto me? 
(25) The roſie- finger d Morn ne&er broke ſo ſweetly . 
= I am a Man and have Deſires within me, 
Affections too, though they were drown'd a while, 
And lay dead, till the Spring of Beauty rais'd them; 
Till I faw thoſe E yes, 1 — ta Lump, 
A Chaos of Confuſednels dwelt in ev. 
Then from thoſe Eyes ſhot Love, and he diftinguit'd, 
And into Form he drew my Faculties ;j+ © 
And now I know my Land, and now I love | too. 
Bri. We, had beſt remove the Maid, | 11 F 
I have — Fi igure here. Nay, frown 604; Kaba, 
There are leſs worthy Souls for younger Brothers 3. 
This is no Form of Silk but Sancti), 
Which wild laſcivious Hearts can never dignify, 
Remove h her where you will, I walk along ill, 


(25) The rofie-finger'd Morn.) Several of the old 2uarto's 55 
oe ere Morn ; a Corruption, that, I preſume, was occaſioned by 
the Word, feveeth, following. But our Poets deriv'd ar compound 
wk from Homes, peded'ax1va& Hos. 


For, 
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For, like the Light, we make'no 3 955 
You may ſooner part the Billows of the Sea, BY 
And put a Bar betwixt their Fellowſhips, © (ol, 3nO 
Than blot out my Remembrance; ſooner * 90 
Old Time into a Den, and ſtay his Motion;n;s 

Waſh off the ſwift Hours from his downy Wings, | 
Or ſteal Eternity to ſtop his Glaſs, | 


Than ſhut the ſweet Idea J have in me. 


Room for an' elder Brother — pray, 888 place, Sir. 5 
Mir. H'as ſtudied Duel too, take heed, he'll beat thee. 
Has frighted the old Juſtice into a Fever; wa | 
I hope, he'll diſinherit him too for an As; r 
For, though he be grave with Years, he's a | great Baby. 4 
Char. Do not you think me mad? * 
Ang. No, certain, Sir. 
I have heard nothing from you but Things excellent. | 
Char. You look upon my Cloaths and laugh at me, 
My ſcurvy Cloaths! Ang. They have rich Linings, Sir; 
I _— your Brothef———Cher: His are Gold an gawdy. 
Ang. But touch *em inwardly, they ſmell of Copper. 
Char. Can ye love — ? = am an Heir, ſweet Lady, 


However I appear poor RR 

Love you wit — — T all love fo ever : 

Is your Eye ambitious? I may be a great Man, 
Ist Wealth or Land you covet ? My Father muſt ths. 


Mir. That was well put in; 1 hope, he'll take it deeply. 
ar. Old Men are not immortal, as I take it; 


34 
1 


What ek look for, Youth and Handſomenet? 


I do confeſs, my Brother's a handfome Gentleman, 


Bur he ſhall give Fit Leave to lead the Way, Lady. 


Can you love for Love, and make that the Rewardꝰ 
The old Man ſhall-not love his Heaps of Gold © + 
With a more doting Superſtition, © _ - I 
Than I love you; the young Man, his Delights; n 
The Merchant, when he ploughs the angry Sea up, 
And ſees the Mountain-Bi lows falling on Dll, , 
As if all Elements, and all their An mn 
Were turn'd into one vow d Deſtruction, 
Shall not with greater Joy embrace his Safety. 
Wen live together like two wanton Vines 
Circling 
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I 
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Circling our Souls and Loves in one another; 
We'll ſpring together, and we'll bear one F . 


One Joy ſhall make us ſmile, and one Grief . - 
One Age go with us, and one Hour of Death 


Shall ſhut our. Eyes, and one Grave make us happy. | 


Ang. And one Hand ſeal the Match; I'm e for ever, 


5 Nay, ſtay, ſtay, ſtay. 
Ang. Nay, certainly, tis done, Sir. 


(26) Bri. There was a Contract. Ang. On!) conditional, 


That if he had the Land, he had my Love too; 
This Gentleman's the Heir, and he'll maintain it. 
Pray, be not angry, Sir, at what I. ſay; 

Or if you be, *tis at your own Adventure. 

You have the Outſide of a pretty Gentleman, 
But, by my Troth, your Inſide is but barren; 
Tis not a Face I only am in Love with, 
Nor will I ſay, your Face is excellent; 
A reaſonable hunting Face, to court the Wind with; 
Nor th'are not Words, unleſs they be well plac'd too, 


Nor your ſweet Dannee's, nor — hired Verſes, 


Nor telling me of Cloaths, nor Coach and Horſes, 

No, nor your Viſits each Day in ne Suits, 5 

Nor your black Patches you wear variouſly, f 

(27) Some cut like Stars, ſome in half Moons, ſome 

Lozenges. 4 

(All which but ſhew you ſtill a younger Brother) ——- 
Mir. Gra*mercy, Wench, thou haſt a noble Soul too. 
Ang. Nor your long Travels, 1 nor your little an 

Can make me dote upon you. Faith, go ſtudy, | 

And glean ſome Goodneſs, that you may ſhew N10 ; 

(Your Brother at my Suit, I'm ſure, will teach you,) 

Or only ſtudy how to get a Wife, Sir, 


(26) Bri. There was a Contract. ] Mr. Sympſon is inclined to think, 
from the Tenor of Ange/lina's 109 nent Speech, that theſe Words 
ſhould be placed to Eaſface, not to Briſac. But as ſhe addreſſes her 
ſelf firſt to the Father, and then to Euſtace, I think, Briſac might 
ſay theſe Words as properly as the other. 

(27) Some cut like Stars, ſome in half Moons, ſome Lozenges.] 
— 25 half Moons, and Mullets, are uſed in Coats of Arms, either as 

ick or Differences in the younger Branches of Families; Loxeng es, 
it, are only appropriated to unmarried Women, and Widows, 
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You're caſt behind, tis good you ſhould be melancholy, 
It ſhews like a Gameſter that "has loſt his Money, 
And 'tis the Faſnhion to wear your Arm in a Scarf, Sir, 
For you have had a ſhrewd Cut o'er the Fingers. 

Lew. But are you in earneſt? Ang. Yes, believe me, F ather, 
You ſhall neer chuſe for me; you're old and dim, Sir, 
And th* Shadow of the Earth eclips'd your Judgment. 
You've had your Time without Controul, dear Father, 
And you muſt give me Leave to take mine now, Sir. ſto? 

Bri. This is the laſt Time of asking, will you fet your Hand 

Char, This is the laſt Time of anſwering, I will A 
Bri. Out of my Doors! "Char. Moſt ne 

Mir. He ſhall, Jew, = 
Thou of the Tribe of A ee bon, 11 
And never trouble thee more till thy Chops be cold, Fool. 

Ang. Muſt I be gone too? Lew. I will never know thee. 

Ang. Then this Man will, what Fortune he _ ran, Fa- 
Be't good or bad, I muſt partake i it with ror ory 


Enter Egremont. 


Epre. When ſhall the Maſque begin? Buff. 'Tis * he 
All, all, is broken off; I am node; Friend; un 
My Brother's wiſe again, and has ſpoil'd al, 

Will not releaſe the Land, has won the Wench too. 

Egre. Cou'd he not ſtay till the ory, ap was * ware ; 

ready. 
What a ſcurvy Trick i is this? Mr. O: you my Aim 
Perform it at ſome Hall, where the Citizens Wives - 
May ſee't for ſix Pence a Piece, and a cold Supper. 
Come, let's go, Charles; and now, my noble —— 
I'Il ſell the Titles of my Houſe e' er thou ſhalt want, Wench. 
Rate up your Dinner, Sir, and ſell it cheap. 
Some younger Brother will take*t up in Commodities. 
Send you Joy, Nephew Euſtace; if ye ſtudy the Law 
Keep your great Pippin-pies, they'll go far with ye. © 
| Char, I'd have your Bleſſing. 

Bri, No, no, meet me no more, 

Farewel, thou wilt blaſt mine Eyes elle. Char. I will not. 

Lew, Nor ſend not you for Gowns. 

Ang. I'll wear coarſe Flannel firſt, 


— 1 
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Bri, Come, let's go take ſome Counſel, | 
Lew. Tis too late. 

Bri. Then ſay and dine; it may be we ſhall vex em. 
Lan 


x 


_ -* 


=. 
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* C 1 IV. SCENE 1. 
Euer Briſa, Euſtace, Egremont, and Comſy.” 


| 
| 


Bri. Eeer talk to me, you are no Men but Maſquers, 
Shapes, Shadows, and the Signs of Men, Court- 
That every Breath, or breaks, or blows away; [ bubbles, 
You have no Souls, no Mettle i in your Bloods, | 
No Heat to ſtir ye when ye have Occaſion ; | | 
Frozen dull Things that muſt be turn'd with Leavers, 
Are you the Courtiers and the travell'd Gallant? 
The f ritely Fellows, that the People talk of? 
( 28) Yow've no more Spirit than three ſleepy Sots. 
-  Zuft. What would ye have me do, Sir ? 
\ ..» Bri. Follow your Brother, 
And get ye out of Doors, and ſeek your Fortune 50 
Stand ſtill becalm'd, and let an aged Dotard, 
A hair: brainꝰd Puppy and a booktſh Boy, 
That never knew a Blade above a Penknife, 
And how to cut his Meat in Characters, | 
| Croſs my Deſign, and take thy own Wench from . 
In mine own Houſe too? Thou deſpis'd, poor, Fellow! 
Euft, The Reverence that I ever bare to you, Sir, 
Then to my Uncle, with whom 't had been but Sawcineſs 
T' have been ſo rough — Egre. And we not ſocing him 
Strive in his own Cauſe, that was Principal, 
And ſhou'd have led us on, thought it ill Manners 
To 'gin a Quarrel here. Bri. You dare do nothing. 


(28) You've no more Spirit than three ſleepy Sops. } The ſeveral of 
the old Ruarto's agree in this Reading, as the Impreſſion in 1651 
has it S7, i. e. Fellows beſotted by Drink, or Dullneſs, I have 
8 that Reading; the other, I chink, conveys too remote an 


Do 
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Do you make your Care th* Excuſe of your Cowardlineſs ? 
; Three Boys on Hobby- horſes, wil 19 2 penny min 

n. Would beat you all. ni E | 

wy Cow. You muſt not ſay a "Bri. 1 uri) 
| And ſing it too. Com. You are a Man of Peace, Oe 

_ Therefore we muſt give Way, Bri. I'll make my Way, 
' And therefore quickly leave me, or I'll force you; 
And, having firſt torn off your flaunting F eathers, 

11 trample on 'em; and if that cannot teach yo 
To quit my Houſe, I'll kick ye gut of my Gates; 
(29) You gawdy Glow-worms, carrying ſeeming Fire, 
Yet have no Heat within ye! Com. O bleſt Travell! 
How much we owe thee for our Pow'r to ſuffer? $ 

Egre. Some ſpleenative Louths now, that had never ren 
More than their Country Smoke, -wou'd grow in Choler; 
It would ſhew fine in us. Euſt. Les, marry, wou'd it, 
That are prime Courtiers, and muſt know no Angers 
But, give Thanks for our Injuries, if We purpoſe 
To hold our Places. Bri. Will you find the Door, " 
And find it ſuddenly ? You ſhall, lead: the Way, ny. 11 
With your perfum' d Retinue, and recover 
The now loſt Angellina; or, build on it, 

I will adopt ſome Beggar's doubtful Ifue, EM gs) 
Before thou ſhalt; inherit, Euſt. We to Counſel, 
And what may be done by Man's Wit or Valour 5 000 
We'll put in Execution. * Das * never 1 
Hope 1 1 En thee... gd ans: - [rs 
5 | Enter „ EET 
Lew. O Sir, have I found vo | 

ef Bri. I never hid my ſelf : Whence ans this Re 7 

10 With which, as it appears, you come to fright me?? 
Lew, I ſmell a Plot, a meer Conſpiracy, 4 0 

Among ye all, to defeat me of my Daughter; 
And if f ſhe be not ſuddenly deliver d. Yo 1) 


4 * 
84 7 { 
15 - * 
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of (2c ) You gawady Glow- -worms, carrying ſeemin Fire, 

590 : Yet e no Heat within von 4 ] Hop Gly has SHAK 2 

ave SPEARE expreſs'd this Thought in his Hamlet / 

an The Glow-worm fhews the Matin to be near, 
And *gins to pale his ineffectual Fire. 


Do I Untainted 
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Untainted in bur Reputation too. 0 
The beſt of France ſhall know how I am 1 with,” 
She is my Heir, and if ſhe may be raviſh'd_ 
Thus from my Care, - farewel, Nobility 1 
Honour and Blood are meer neglected Nothings. 11 Ba. 
Bri./Nay, then, my Lord, you go too far, and tar bim, 
Whoſe Innocence underſtands not what Fear i - 
If your unconſtant Daughter will not dwell 
On Certainties, muſt you thenceforth conclude E 1; 
That E am fickle ? what have I omitted, POT 
To make good my Integrity and Truth ? £0 
Nor can her Lightneſs, nor your Suppoſition, Ik 
Caſt an Aſperſion on me. Lew. I am wounded © 
In Fact, nor can Words cure it: Do not trifle 
But ſpeedily, once more I do repeat it. 
Reſtore my Daughter as I brought her hither, | 
Or-you'ſhall hear from me in ſuch a Kage” | Il 
As you will bluſh'to anſwer, — © © Eat Levis 
Bri, All the World, 295 5 6 
I think, conſpires to vex me, yet I will. ew 75 EN PAs 
Torment my felf ; ſome ſprightful Mirth muſt baniſh 
The Rage and Melancholy which hath almoſt choak*d me; 
Ta knowing Man tis Phyſick, and *tis' thought oney þ 
One merry Hour Pl} have, in Spite of Fortune, 
To chear my Heart, and this is that appointed; 
This Night I'll hug my Lillj in my Arms, | 
Provocatives are ſent before to chear me; 
We old Men need 'em, and, though we pay fear 
For our ſtoln Pleaſures, fo it be done ſecurely, 
The Charge, much like a ſharp Sauce, gives 'em Reliſh, 
Well; honeſt Andrew, I gave you a Farm, 
And it ſhall have a Beacon, to give Warning 
To my other Tenants when the Foe approaches; 
And preſently, you being beſtow'd al where, 
Pm graf it with Dexterity on your Forehead 3; =&« ' 
Indeed, I will.; Li , I come; _ dndrew! Ex. 
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s C E N E 1. 


Enter Miramont, * e ; F 


Mir. Do they chafe roundly 35 

And. As they were rub'd with Soap, Sir. 
And now they ſwear aloud, now. calm again, 
Like a Ring of Bells, whoſe Sound the Wind ill alters * 
And then they fit in Council what to do. 
And then they jar again, what ſhall be done; 2 
They talk of Warrants from the Parliament 
Complaints to th' King, and Forces from the Province, 
They have a thouſand Heads in a thouſand Minutes 
Yet ne'er a one Head worth a Head of Garlick. [em, 


Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may we 3 at 


A couple of pure Puppies yoak'd 5 7 

But what ſays the young Courtier, Maſter Euſtace, 

And his two warlike Friends? Aud. They ſay but little, 
How much they think, I know not; they look ruefully, 
As if they had newly come from a Vaulting-Houſe, 


And had been quite ſhot through tween Wind and Water 


By a ſhe Dunkirk, and had ſprung a Leak, Sir. 

Certain, my Maſter was to blame. Mir. Why, Andrew? 
And. To take away the Wench o'th* ſudden from him, 

And give him no lawful Warning; he is tender, 

And of a young Girl's Conſtitution, Sir, 

Ready to get the Green- ſickneſs with Conceit; 

Had he but ta' en his Leave in travelling . 

(30) Or brought an Elegy of his Condolement,, 

That th* World might have ta'en Notice he had been 

An Aſs, it had been ſome Savour. Mir. Thou ſay'ſt true, 

Wiſe. Andrew, but theſe Scholars are ſuch Things 

When they can Prattſe. 


(30) Or bought an Elegy of his Condelement. | | 
That ib World might haue ta'en Notice had he been 
An Aſs, it had been ſome Favour.] But why muſt Charles, 
who was a Scholar, and perhaps, a Poet, buy an Elegy ? He might 
have compos'd one; and then there had been ſome Reliſh in the 


Affair. The two Words, which I haye alter'd, are from the Autho- 
rity of the old Quarto's. 


Vor. II. L Aud. 
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And. Very parlous Things, Sir. 

Mir. And when they 85 in the Liberty to diſtinguiſh 
The Difference 'twixt a Father and a Fool, 
To look below and ſpy a younger Brother, 
Pruning and dreſſing up his Expe@ations _ _ 
In a rare Glaſs of Beauty, too good for him; 
Theſe dreaming Scholars then turn Tyrants, . 
And ſhew no Mercy. And. The more the pity, Sir. 

Mir. Thou told'ſt me of a Frick to catch my Brother, 
And anger him a little farther, Andrew. . 
It ſhall be only Anger, I aſſure thee, | 
And a little Shame. And. And I can fit you, as 
Hark in your Ear, Mir. Thy Wife? 
And. So I aſſure ye: 4 

This Night at Twelve o' Clock. 

Mir. *Tis neat and handſome ; 
There are twenty Crowns due to thy Proje, en 
I've time to viſit Charles, and ſee what Lecture 
Fe reads to his Miſtreſs. That done, Pl not fail 
Jo be with you. : g 
And. Nor I to watch my Maſter. _ 1223 


Enter Angellina, and Sylvia with a Taper. 

Ang. I'm worſe than e er I was, for now J fear 
That that I love, That that I only dote on ; 

He follows me through every Room I pals, 
And with a ftrong-ſet Eye he gazes on me, 

As if his Spark of Innocence were blown 
Into a Flame of Luſt ; Virtue defend me! 

His Uncle too is abſent, and *tis Night; 

And what theſe Opportunities may teach him — 
What Fear and endleſs Care 'tis, to be honeſt ! 
To be a Maid, what Miſery, what Miſchief! 
*Wou'd, I were rid of it, fo it were fairly! 

Hl. You need not fear that, will you be a Child till ? 


He follows you, but ſtill to look upon you; 
Or if he did deſire to lye with ye, 


'Tis 


_ ed few} owed , 


'Tis 
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'Tis but your o.] Deſire, you love for chat Ends | 
Pl! lay my Life, if he were now a- bed w'ye, 
He is ſo modeſt, he would fall _ frght. 
Ang. Dare you venture that? 
Hl. Let him conſent, and have at ye, 1 1 
fear him not, he knows not what a Woman” is 5: 


Nor how to find the Myſtery Men aim at. vod . 


Are 2 afraid of your own Shadow, Madam? 
Ang. He follows ſtill, yet with a ſober * rity 
Wou' d, | might know _ worſt, and then I were: Abel. 
Hl. You may know Both, let him out: go with 525 


Enter Charles. 


Char. Why do. you fly me? What bave I [A ill 

About me, or within me, to deſerve ” i 2 RE 
Ang. I am going to Bed, Sir. | 
Char. And I am come to light ye; 


I am a Maid, and 'tis a Maiden's Office; 15 43580 
Jou may have me to Bed without a'Scruple, '' , 


And yet I am chary too who comes about me. * 
Two Innocents ſhould not fear one another. „Pt 
Hl. The Gentleman fays true. Pluck up your Heart, 
Char. The glorious Sun, both riſing and declining, 
We boldly look upon; even then, {ſweet L | 
When, like a modeſt Bride, he draws Night's ub 6 
Even then he bluſhes, that Men ſnou'd behold him. 
Ang. I fear, he will perſuade me to miſtake him. 
H.. *Tis eaſily done, if you will give your ming wt, 
Ang. Pray ye, to your Bed. 
Char. Why not to yours, dear' Miſtreſs? 
One Heart and one Bed. 
Ang, True, Sir, when tis lawful : 
But yet you know —— 
Char. I wou'd not know, bügel it; hy 
Thoſe are but ſickly Loves that hang on Ceremony, 
Nurſt up with Doubts and Fears, ours high and healchfull; 
Full of Belief, and fit to teach the ER; 
Love ſhould ſeal firſt, then Hands confirm the Bargain. 
Ang, 1 ſhall be an Heretick; if this continue. 5 
W hat wou'd you do a- bed ps You — me bluſh, Sir. 
0 
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Char. Fd ſee youſleep, for, ſure, your Sleeps are excellent: : 
You, that are waking ſuch a noted Wonder, 
Muſt · in your Slumbers prove an Admiration: 
I wou'd behold your Dreams too, if *rwere- poſſible; 
Thoſe were rich Shows. Ang I am becoming Traitor, 
Char. Then, like blue Neptune, courting, of an Iſland, | 
Where all the Perfumes and the precious Things © 5 
That wait upon great Nature are laid up, 
Pd clip it in mine Arms, and chaſtly kiſs it; 
Dwell in your Boſom like your deareſt Thoughts, 
And ſigh and weep. 
Ang. I've too much Wochen in me. 
Char. And thoſe true Tears, falling on your pure Cryſlal, 
(31) Should turn to Armlets for great N to wear. 
Ang. I muſt be gone. 7-40. 1 180 
Char. Do not, I will not hurt enen 
This is to let you know, my 1 Lady, 
You've clear'd my Mind, and I can ſpeak of Love too; 
Fear not my Manners, though I never knew | | 
Before theſe few Hours what a Beauty was, 
And ſuch a one that fires all Hearts that feel it; 
Yet I have read of virtuous Temperance. 
And ſtudied'it among my other Secrets; | 
And ſooner would I force a Separation Gi „ia 
Betwixt this Spirit and the Caſe of Fleſ, 
Than but conceive one Rudeneſs againſt Chatiy, 
Ang. Then, we may walk, | 
Char. And talk of any thing, 
Amy thing fit for your Ears, and my Language; A 
Though I was bred up dull, I was ever civil; 
*Tis true, I have found it hard to look on you, 
And not deſire ; *twill prove a wiſe Man's Task; 
Yet thoſe Deſires I have ſo mingled till, 
And temper'd with the Quality of Honour, 


(31) Should turn to Armlets "for great Queen t adore, ] But why 
ſhould a Queen, or Lady of any other Rank, adore her Bracelets? 
They might be very rich and finely made, and fo far to be admired 
and eſteem'd: But to make them the Subject of Devotion, is a Rap- 
ture a little above the Pitch of common Senſe. For great Queens (0 
wear, is, I think, a ſufficient Compliment; and ſo 1 have ventur'd to 
reform the Text. 

That 


's 


0 
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That if you ſhou'd yield, I'ſhou'd hate you for' t. 
I am no Courtier of a light Condition, © 

Apt to take Fire at every beauteous Face, 11 
(32) That only ſerves his Will and Wantonneſs; KJ 


And lets the ſerious Part of Life run by, 


As thin neglected Sand, Whiteneſs of Name. 


You muſt be mine; why ſhow'd I rob my ſelf. 


Of that, that lawfully muſt make me happy? I 6 


Why ſhou'd I ſeek to cuckold my Delights? 


And widow all thoſe Sweets, I aim at in you? 

We'll loſe our ſelves in Venus Groves of Mirtle, _ 

Where every little Bird ſhall be a Cupzd, | 

And ſing of Love and Youth ; each Wind that blows, 

And curls the Velvet Leaves, ſhall breed Delights 3 

The wanton Springs ſhall call us to their Banks, 

And on the perfum'd Flow'rs we'll feaſt our Senſes, 

Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their Pleaſures, 

And, as they were pure Temples, we'll talk in them. 
Ang. To Bed, and pray then, we may have a fair End 


(32) That only ſerves his Will and N 
And lets the ſerious Part of Life run by 
At thin neglected Sand. Whiteneſs of Name, 

You muſt be mine ;] Thus has the corrupted Pointing thro' all 
the Editions tranſmitted down Nonſenſe to us, In the firſt Place, 
what Lover ever call'd his Miſtreſs, Fhiteneſs of Name? We may 
ſay, Charles was grown ecſtatick, but he was not run mad. Then 
again, he talks of the /erious Part of 'Life; but does not inform us 
what he means by it. It is this that he would underſtand by Vbite- 
neſs of Name: i. e. Purity and Chaſtity of Manners and Characters. 
This good Senſe my Reformation of the Pointing has reſtored to the 


Authors: And if I am miſtaken in this, I'll never venture again at 


underſtanding any Writer's Meaning. 
So, again, in Women pleas'd ; | | 
ann——_—- er Honour to? 
What ſhe may {fer in this raſh Adventure, 
The Beauty of her Name? : 


— Can you believe this ? 
And know with what a Modefly and Whiteneſs 


Her Life was ever rank'd. 


Do not wrong that Honour, 


Caft not upon that Purity theſe Aſperſions, &c, 
_ Bel. He's clear. 785 
Syl. She is as white in this as Infants, 
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Oc our fair Loves; wou'd, I were worthy of you, 

; Or of ſuch Parents that might give you Thanks! 
But I am poor in all but in your Love. 21 
Once more, good Night. | 

Char. A good Night ye, and may © 

The Dew of Sleep fall gently on you, ſweet One, 
And lock up thoſe fair Lights in pleaſing Slumbers; 
No Dreams but chaſte and clear attempt your Fancy, 
And break betimes, ſweet Morn, I've loſt my Light elſe. 
Ang. Let it be ever Night when [I loſe you. 


H.. This Scholar never went to a Free-School, he's 
ſo ſimple. _ 


— 


— — 
* 


* 


if | | . Enter a Servant. 


Wi "Air Your Brother with two Gallants is at Door, Si, 
it And they're ſo violent, they'll take no Denial. 
i. Ang. This is no Time of Night. 
| | ' Char. Let em in, Miſtreſs. | 

| Ser. They ſtay no Leave: Shall I raiſe the Houſe on 'em. 
Char. Not a Man, nor make no Murmur of t, I chargeye. 


Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 


Euſt. They re here, my Uncle abſent, ſtand cloſe to me. 
How do you, Brother, with your curious Story? 
Have you not read her yet ſufficiently ? 
Char. No, Brother, no, I ſtay yet in the Preface . 
The Stile's too hard for you. Eu. I muſt entreat her, 
* She's Parcel of my Goods. 
Cbar. She's all, when you have her. 
„A. Hold off your Hands, unmannerly, rude, Sir ; 
Nor I, nor what I have, depend on you. 
Char. Do, let her alone, ſhe gives good Counſel ; do not 
Trouble your ſelf with Ladies, they are too light; z 
* out your Land, and get a provident Steward. 
I cannot love ye, let that ſatisfy you; 
Such 4 ani as you are to be laugh'd at. 
Euſt. Nay, then you muſt go, I muſt claim mine own. 
Both. Away, away with her. Char. Let her alone, 
[She firikes off Euſtace's Hat. 
. let her alone, and take your Coxcomb up: 5 
et 


. 
S * 


10t 


et 


Pray heartily, good Prayers may reſtore ye. 
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Leet me talk civilly a while with you, Brother, | 


It may be, on ſome Terms I may part with her, 

Euſt. O, is your Heart come down? | 
What are your Terms, Sir? | 2 y 
Put up, put up. Char. This is the firſt and chiefeſt, 


Let's walk a Turn; [Aiatabes away his Sword. 


Now ſtand off, Fools, I adviſe ye, 

Stand as far off as you would hope for Mercy: 

This is the firſt Sword yet I ever handled, 116 
And a Sword's a beauteous Thing to look upon, 


And, if it hold, 1 ſhall ſo hunt your Inſolence: 


'Tis ſharp, I'm ſure, and if I put it home, 
Tis ten to one I ſhall new pink your Sattins : 


1 find, I have Spirit enough to diſpoſe of it, 


And Will enough to make ye all Examples | 
Let me toſs it round, I have'the full Command on't : 
Fetch me a native Fencer, I defy him; | 
I feel the Fire of ten ſtrong Spirits in me. 
What, do you watch me when my Uncle is abſent? 
This is my Grief, I ſhall be fleſh'd on Cowards 
Teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. , 
Are ye all gilded Flies, nothing but-Shew in ye 
Why ſtand ye gaping? Who now touches her? 
Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me, 
But name her as his own? . who. dares look on her? 
That ſhall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous. 
Art thou a fit Man to inherit Land. | 
And haſt no Wit, nor Spirit, to maintain it? 
Stand ſtill, thou Sign of Mat and pray for thy Friends, 
Ti 
Ang. Do not kill 'em, Sir. 
Char. You fpeak too late, Dear; 
It is my firſt Fight, and I muſt do bravely ; 
I muſt not look with partial Eyes on any; 
I cannot ſpare a Button of theſe Gentlemen; 
Did Life lie in their Heel, Achilles-like, 


I'd ſhoot my Anger at thoſe Parts, and kill em. 


Who waits within? Ser. Sir.. 
Char. View all theſe, view em well, 
Go round about 'em, and ſtill yiew their Faces, 


L 4 Round 
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Round about yet; ſee how Death waits 2255 em, | 
For thou ſhalt never view *em more. 
Euſt. Pray hold, Sir. 
Char. I cannot hold, you ſtand ſo fair before me, 
J muſt not hold, twill 0 all my Glories. 
Go to my Uncle, hid him poſt to the Kin 
And get my Pardon inſtantly, I have Ne on't. , 
| Euſt. Are you ſounnatural ? Char. You ſhall die laſt, Sir, 
j | PI! talk thee dead, thou art no Man to fight with. 
|. Come, will ye come? Methinks, I've foaght whole Battles. 


| . Cow, We have no Quarrel to you, that we know on, Sir. 
| = Egre. We'll quit the Houſe, and ask ye Mercy too: 
Good Lady, let no Murther be done here; 
We came here but to parly. Char. How my Sword 
Thurſts after them? Stand away, Sweet, Euſt. Pray, Sir, 
Take my Submiſſion, and I diſclaim for ever. 
Char. Away, ye poor Things, ye deſpicable Creatures! 
Do you come poſt to fetch a Lady from me, 
From a poor School-boy that ye 1 of late? 
And grow lame in your Hearts, when you ſhould execute? 
Pray, take her, take her, I am weary of her; 
What did ye bring to carry her? 
Egre. A Coach and four Horſes. 
Char, But are they good ? 
Egre. As good as France can ſhew, Sir. [Safeties ? 
Char. Are you willing to leave thoſe, and take your 
Speak quickly. Euſt. Yes, with all our Hearts. | 
Char. *Tis done then: 
* have got one Horſe, P've got four oy the. "Bargain 
* R 
Enter Miramont. 


Mir. How now, who's here? 
Ser. Nay, now you're gone without Bail. [Sword; 
Mir. What, drawn, my Friends? Fetch me my two-hand 
I will not leave a Head on your Shoulders, Wretches. 
Euſt. In Truth, Sir, I came but to do my Duty. 
Both. And we to renew our Loves. 
Mir. Bring me a Blanket. 
W hat came they for? Ang. To borrow me a while, Sir ; 
But one, that never fought yet, has ſo curried, o 


fas ws 


(pur ſuch a 2ueftion, I think, is downright Nonſenſe; The Word, 
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So baſtinado'd them with manly Carriage, Y 
They ſtand like Things Gorgon had turn'd to Stone: 
They watch*d your being abſent, and then thouggnt 
They might do Wonders here, and they have done ſo; 


For, by my Troth, I wonder at their Coldneſs ; 


The nipping North, or Froſts, never came near them, 

St. George upon a Sign wou'd grow more ſenſible: 
If the Name of Honour were for ever to be loſt, 
Theſe were the moſt ſufficient Men to do it 

In all the World, and yet they are but young; 
What will they riſe to? They're as full of Fire 


As a frozen Glow-worm*s Tail, and ſhine as goodly; 
No bility and Patience are match'd rarely 


In theſe three Gentlemen, thy have right Uſe on't; 
They?ll ſtand till for an Hour, and be braten. 
Theſe are the Anagrams of three great Worthies. 
Mir. They will infect my Houſe with Cowardice, 

If they breathe longer in it; my Roof covers 
No baffled Monſieurs, walk and air your ſelves; 
As Ilive, they ſtay not here, white liver'd Wretches! 
Without one Word to ask a Reaſon why, 
Vaniſh, 'tis the laſt Warning, and with Speed; 
For if I take ye in Hand, I ſhall diſſect you, 
And read upon your flegmatick dull Carcaſſes. 

[Exennt Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 
My Horſe again there: I have ether Buſineſs, 16 


Which you ſhall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. 


Good Night, Charles; fair Goodneſs to you, dear Lady. 
'Tis late, *tis late. Aug. Pray, Sir, be careful of us. 
Mir. It is enough, my beſt Care ſhall attend ye, I Exe. 


S CB. N 


Enter Andrew. 


And. Are you come, old Maſter ? Very good, your Horſe 
ls well ſet up; but e er ye part, Ill ride you, En 


(33) And ſpur your reverend Juſticeſhip ſuch aQueſt out, 
Nur enden 4 : 


(33). And ſpur your ro bend Nabe fuch a Queſtion, To 


that 
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As I ſhall make the Sides o your Reputation bleed, 

Truly, I will. Now muſt I play at Bo- peep 

A Banquet well, Potatoes and Eringoes, 

And, as I take it, Cantharides, Excellent 

A Priapiſme follows; and, as Þll handle it, 

It ſhall, old lecherous Goat in Authority. 

Now they begin to bill; how he ſlavers her! 

Gra*mercy, Lilly! ſhe ſpits his Kiſſes out; 

And, now he offers to fumble, ſhe falls off, * 

(That's a good Wench) and cries, fair Play, above Board, 

Who are they in the Corner? As live, 27 

A Covey of Fidlers; I ſhall have ſome Muſick yet at 

(34) My making Free o'th* Company of Horn'd Ones; 

There's the Comfort; and a Song too! He beckons for one 

Sure, tis no Anthem, nor no borrowed Rhymes | 

Out of the School of Virtue; I will liſten — [4 Song, 

This was never pen'd at Geneva, the Note's too ſpritely. 

So, ſo, the Muſick's paid for; and now what follows? 

O, that Monſieur Miramont would but keep his Word, 
Here were a Feaſt to make him fat with Laughter, 

At the moſt *tis not ſix Minutes riding from his Houſe, 


Nor will he break, I hope O, are you come, Sir? 
| Enter Miramont. Hi 
(35) The Prey is in the Net; and we'll break in 
| oo Occaſion. Mir. Fhou ſhalt rule me, Andrew. 
O, th' infinite Fright that will aſſail this Gentleman! 
The Quartans, Tertians, and Quotidians | 
That will hang, like Serjeants, on his Worſhip's Shoulders! 


that I have ventured to ſubſtitute, gives a Meaning and Humour into 
the Bargain. f. e. ſuch an que, ſuch an Enquiry into what you 
are _ ; _ the Term is the more peculiarly proper, as connected 
with Fuftice/hip. 

(3 j My — 7M Free o'th' Company of Horners;] This Word muſt 
215 Planters of Horns, Cuc told matters; but this was not Andrew's 

ſe, he was to be dubb'd a Cuclold; and therefore, conſequently, to 
be made Free of the Company of bord one.. 
(35) The Prey is in the Net, and will break in by 

Upon Occaſion.] If the Prey was already in the Net, where 
was it to break into? Andrew means, that he and Miramont would 
break in, and ſurprize it. Mr. Seward ſaw with me, that the flight 
| Alteration, made, was quite neceſſary to the Senſe, Th 
| h 0 
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The Humiliation of the Fleſh of this Man. 
This grave auſtere Man, will be wondred at. a 
How will thoſe ſolemn Looks appear to me, | 

And that ſevere Face, that ſpake Chains and Shackles? / 
Now I take him in the Nick, &er I have done with him, 


He'd better have ſtood between two Panes of Wainſcot, 
And made his Recantation in the Marker, 


Than hear me conjure him. 


And. He muſt paſs this Way, 


To th? only Bed I have; he comes, ſtand cloſe 


Enter Briſac, and Lilly. 


» Bri, Well done, well done, give me my Night- cap. 80 


Quick, quick, untruſs me; I will truſs and trounce thee 
Come, Wench, a Kiſs between each Point ; kiſs cloſe; _ 
It is a ſweet Parentheſis. Lil. You're merry, Sir. 
Bri. Merry J will be anon, and thou ſhalt feel it, 
Thou ſhalt, my Lilly. Lil. Shall T air your Bed, Sir? 
Bri. No, no, I'll uſe no Warming: pan but thine, Girl; 
That's all. Come kiſs me again. Lil. Ha'ye done yet? 
Bri. No; but I will do, and do Wonders, Lilly. 
Shew me the Way. Lil. You cannot mils it, Sir; 
You ſhall have a Caudle in the Morning, for 
Your Worſhip's Breakfaſt. Bri. How, 1'th* Morning, 72, ? 
Th'art ſuch a witty Thing to draw me on. 
Leave Fooling, Lilh, I am hungry now, 

And th'haſt another Kickſhaw, I muſt taſte it. | 
Lil. Twill make you ſurfeit, am tender of you, 
Y'have all y'are like to have. And. Can this be in earneſt? 
Mir. It ſeems ſo, and ſhe honeſt. Bri. Have I not 

Thy Promiſe, Lily? Lil. Yes, and I've perform'd 

Enough to a Man of your Years; this is Truth, 

And you ſhall find, Sir; you have kid and tous'd me, 

Handled my Leg and Foot; what wou*d you more, Sir? 

As for the reſt, 1t requires Youth and Strength, | 

(36) And the Labour i in an old Man would breed Aches, 
Sciatica's, 


(36) And the Labour i in an old Man weld breed Agues,] But will 
Labour in any Caſe breed Agues, unleſs'a Man gets a violent Cold 
after it? ' Aches, which I have ſubſtituted, correſponds with the 
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Sciatica's, and Cramps; you ſhall not curſe me, - 

For taking from you what you cannot ſpare, Sir, 

Be good unto your ſelf, y*have ta'en already 

All you can take with Eaſe; you are paſt Threſhing, 
It is a Work too boiſterous for you, leave 

Such Drudgery to Andrew. Mir. How ſhe jeers him? 

Lil. Let Andrew alone with his own Tillage, 

He's tough, and can manure it. Bri. Y'are a Quean, 
A ſcoffing jeering Quean. Lil. It may be fo, but, 

I'm ſure, Pl n&er be yours. Bri. Do not provoke me, 
If thou doſt, I'll have my Farm again, and turn 

Thee out a begging. Lil. Though you have the Will, 
And Want of Honeſty to deny your Deed, Sir, 

Yet, I hope, Andrew has got ſo much Learning 

From my young Maſter, as to keep his own 

At the worlt, I'Il tell a ſhort Tale to the Judges, 

For what grave Ends you ſign'd your Leaſe, and on 
What Terms you wou'd revoke it. 

' Bri. Whore, thou dar'ſt not. | 
Yield, or I'll have thee whip'd ; how my Blood boils, 
As if 'twere o'er a Furnace! Mir. I ſhall cool it. 

Bri. Yet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me; 
I'll be a Friend to ye, ſuch a loving bountifull Friend 
Lil. To avoid Suits in Law, I wou'd grant a little, 
But ſhould fierce Andrew know it, what wou'd become 
Of me? And. A Whore, a Whore. | 
Bri, Nothing but well, Wench, _ _ 
I will put ſuch a ſtrong Bit in his Mouth, 
As thou ſhalt ride him how thou wilt, my Lily: 
Nay, he ſhall hold the Door, as 1 will work him, 
And:thank thee for the Office. Mir. Take heed, Andrew, 
Theſe are ſhrewd Temptations. And. Pray you, know 
Your Cue, and ſecond me, Sir; By your Worſhip's Fa- 
Bri. Andrew/!. [ [rour— 
And. I come in Time to take Poſſeſſion _ 
Of th' Office you aſſign me! hold the Door! 


attendant' Words, Sciatica's, and Cramps. So, in The Knight of 
Malta; | | 


- Share her among yt 
And may ſbe give you as many Hurts as 1 have, 
And twice as many Achesl 


Alas, 


I” 7H 


las, 
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Alas, *cis nothing for a ſimple Man 


Io ſtay without, when a deep Underſtanding 


Holds Seren within; ſay, with his Wife: 
A Trifle, Sir; I know, 1 hold my Farm Neis 
In Cuckold's Tenure; you are Lord o'th' Soil, Sir; \ 
Lilly is a Weft, a Stray, ſhe*s yours to uſe, Sir, 
claim no Intereſt in her. Bri. Art thou ſerious? 
Speak, honeſt Andrew, ſince thou haſt o'erheard us, 
And wink at ſmall Faults, Man; I'm but a Pidler, 
A little will ſerve my Turn; thou'lt find enough, 
When Pve my Belly full: Wilt thou be private 
And ſilent? And; By all Means; Pll only have 
A Ballad made of 'r, ſung to ſome lewd Tune, 
And the Name of it ſhall be the Zyftice-Trap: 
It will fell rarely with your Worſhip's Name, 
And Lilhy's, on the Top. Bri. Seek not the Ruin 
O' my Reputation, Andrew. Aud. Tis for your Ce; 
Monſieur Briſac, printed in Capital Letters, 
Then paſted upon all the Poſts in Paris. 

Bri. No Mercy, Andree 

And. O, it will proclaim you | 


From th? City to the Court, and prove Sport e. 


Bri. Thou ſhalt keep thy Farm. | 

Mir. He does afflict him rarely. © 2 

And. You trouble me. Then his Intent : arriving, z 9] 
The Vizard of his Hypocriſy pull'd off. 1 


To the Judge Criminal. Bri. O, I am undone; © | 


And.” He's put out of Commiſſion with .. e 
And held uncapable of bearing Office 
Ever hereafter. This is my Revenge, 
And this I'll put in Practice. Bri. Do but has men 
Aud. To bring me back rome my Grammar to my 1 55 
HForn- book, 
It is unpardonable. Bri. Do not play the Tyrant 3 
Accept of Compoſition, Lil. Hear him, Andrew. 
And. What Compoſition ? Brz, Il confirm thy En 
And add unto't an hundred Acres more 
Adjoining to it. And. Umph ! this mollifies; 
But you're ſo fickle, and will again deny this, 
There being no Witneſs yo Bri, Call any Witneſs, - 


| 


158 The Elder Brother. 
P11 preſently aſſure it. And. Say you ſo? . 
Troth, there's a Friend of mine, Sir, within Hearing, | 
That is familiar with all that's * 

His Teſtimony will be authentical. 

Bri. Will he be ſecret ? 

And. You may tie his Tongue up, 

As you would do your Purſe-ſtrings. 

Bri, Miramont! Mir. Ha, ha, ha. 

And. This is my Witneſs. Lord, how you are troubled? 
Sure, you've an Ague, you ſhake ſo with Choler; 
He's your loving Brother, Sir, and will tell no dann 
But all he meets; that you have eat a Snake, 

And are grown young, gameſome, and rampant. 
Bri. Caught thus? 
And. If he were one that would make Jeaſts of you, 

Or plague ye with making your religious Gravity 

Ridiculous to your Neighbours, then you had 

Some Cauſe to be perplex*d. Bri. I ſhall become 

Diſcourſe for Clowns and Tapſters. 
And. Quick, Lilly, quick. 

He's now paſt Kiſſing, between Point and Paine, + 

He ſwoons, fetch him ſome Cordial Now put in, Sir. 
Mir. Who may this be? Sure, this is ſome Miſtake: 

Let me ſee his Face, wears he not a falſe Beard? 

It cannot be Bri/ac, that worthy Gentleman, © 

The Pillar, and the Patron, of his Country; 


He is too prudent; and too cautelous, As 
Experience has taught him to avoid theſe Fooleriesz 
He is the Puniſher and not the Doer, 


Beſides he's old and cold, unfit for Women; F word 
This is ſome Counterfeit, he ſhall be whip'd wore; ba“ 
| Some baſe Abuſer of my worthy Brother. Judges? 
Bri. Open the Doors, will ye impriſon me? Are ye my 
Mir, The Man raves! This is not judicious Briſac : 
Yet now I think ont, a' has a kind of Dog-look 
Like to my Brother, a guilty hanging Face. 
Bri. 11] ſuffer bravely, do your worſt, pg a 
Mir. Why, it's manly in you. 
Bri, Nor will I rail, nor curſe; 


You Slave, you Whore, N will not meddle with you, os 


* 


6? 
ly 


ut 
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But all the Torments that e' er fell on Men, 


That feed on Miſchief, fall heavily on you all! ba. 
Lil. You have givn him a Heat, Sir, „ 


Mir. He will ride you the better, Lily. . 
And, We'll teach him to meddle with Scholars. 
Mir. He ſhall make good his Promiſe to encraaſs: thy 
Farm, Andrew, 
Or Pl] jeer him to Death; fear nothing, Lith; 3 47 $1.67 
I am thy Champion. This Jeaſt goes to Charles, 
And then Ill hunt him out, and [Monſieur Kula 
The gallant Courtier, and laugh heartily 
To ſee em mourn Wore tpn And, n be rare, gr. A 
ER [ Exeunt, 


— _—_— 
— a — — * * * — — — 
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Euter Euſtace, Egremont, 2 Comfy. 


Euſt. To rn'd out of Doors, and baffled 1 
Egre. We ſhare with you 0 
In the Affront. w. Let bear it not like you, 
With ſuch Dejection. Euſt. My Coach and Horſes | 
The Ranſom of our Cowardice ! 
Cor. Piſh, that's nothing, 4 HOT 
'Tis Damm reparabile, and ſoon dt ws 7 4 
Egre. It is but feeding a Suitor with falſe Hopes, 
And after ſqueeze him with a dozen of Oaths. 
You are new rigg*d,” and this no more remembred.! | - 
Euſt. And does the Court, that ſhould be the Example 
And Oracle of the Kingdom, read to us 
No other Doctrine? Egre. None that thrives ſo well 
(37) As that, within my Knowledge. Cow: Flattry rubs on; 
But ſince great Men learn to admire themſelves, 


(37) — ry rubs out; ] This is a fi ght ty pogra hical 
Error, which turns into Obſcurity a Paſſage of great it and Hu- 
mour. We muſt read, on; Flattery makes a Shift to rub on at 


Court; tho it is ſome what GY fines great Men have 
learn'd to admire — | Mr. Seward, 
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160 The Elder Brother, - 
TTis ſomething Creſt-fallen. Egre. To be of no Religion, 
Argues a ſubtle moral Underſtanding, 6 
And it is often cheriſh'd. Euſt. Piety then, 


And Valour, nor to do nor ſuffer Wrong, 
Are there no Virtues. Egęre. Rather Vices, Exſtace; 


Fighting! What's Fighting? It may be in Faſhion 


Among Provant Swords, and Buff. jerkin Men: 
But w' us, that ſwim in choice of Silks and Tiſſues, 
Though in Defence of that Word Reputation, 
Which is, indeed, a kind of glorious Nothing, 


To loſe a Dram of Blood muſt needs appear 


As coarſe as to be honeſt. Euſt. And all this 


You ſeriouſly believe. Cow. It is a Faith, 


That we will die in; ſince from the black Guard 
To the grim Sir in Office, there are feß | 
Hold other Tenets. Euſt. Now my Eyes are open, 


And 1 behold a ſtrong Neceſſity, 


That keeps me Knave'and Coward. 
Cow, Yeare the wiſer. 
Euſt. Nor can I change my Copy, if 1 purpoſe 


To be of your Society. Egre. By no means, 


Euſt. Honour is nothing with you ; * 
Cow. A meer Bubble; 59% 0 
For what's grown common, is'no more regarded. ; Wo 
Euſt. My Sword forc'd from me too, and ſtill detain'd, 
You think, 's no Blemiſh. Egre. Get me a Battoon, 
»Tis twenty times more Court-like, aye leſs Trouble. 
Euſt. And yet you wear a Sword... ; 
Cow. Yes, and a good one 
A Milan Hilt, and a Damaſco Blade, 
For Ornament, not Uſe; the Court allows i it. 
Euſt. Wilbt not fight of it ſelf? 
Cow. I ne'er try'd this. 
Yet I have worn as fair as any Man; | 
I'm ſure, I've made my Cutler rich, and paid 
For ſeveral Weapons, Turki/þ and Toledo's, 
Two thouſand Crowns, and yet could never light 
Upon a fighting one. Euſt. I'll borrow this, 


I like it well, Cow. 'Tis at your Service, Sir, 


A — in a velvet Scabbard will ſerve my Turn. 


yd, 


Euft: 


The Elder Brother. 
Euſt, And now I have it, leave me; yare-i — 


The Plague and Leproſy of your Baſeneſs ſpreat N 


On all that do come near you; ſuch. as yu A * 2 
Render the Throne of Majeſty, the Court, "i 


$3.2} 122 


(38) Suſpected and contemptible; you are Scarab, 
That batten in her Dung, and have no wales 


To taſte her curious Viands; and, like — 
Can only ſee her night Deformities, | 

But with the glorious Splendor of her Beauties 
You are ſtruck-blind as Moles, that undermine 
The ſumptuous Building that allow'd you Shelter: 1 
You ſtick, like running Ulcers, on her Face, 


And taint the Pureneſs of her native Candor, 


And, being bad Servants, cauſe your Maſter's Goodneſs | 
To be diſputed of; you make the Court, 
That is the Abſtract of all Academies, 
To teach and practice noble Undertakings An 
(Where Courage ſits triumphant crown'd with Lawrel, 
And Wiſdom loaded with the Weight of Honour) 
A School of Vices. Eyre. What ſudden Rapturc's this ? 
Euſt. A Heav'nly one, | 
That, raiſing me from Sloth and Ignorance, - ron] 
(In which your Converſation: long hath charm'd me). 
Carries me up into the Air of Action, 
And Knowledge of my ſelf; even now I feel, 
But pleading only in the Court's Defence, e 
Though far ſhort of her Merits and bright Luſtre, 
A happy Alteration, and full Strength | 
To ſtand. her Champion againſt all the World, 
That throw Aſperſions on her. : 
Cow. Sure, hel] beat us, 


I fee it in his Eyes. Egre, ve ſecond Charles 3.11 - _. 
Pray, look. not, Sir, fo furiouſly. Eſt. Recant 

What you have ſaid, ye Mungrils, and lick up 

The Vomit you have caſt upon the Court, 

Where you unworthily have had Warmth and Breeding, 
And ſwear that you, like Spiders, have made Poiſon. 

Of that which was a ſaving Antidote. x | 


r 


(38) — i are Scarabe] A Species of —_—_ 
Vo I. II. M Nee. 


161 


162 The Elaler nn 

Egre. We vill ſwear any thing. 

Cow; We honour the Court 
As a moſt ſacred Place. Egre. And will wedge Outh, 
If you enjoin us to't, nor Knave, nor Fool, 
Nor Coward living in it. Eaſt. Except you twa, 
You Raſcals! Cow. Yes, we are all theſe, and more, 
If you will have it ſo. Euſt. And that until 3 
You are again reform'd and grown new Men, 
You ne'er preſume to name the Court, or preſs 
Into the Porter's Lodge but for a Penance, 
To be diſciplin'd for your Roguery, and, this done, 
With true Contrition — Both. Yes, Sir, Eujt You again, 
May eat Scraps, and be thankful, | 

Cow; Here's a cold Breakfaſt 
After a ſharp Night's Walking. Aa. Keep 3 . Oaths, 
And without Grumbling vaniſh. 

Both. We are gone, Sir. ; > [Exeunt, 

Euſt. May all the Poorneſs of my Spirit go with you! 
The Fetters bf my Thraldom are fil'd off, 
And I at Liberty to right my ſelf, - 
And though my Hope i in Angels little, 
My Honour, unto which compar'd ſhe's 1 
Shall, like the Sun, diſperſe thoſe lowring Clouds, 
That yet obſcure and dim it; not the Name 
Of Brother ſhall divert me; but from ap 

That in the World's Opinion- ruin'd me, - 
I will ſeek Reparation, and call him 
Unto a ſtrict Accompt. Ha! 'tis near Day, 
And if the Muſe's Friend, Roſe-cheek'd Aurora, 
Invite him to this ſolitary Grove, © | 
As, I much hope, ſhe will, he ſeldom milling: 
To pay his: Vows here to her, I ſhall hazard 
To hinder wy Devotions —The Door opens — 


Enter Charles. 


"Tis he, moſt « certain, and by's ſide my Sword: 

Bleſt Opportunity ! Char, I have o'erflept my gel 
And loſt part of the Morn, but I'll recover it. 
Before I went to Bed, I wrote ſome Notes 
Within my T able- book, which I'll now conſider. 


' Appear in the Delivery rough and — the 


And therefore without 


Tbe Elder Brother. 1 63 
Ha! what means this? What do I with a Sword? 
Learn'd Mercury needs not th* Aid of Mars, and [anocence | 


Is to it ſelf a Guard, yet ſince Arms ever 

Protect Arts, I may juſtly wear and uſe it; 

For ſince *twas made my Prize, I know not how, 

I'm grown in Love with't, and cannot eat, nor dh, 
And much leſs walk, without it. But I trifle, 

Matters of more Weight ask wy Jadgment. * co] 500 

Euſt. None, Sir 4; rigid) 
Treat of no other Theme, ball keep you ine i n 
And ſee, y' ex it well. "Chats Enface | - 

Euſt. The me, Sir, 42 5 
Your younger Brother, who, as Duty binds 2 | 
Hath all this Night, turn'd out of Doors, attended, 

To bid Good - morrow t ye. Char. This, not in Scorn, 
Commands me to return it. Wou'd you aught elſe? 

Euſt. O much, Sir, here I end not, but 1 
J muſt ſpeak to you in another Strain” , 

Than yet I ever us'd, and if the 


You, being my Tutor, muſt condemn your ſelf. 
From whom I learn'd it. Char. When I ame wie 
Bet in what Stile you pleaſe, what's your Demmaiiy | 
I ſhall endeavour in the ſelf-lame Phra 14 80 | 
To make an Anſwer to the Point. Euſt. I come not 


To lay Claim to your Birth- right, tis your own, | 


And *tis fit you enjoy it; nor ask I from you 
Your Learning and deep Knowledge; though I am not 
A Scholar as you are, I know them Diamonds = 
By your ſole Induſtry, . Patience, and Labour, 
Ford from ſteep Rocks, and with much Toil attain'd, 
And but to few, that prize their Value, granted 4 
Rival freely wear them. 
Char. Theſe not repin'd at, as you ſeem t' inform m 
The Motion muſt be of a ſtrange Condition, 
If I refuſe to yield to't; therefore, Zuftace, 
Without this Tempeſt in your Looks, propound it, 
And fear not a Denial. Euſt. I require then 
As from an Enemy, and not a Brother, 
The Reputation * a Man, the Honour, 


M 2 Not 


Not bys fair War won when I was ws 7 
But in my Sleep of Folly raviſh'd from ne 
With theſe, the Reſtitution of my Sword, 
With large Acknowledgment of Satifadtion, - 
My Coach, my Horſes z I will part with Life, 
E'er loſe one Hair of them; and what conclides all 
My Miſtreſs Angellina, as ſhe was 

Before the muſical Magick of thy Tongue 

Inchanted and ſeduc'd her. Theſe perform, 

And with Submiſſion, and done publickly, 

At my Father's and. my Uncle's Interceſſion, 

(That I put in too) I, perhaps, may liſten 

To Terms of Reconcilement ; but if theſe 

In every Circumſtance are not ſubſcrib'd to, 

To th' laſt Gaſp I defy thee. Char; Theſe are ſtrict 
Conditions to a Brother. Euſt. My Reſt is up, 

Nor will I go leſs. Char. l'm no l Baftace: 
Yet I can gueſs, your Reſolution ſtandse 

To win or loſe all; I rejoice to find ye 

Thus tender of your Honour, and that at length 

You underſtand what a wretched Thing you were; 
How deeply wounded by your ſelf, — made 1 
Almoſt: incurable, in your own Ho Et 
The dead Fleſh of pale Cowardiſe . over 
Your. feſter' d Reputation, which no Balm | 

Or gentle Unguent ever cou'd make Way to. 

And | am happy, that I was the Surgeon, 

That did apply thoſe burning ere 

That render you already ſenſible 

O' th' Danger you were plung'd in; reaching you. 
And by a fair Gradation, how far, 

And with what curious Reſpect and Care 

The Peace and Credit of a Man within | 
(Which: you ne&er thought *till now) ſhould be preſerrd 
Before a gawdy Outſide; pray you, fix here, 

For ſo far L go with you. Euft. This Diſcourſe W 
Is from the Subject. Char. I'll come to it, Brother, 
But if yqu think to build upon my Ruins, 
Vou'll End a ins F n 5 850 Fg Offers, 


Tavght 
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Ld. 40 bak 
(39) Taught by the Maſters of De Dependencies, gy 10 | 
That by compounding Differences tween others 
Supply their own Neceſſities, with me | 
Will never carry't: As you are my Brother,, 5 
] would diſpence a little, but no more” 
Than Honour can give Way to; nor "muſt ig Fa 
Deſtroy that in, my ſelf 1 love in 19k 
And therefore let not Hopes nor hreats perde vou, 
| will deſcend to any Compoſition, 
For which J may be cenſur'd. Ef. You ſhall fig ht then. 


Char. With much Unwillingneſs with you, bat if 
There's no Evaſion Euff. None. | 


Char. Hear'yet a Word, 0697 N = We. 
As for the Sword and other Frippeties, Fee 
In a fair Way ſend for them, "you'ſhall have em, 
But rather than ſurrender Augellina, , = ql 
Or hear it again mention'd, I ere eee 
My Breaſt unto loud Thunder, caſt behind me 
All Ties of Nature. Euſt. She detain'd, I'm PR" 


To all Perſuaſion. ' Char. Gun thy! ſelf thy Ec 
Pl! uſe no other Rhetorick. 


eee Enter Miramont. . o 

Mir. Claſhing of Words „ 
So near my Houſe! Brother opposd to Brother! 
Here is no fencing at half Sword; hold, hold, 
Charles, Euſtace, — Euſt. Second him, or call in more Hep 
Come not between us, I'll not know,” nor ſpare. you; +; 
D'ye fight by th' Book ? F ans 

Char. *Tis you that wrong me; off, Sir, © 
And ſuddenly I'll conjure down the Spirit ee ii 
That L have raiſed in him. Eat. Never, er, — i 
Till thine, and in thy Death, be doubled in me. 7 " 
Mir. I'm out of Breath, yet truſt not too much to? t, * 1 N 
For if you pauſe not ſuddenly, and hear Reaſon,.— i 
Do, kall your Uncle, do, but that 'm patient, 


(39) Taught by the Maſters of Nependencies,) This is a Term uſed 


in the Science of Fencing. We meet with it frequently both in 
SHAKESPEARE, and BM Jongson : 


And is ful 'd 
CARANKA | in his Treatiſe of Duelling. 5 
M 3 ; | And 


5 L . 


x66 The Elder Brother. 
And not a cholerick old teaſty Fool. 

(40) Like to your Father, I'd dance a Mattachin — you, 
Shou'd make you ſweat your beſt Blood for't; I wou'd, 
1 And it may be I will. Charles, I command ther, 

1 And, Euftaze,1 intreat thee ; th'art a brave Spark, 

8 A true tough-metal'd Blade, and I begin 

To love thee heartily, give me a fighting Courtier, 

PI} cheriſh him for Example; in our Age 

They're not born every Day. Cbar. You of late, Sir, 
In me loyd Learning. Mir. True, but take me w ye, Charles; 
»Twas when young Euſtace wore his Heart in's Breeches, 
| And fought his Battles in Compliments and Cringesz 
4 When's Underſtanding wav'd in a flanting Feather, 

| And his beſt Contemplation look'd no further 
. Than a neu- faſhiond Doublet; 1 confeſs, then, 

The lofty Noiſe, your Greek made, only 1 me; 

But now he's turn'd an Oliver and a Rowland, 5 

(Nay, the hole dozen of Peers are bound 1 in him 0 

Let me remember, when I was of his Tears, 

] did look very like. him; and did you ſee 

My Picture as I was then, you would ſwear, - 

That lant Eyftace, (I mean, now he dares chr) 

Was the true Subſtance and the perfect Figure. 

Nax, nay, no Anger, you ſhall have enough, Charles. 
Char. Sure, Sir, ſhall not need Addition from him. 
Euſt. Nor I from any, this ſhall decide my intcrelsy 
Though I am loſt to all deſerving Men, 

To al that Men call good, for ſuff'ring tamely | 

Inſufferable Wrong, — juſtly lighted, * 

By yielding to a Minute of Delay ** 

In my Revenge, and from that lads a Sun 

Unto my Father's Houſe and Favour, o'erwhel nid 

With all Diſgraces, yet I will mount upward, 

And force my elf a "Farmne, though my Birth 

And L Breeding do deny i it. Char, Seek not, auge, 


(40) — J dance a Mattachin cia you, J This was a Dance, 
as SxINNEx tells us in his Etymologicum, of great Rapidity, ſo 7 uk * 
from the ltalian Word Matto, a Fool or man; becauſe the P 


| formers of it uſed many rome Geſticulations: And FERAAR Ius, "in 
his Orig ines Linguæ nalicæ, gives us much the ſame Deſcription of it. 


By 


D 


The Elder HR: 1567 
By Violence what will be offer'd to you. 2 
, On eaſier Compoſition z/ though; I Was noet 
| Ally'd unto your Weakneſs, ou ſhall find me 
A Brother to your Bravery, of Sp Spirit: 
And one that, not ee to't by your Suord. 
(Which I muſt never fear) will ſhare with you 
In all but Angellina. Mir. Nobby ſaid, Chandos. Lunt 
And learn from my Experience, you may hear Reaſon 
And never maim your Fighting; for your Credit, 
3 (41) Which you chink yoo have loſt, ſpare Charles 1 d 
, ſwinge me, | 
And ſoundly, three or four walking Velvet Cloaks,; 
That wear Swords not to guard 'em; yet, deſerve it, 
Thou art made up again. Euſt. All "tp is Lipsfalve.. - 
Mir, It ſhall be Heart's-eaſe, Euſtace, e er I have done: 
As for thy Father's Anger, now thou dar'ſt fight. 
Ne'er fear't, for l've the Dowcets of his Gravity 
Faſt in a String, and will ſo pinch and wring bin. 
That, ſpite. of his Authority, thou ſhalt make 0 
Thine own Conditions with him. bo 
Euſt. I'll take Leave. 
A little to conſider. Char. Here « comes Andrew. . 
Mir. But without his Comical and learned Face. 
What ſad Diſaſter, Auaretmp? And. You may read, Sir, 
A Tragedy in my Face. Mir. Art thou in Earneſt? 
Aud. Yes, by my Life, Sir; and if now you 9 7 a 
And ſpeedily by Force or by Perſuaſion, 
My good old Maſter (for now I pity him) 
Is ruin'd for ever. Char. Ha, my Father | Aud He, Sir. 
Mir. By what means? Speak, | 
Aud. At the Suit of Monſieur Lewis, Yo » | 


* 
* 2 


_ Spare Charles, and fringe me, 

And ſoundly, three or four walking velvet Chaks, 

That wear no Swords to guard em] How would Euflace 
give Proof of his Valour, by beating three or four Beaux who 
no Swords to defend themſelves with? The Meaning undoubtedly 
is, who wear Swords for Ornament, and not for Uſe, as Cow above 
ſays, he does; and that the Court allows it. Put not for no, and it 
will give this Senſe : only it will Rill remain capable of the former, 
1 would therefore read, 


That wear Swords not te guard them, &C. Mr. Seward. 
M 4 | His 


(41) 
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His Houſe is ſeizd upon, and he in Perſoenn 


Is under Guard, (I ſaw it with theſe Eyes, Sir,) 
To he convey'd to Paris, and there ſentenc'd. | 
Mir. Nay, then there is no Jeſting. bond, jun ive, / 
And know my Father injur'd ? © + 
And. And what's worſe, Sir, | 
My Lady Angellina.— Fuft.” What of heh: 
And. She's carried away too. Mir. n! J 
Aud. While you were abſent, 
A Crew of Monſieur | Lewis's F Ben ind Kinſmen 
By force brake in at th* back part of the -Houſe, 
And-took her away by Violence; faithful Anarew, 
(As this can witneſs for him,) did his beſt 
In her Defence, but *rwould not do. Mir. Away, 
And ſee our Horſes faddled ; tis no Time \ 
To talk, but do + Euſtace, you now are offer'd 
A ſpacious Field, and in a pious ' War 
To exerciſe your Valour; here's a Cauſe, 
And ſuch a one, in which to fall is ade; 
Your Duty and Reverence due to a Father's Name 
Commianding-it ; but thefe unnatural Jars,-  - 
Ariſing between Brothers, ſhould you proſper, 1 45 
Wou' d ſhame your Victory. Euſt. I wou'd do much, Sir; 
But ſtill my Reputation — Mir. Charles ſhall give you 
All decent Satisfaction; nay, join Hands, $ 
And heartily ; why, this is done like Brothers; 
And old as I am, in this Cauſe that concerns 
The Honour of our Family, Monſieur Lewss, - 
If Reaſon cannot work, ſhall find and feel 
There's hot Blood in this Arm, Il lead you bravely. 
Euſt. And if I follow not, a Coward's Name 


Be branded on my Forehead ! Char. This Spirit makes you 


A Sharer in my Fortunes. Mir. And in mine, 

Of which (Briſac once freed, and Angellina 

Again in our Poſſeſſion) you ſhall know, 

My Heart ſpeaks in my Tongue. | 
25 dare not doubt it, Sir. [ Exeunt. 


> SCENE 


K wa. ame 


we : 


"The Elder Bae 
* As 44414 e 


Ss: 0 E * E . 3 


Enter Levi; Brifac, Angellina Sylvia, and Offs. 9 


Lew. Tm deaf to all Perſuaſion, © Bri. Tuſe none, 
Nor doubt I, though 4 while my Innocence 77 a 
But when the King ſhall anderRtakt how falſely 3 
Your Malice hath inform*d him, he in Ja aur 
(42) Muſt Tet me right again. Ang. Sir, let not _ 
So far tranſport you as to think in Reaſon, _ 

This violent Courſe repairs, but rather ruins 
That Honour, you Eg build up: You: ati, 
What you would ſeem to nouriſh, * if Reſpect 

Of my Preferment, or my Reputation, 


May challenge your paternal Love and Gre? aa At 


Why do you, now good Fortune has p ovided _ 7 i 
A better Husband for me than your Hopes Nan 
Could ever fancy, ſtrive to rob me of himm 
In what is m — Charles defective, Sir? %% 
Unleſs deep be a Blemiſh in him, er 
Or well- Saen. Limbs be Mulcts in Nature, 

Or, what you only aim'd at, large Revenues N. 


Are on the ſudden grown diſtaſtfull to ou 11 
Of what can you accuſe him? Lew. Gf a Rape Bo 
Done to my Honour, which thy ray "nous Luſt "OY 
Made thee conſent to. e eee 

Hl. Her Luſt! You are her Fatber. i 8 E 


Lew. And you her Bawd. A | RIS 
H.. Were you ten Lords, *tis falſe ; bet oe 
The Pureneſs of her chaſt Thoughts entertains not 


Such ſpotted Inſtruments. Ang. As I have a Soul, Sir 


Lew, I am not to be alter; d; to fic down 


(43) —— n let not 22 ; 
So far n. you as to think in Reaſon, FN 
This violent Courſe repairs, but ruins it; 187 | 7 
That Honour you would build up yon * "Y | | 
What you would ſtem to nour 2 is Paſſage Gans: wel 
Pointing, is Ml Obſcurity and Nonſenſe. In the think Verſe, there 
s a Relative (it) without any antecedent Subſtantive. I have, by 
the Afſiftance of the old 2»arto's retriev'd the true Reading 2 arid 
my Adjuſtment of the Stops makes all clear. With 
I 
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1 With this Diſgrace would argue me a Peaſant 

And not born. Noble: All Rigour that the Law 

And that Enereaſe of Pow'r — Favour . 

Shall be with all Severity inflicted; | 

You have the King's Hand for't ;.no Bail will frve 

|; And therefore at 5 10 Perils, Officers, away with em. 
| | Bri. This is Madneſs. Lew. TOE, Rr in apen W 
4 And there I'll anſwer uu. 

4 "Enter Miramont, Charles, Eike, nd | Andrew, 


Mir. Well overtaken. 

Char, Ill, if they dare it, Zu. Ken that e 
But one Step forward, dies. Lem. Shew the King's Writ, 

Mir. Shew your Diſcretion, *twill become you. better, | 
Char, To re Prey * in my 2 and if again 

with you, let me for ever ee! Ty el. 

80 Force will not do't, nor Threats, Ws Avg 
From your deſpair'd of Euſtace. And. And beware, 
Your reverend Worſhip never more attempt 
To ſearch my Lilly-pat ; you ſee, what ollous. 

Lew. Is the King's Pow'r contermn'd ? 


Mir. No, but the Torrent . 
And ber) you, good S, 


1 O' your wilful Folly ſto pp'd 
WW. If you wou'd but de ſenſi e, what can you win 
But the Satisfaction of an obſtinate Will, | 
That is not tender*d to you ; rather than 
Be croſs'd in what you purpos'd, you'll — 5 
Your Daughter's Fame, the Credit of your Judgment, 
And your old fooliſh Neighbour z make your States, 
(43) And in a Suit not worth a Cardecue, qa. 
A Prey to Advocates, and their buckram Scribes ; 3 
And after they have plum'd ye, return home 
Like a couple of naked Fowls without a Feather. 
Char. This is a moſt ſtrong Truth, Sir. 
Mir. No, no, Monſieur, © Md 
Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charges 3 
But when our Follies are repelPd by. Reaſon, - 


, (24) — avorth a Cardecue, ] We have made an Engl 
Word of This from a Corruption of the French, un Quart 4 th 
i. e. 8 fourth Part of a French Crown. Thi 

1 


75 —_ TY W 

Tis fit that we retreat, and neer come on more: 
Obſerve my learned Charles, he'll get thee a Nephew, 
On Angellina, ſhall diſpute in her Belly, 
And ſuck the Nurſe by Logick. And here's Euſtace, 
He was an Aſs, but now is grown an Amadis; 

| Nor ſhall he want a Wife, if all my Land 

y For a IT ade, od 

7 And of a gentle Nature, in your Looks | 

: ] ſee a kind Conſent, and it ſhews lovely. 

And do you hear, old Fool? but Ill not chide 5 

Hereafter, like me, eyer doat on Learning, 

The meer Belief is excellent, twill fave you; 


. And next love Valour, though you dare not fight 
r, Your ſelf, or fright a fooliſh Officer; young K 
| Can do it to a Hair. And to conclude, © 
el. Let Andrew's Farm b'increas'd, that is your 8 | 
ce You know for what ; and, ſee, you rut no more, v. 
- You underſtand me. So embrace on all Sides. 5 
I'll pay thoſe Billmen, and make large Amends) * ; 
Proyided we preſerve * ſtill Our - a N 
| "Exon ens. 
n, 
, 
"A . 
_ - TM. 
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7 1 Sn not the Hands, or. Smiles, or common 2 
Of Approbation 10 4 wel lib d Play, 


We only bope; But that you freely would, 


To th Author's Memory, ſo far unfold, 

And ſhew your Loves and Liking to his Wit, 
Not in your Praiſe, but often ſeeing it; 
That being the grund Aſſurance, that can give 
The Poet and the Player Means to live. 
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1 tell ye, Sa we have a Play, . 

A new one too, and that "tis launch d to Da, 
The Name ye know, that's nothing to my 6197s; *. 

To tell ye, *tis familiar, void of Glory,. 

Of State, of Bitterneſs ; of Wit, you'll fo, WE 

For that is now held Wit, that tends. that way, 
Which we avoid: To tell ye too, lis merry, | 
And meant to make you pleaſant, and not weary: 

The Stream that guides ye, eaſy to attend: 
To tell ye, that tis good; is to no_End,. 
If you believe not, Nay, to go thus far, | 

To ſwear it, if you ſwear againſt, is War. © 
To aſure you any thing, unleſs you ſee, 

And fo conceive, is Vanity in ne 

Therefore J leave it to it ſelf ; and pray, 

Like a good Bark, it may work out to day, | 
And ftem all Doubts ; *twas built for Juch a 5 os ; 
And we hope highly : If ſhe lie alu | 
For ber own Vantage, to give Wind at Will 

Why, let her work, only be you but till, 

And, fuveet-opinion'd ; and we are bound to ſay, © 
Teure worthy Judges, and you crown the Play. 
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DRAMATIS 


| Don Henrique, an uxorious Lord, cruel 10 his Brother. 


Don Jamie, younger Brother io Don Henrique. 


Bartolus, @ covetous Lawyer, Husband to Amaranta. 
Leandro, 4 Gentleman who wantonly loves the Toe 
Fife. 144 ER | ; (7.4 a 


$5) * % * * 0 Sb 


Milanes, * Tu wa Geatlemen, Friends to Leandro. b 
Arſenio, e e IM 


Aſcanio, Son to Don Henrique. 
Octavio, ſuppoſed Husband 10 r= po 


Lopez, the Spaniſh Curate. 
Diego, bis Sexton. 


Aſſiſtant, which ve call 4 Judge. 
Algaziers, whom ive call Serjeants. 


Four Pari vifimers, Apparitor, N Servants, 


WOMEN. 


Violante, ſuppoſed Wife to Don 3 
Jacintha, formerly contracted to Don Reue, 
Amaranta, Wife to Bartolus. . 

A Woman Moor, Servant to Amaranta, 
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ay) BANDRO paid all. N 
= Mil. Tis his uſual Cuſtom, of 

© (2) And requiſite he ſhould : He has no 
The funeral Black, your rich Hot” ear 
a wWoeiͤth Joy, 
When he pretends to weep for his dead Father. 
Your gathering Sires ſo long heap Muck — 


(1) We are now come to the Spaniſh Curate, 1 moſt excellent Pla 
and from whence two of our firſt Rate Modern Plays, the 75 
2 2 on Batchellor, Ä — — moſt comick Scenes. It 
is as full of Humour; Sprightlineſs and Pleaſantry, as any one Comedy 
in the whole feet Spe NT: and pets Works: And were 
it not that an Adulterer is rather ſet in too amiable a Light, T ps 
ſcarce any e x cou wiſh to ſee oftener Nr the Stage. 


Mr. Seward. | 
(2) - — — t of 

The funeral Black (your rich Heir wears with 7 Ta. 

When he pretends to weep for his dead Father ;) is wks 
ment is ſhadow'd out. from 'one of the ſeleect 1 
and Punt, Sr Rus. 

Heredis fletus ſub Perſons Riſus w) 

Which Ben Jonson has thus very cloſely tranſlated, in his r. 
—Tut! forget, Sir. 


The Weeping of an ſhould flill bt 3 . 
Under @ Viſor.  _ | 2 
That 


Voi N 


178 The Spaniſh Curate. ? 
That their kind Sons, to rid them of their Cats | 
Wiſh them in Heav'n; or if they take a Taſte \ 
Of Purgatory by the way, it matters not, 1 
Provided they remove hence; what is befaln 
To his Father, in the other World, I ask not; 
I am ſure, his 1 atk is heard: Would, I could uſe one 
For mine, in the ſame Method, Arſ. Fie upon thee! 
This is prophane, _ _ 
Mil. Good Doctor, do not ſchool me 
For a Fault you are not free from: On my Life, 
Were all Heirs in Corduba put to their Oaths, 
They would confeſs with me, tis a ſound Tenet : 
Pm fure, Leandro does. 
Arſ. He is th* Owner of 
A fair Eſtate. | 195 | 
Mil. And fairly he deſerves it, | 
He's a Royal Fellow; yet obſerves a Mean : 
In all his Courſes, carefull too on whom | 
He ſhowers his Bounties: He, that's liberal 
To all alike, m 71 do a Good by Chance, 
But never out of Judgment: This invites 
The prime Men of the City to frequent | 
All * Tok he reſorts to, = are 1＋ 15 
In his ſweet Converſe. | 
4 . noms a the Brother 2 
o the Grandee Don Henrique, m Fang 
With his Behaviour. wee OE | 
Mil. There is ſomething more in't: A 
He needs his Purſe, and knows how to make Uſe ont. | 
*Tis now in Faſhion for your Don, that's 4 
To vow all Leagues of Tiendſhip with a Merchant 
That can ſupply his Wants; and howſo&er 
Don Jamie's noble born, his elder Brother 
Don Henrique's rich, and his Revenues long fince 
Enereas d by marrying with a wealthy Heir, 
Call'd Madam Violante, he yet holds | 
A hard Hand o'er Jamie, _— him 
A bare Annuity only. | 
Arſ. Yet, tis faid, 
He hath no "Child ; and by the Laws of ily 


If he die without Iſſue, Don A * | 
[Inherits his Eſtate. © | 5 We 
Mil. Why, that's the Reaſon Wo 
If their ſo many Jars: Though the young = | 
Be ſick of th* elder Brother,” and in Reaſon VN 
Shou'd flatter, and obſerve him; he's of a Nature" a 4 
Too bold and fierce to ſtoop ſo, but vears up, 
Preſuming on his Hopes. 
Arſ. What's the young Lad enn ha 
That all of em make ſo much of Al E009 A 
Mil. Tis a ſweet One, Bind: Ko, 
And the beſt-condition'd Youth I ever fa yet; 


80 humble, and ſo affable, chat he Wins . if 
The Love of all that know him ; and fo modeſt, See 


That, in deſpite of Poverty, he word ſtarve No 
Rather than ask a Courteſy. He's the Son of FIR 

A poor caſt Captain, one OFavioz 91 
And She, that once was call'd the fair Faiths; 
Is happy in being his Mother: For his fake,” 


Enter Jamie, Leandro, and Aſcanio. 11 
Though in their Fortunes faln, they are eſteem'd of, 
And cheriſh'd by the beſt; O, here they come. 

I now may ſpare his Character, but obſerve ee 
He'll juſtify my Report. | 

Jam. My good Aſcanio, $18 
Repair more often to me; above Women 
Thou ever ſhalt be welcome. | 

Aſc. My Lord, your Favours 
May quickly teach a raw. untutor'd Youth 
To be both rude and ſawcy, 

Lan. Lou cannot be 


Too frequent, where you are ſo much deſir'd : 


| And give me Leave, dear Friend, to be your Rival 


In part of his Affection; 1 will — it 
At any Rate. 


Jam. Stood I but now. poſſe 
Of what my future Hope preſages to me, | 
I then would make it clear thou hadft a Patron, 
That wou'd not fay, but do: Yet.as I am, 


N2 | Be 
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Be mine, Ill not receive thee as a Servant; 

But as my Son; and though I want my ſelf, 

No Page attending in the Court of Spain 

Shall find a kinder Maſter, rin cn 
Aſc. beſeech you, | 

That my Refuſal of fo great an Offer 


May make no ill Conſtruction; *cis not Pride 
(That common Vice is far from my Condition) 
That makes you a Denial to receive 
A Favour I ſhou'd ſue for : Nor the Faſhion, _ 
Which the Country follows, in which to be a Servant 
In thoſe that groan beneath the heavy Weight 
Of Poverty, is held an Argument mk 
Of a baſe abjet Mind. I wiſh, my Tears 
Were fit to do you Service in a nature N 
That might become a Gentleman: (give me Leave 
To think my ſelf one.) My Father ſerv'd the King 
As a Captain in the Field; and though his Fortune 
Return*d him home a poor Man, he was rich 
In Reputation, and Wounds fairly taken; | 
Nor am I by his ill Succeſs deterr'd; | | 
J rather feel a ſtrong Deſire that ways nme 
To follow his Profeſſion ; and if Heav'n. | + 
Hath mark'd me out to be a Man, how proud, 
Pth* Service of my Country, ſhou'd I be, 
To trail a Pike under your brave Command! _ 
There, I wou'd follow you as a Guide to Honour, \ 
Though all the Horrors of the War made up 
To flop my" Paſſage. nyt ᷣͤ hr Þ 

Jam. Thou'rt a hopeful Boy, 
And it was bravely ſpoken: For this Anſwer, 
I love thee more than ever. 8 9 7 

Mil. Pity, ſuch Seeds 5 2107 
Of promiſing Courage ſhou'd not grow and proſper 

Ang. Whatever his reputed Parents be 
He hath a Mind that ſpeaks him right and noble. 

Lean. You make him bluſh : It needs not, ſweet ſcan; 
We may hear Praiſes when they are deſery'd, 
Our Modeſty unwounded. By my Life, 

I wou'd add ſomething to the building up 


» a 
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So fair a Mund; and if till you are fit 
To bear Arms in the Field, you'll ſpend ſome Years 
In Salamanca, I'll ſupply your Studies 
With all Conveniences. 1 
Aſc. Your Goodneſs, Signiors, . 
And charitable Favours overwhelm me. 
If I were of your Blood, you cou'd not be 
More tender of me: What then can I pay, 
A poor Boy and a Stranger, but a Heart | 
Bound to your Service? With what Willin gneſs 
I wou*d receive, good Sir, your noble Offer, 
Heav'n can bear witneſs for me : But, alas, 
Shou'd I embrace the Means to raiſe my Fortunes, 
I muſt deſtroy the Lives of my poor Parents, 
To whom I owe my Being, they in mne 
Place all their Comforts; and; as if I were _ 
The Light of their dim Eyes, are ſo indulgent, _ 
They cannot brook one ſhort Day's Abſence from me; 
And, what will hardly win Behef, though young, 
I am their Steward and their Nurſe: The Bounties, 
Which others beſtow on me, ſerve to ſuſtain em; 
And, to forſake them in their Age, in me 
Were more than Murther. | 


Enter Nn 


4 This is a kind of Beggin . 
Wou'd make a Broker ris : 
Mil. Here. 
Sweet-heart, I wiſh it were more. 
Lean, When this'is ſpent, 
Seek for Supply to me. 
Jam. Thy Piety 
For ever be remembred ! Nay, take all; 
Though *rwere my Exhibition to a Ryal 
For one whole Year. 
Hf Aſc. High Heav'ns reward your Goodneſs} “ 
mo 3 Hen. So, Sir, is this a Slip: of your own Grafting ; 
You are ſo prodigal ? 
Jam. A Slip. Sir? Hen. 8 
A Slip; or call it by the proper Name, 
N 3 Tour 
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Tour Baſtarxc. bid A A 
Jam. You're neden d ; do not ke me, 
I ſhall forget your Birth if you pr — NaN T 311 
And uſe you, as your Manners &% deſerve, | 
| Uncivilly. | 
1 Hen, So brave Pray you, give me Hearing; 3 
Who am I, Sir? 
Jam. My Elder Brother: One, 
That might have been born a Fool, and ſo reputed, 
But that you had the Luck to creep into 
The World a Year before me. Lean. Be more temperate. 
Jam. I neither can nor will, unleſs I learn it 
By his Example ; Let him uſe his harſh. 
Unſavoury Reprehenſions upon thoſe | 
That are his and not on me, The Land | 
Qur Father left to him alone, rewards him, 
For being twelve Months elder ; let that be 
Forgotten, and let his Paraſites remember 
One Quality of Worth or Virtue in him 
That may authorize him to be a Cenſurer | 
Of me, or my Manners, and I will 
Acknowledge him for a Tutor; till then, never. 
Hen. From whom have you your Means, Sir? 
am. From the Will 
Ot my dead Father; I am ſure, I ſpend not, 
Nor giveꝰ't upon your Purſe, | 
Hen. But will it hold out 
Without my Help? Jam. I am ſure, it ſhall, n Bann 
For ſooner I will ſeek Aid from a Whore, 
Than a Courteſy from you. 
| Hen. Tis well; you are proud of 45 
|| Your new Exchequer, when you have cheated him, 
j And worn him to the Quick, I may be tonne 
|| In the Liſt of your Acquaintance. 
1. Lean. Pray you, hold, | 
And give me Leave, my Lord, to ay thus much, 
And in mine own Defence, I am no Gull ; 
To be wrought on by Perſuaſion ; nor no Coward | 
To be beaten out ; of my Means, but inne to whom 


And 


ate. 


All was rak'd up for me, 17 chankfull Brother; 
| 4 


rr m_ 
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And why J give or lend, and will do n 3 

But what my Reaſon warrantsz you may be 

As ſparing as you pleaſe, I muſt be bold 

To make Uſe of my own, without your Licence. 

am. *Pray thee, let him alone, he is not Sond 5 

All chat he do's, Leandro, is for my Good; 1 
I think, there's not a Gentleman of Spain * | 
That has a better Steward, than I have of him. az Nan 
Hen. Your Steward, Sir ? a | 


Jam. Yes, and a provident one - 3 
Why, he knows, I am giv'n to large Expence, int 
And therefore lays up for me: Could you believe elle | 
That he, that fixteen Years hath worn the Yoke” ' jt 
Of barren Wedlock, without Hope of Iſſue, | | 
His Coffers full, his Lands and Vineyards fruitfull, 

Cou'd be fo ſold to baſe and: ſordid Thrift, 
As almoſt to deny himſelf the Means © 
And Neceſſaries of Life? Alas, he knows, 
The Laws of Spain appoint me for his Heir, 
That all muſt come to me, if I out- live him 


| Which ſure, I muſt do, by the: Courſe of Name; 


And the Aſſiſtance of good Mirth, and Sack, 
How ever you prove melancholy. 
Hen. If I live, 
Thou dearly ſhalt repent this. 7 When thou're * 
J am ſure, ! ſhall not. Mil. Now they begin to burn 
Like opposꝰd Meteors. Arſ. Give them Line, and Way, 
My Life for Don Jamie. . 
Jam. Continue {till 
The excellent Husband, and j join Farm to Farm, | ” 
Suffer no Lordſhip, that in a clear Da b 
Falls in the Proſpect of your covetous Eye 51 AN 
To be another's; forget, you are a Grandee  - 
Take Uſe upon Uſe, and cut the Throats of Heirs _ 
With coz'ning Mortgages: Rack your poor Tenants, | 
Till they look like ſo many Skeletons 
For Want of Food; and when that Widows Curſes, 
The Ruins of ancient Families, Tears of Orphans, 
Have hurried you to the Devil; ever remember, 
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That will dance merrily upon your Grave. in 
And, perhaps, give a double Piſto let 


To ſome poor needy Friar, to ſay a e 6 tet 

To keep your Ghoſt from e MI an 
Hen. That the Law 219 46 «a - 

Should force me to endure this! pike „ 0 2114 080 
Jam. Verily,, _ | Ld if} 


When this ſhall come to pals, as fare? it will, 

If you can find a Loop-hols though in Hell, 

To look on my Behaviour, you ſhal] ſee me 
Ranſack your Iron Cheſts; and once again 
Pluto's flame-colour'd Daughter ſhall: be free 

To domineer in Taverns, Maſques, and Revels, 
As ſhe was us'd, before ſhe was your Captive. 
Methinks, the meer Conceit of it ſhould — you 
Go home ſick, and diſtemper'd: if it do | 
Fll ſend you a Doctor of mine own, and after 
Take Order for your Funeral. LI: 

Hen. Lou have faid,-Sirz ©» . 
I will not fight with Words, but Deeds to tame you 5 
Reſt confident, I will; and thou ſhalt wiſh, AN 
This Day thou hadſt been dumb. MR Eat. 

Mil. Lou have giv'n him a Heat, | 

But with your own Diſtemper. 
Jem. Not a whit, _ #1 
No he is from mine Eye, I can bn merry, 
Forget the Cauſe and bing: All Plagues go with him! 
Let's talk of ſomething elſe: What N cs is is trring? 
Nothing to paſs the Time ? 

Mil. Faith, it is ſaid, . 

That the next Summer will determine nic 
Of that we long have talk'd of, touching the Wars. 

Lean. What have we to do with them? Let us diſcourſe 
Of what concerns our ſelves. Tis now in Faſnion, 
To have your Gallants ſet down in a Tavern, [what 
What the Arch-Duke's Purpoſe is the next Spring, and 
Defence my Lords, the States, prepare; what Courſe 
The Emperor takes againſt the encroaching Turt; 
And whether his Moony-ſtandards are N 
* 4 e and all Wh „ 


2 


» & * 4 
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The wiſer Sort of State · Worms ſeem to k nu 
Better than their own. Affairs: This is Diſcourſe 
Fit for the Council it. concerns; we are young, 
And if that l might give the Theme, were better 
To talk of handſome Women. Mil. And that's ne 
Almoſt as general. Ar/. Yet none agree 
Who are the faireſt. 

Lean. Some prefer the French, 
For their conceited Dreſſings : Some the plump 
Italian Bona-Roba's, ſome the State 
That ours obſerve ; and I have heard one ſwear, 
A merry Friend of mine, that once in London 
He did enjoy the Company of a Gameſter, 
A common Gameſter too, that in one Night 
Met. him th* Ialian, French, and Spaniſh Ways, 
And ended in the Dutch ; for, to cool her ſelf, 
She kiſgd him drunk th” in | 

Jam. We may ſpare | | 
The Travell of our Tongues in foreign Nations, 
When in Corduba, if you dare give Credit 
To my Report, (for J have ſeen her, Gallants,) 
There lives a Woman, of a mean Birth too, 
And meanly match'd, whoſe all- excelling Form 
Diſdains Compariſon wich any She, 


(3) That ues in for a Fair One; and though nub. 


Pere rr T 


= == 


From 
(3) - and the you 2 | | 
From ene Country of the Earth the beſt. 
Of thoſe erfeBions, awhich the Climate yields a 
o help to make her up, if put in Balance, © . 
This will weigh down the Scale.) This Dünn comes ; 
in very ſtrongly in Support of a Parallel one of SyaxEsPRARE f 


in his Qmbeline, which has been unneceſſarily tamper'd with. 


And that She hath all court Parts more exquiſite. 
| Than Lady, Ladies, Woman; from each One 

The beſt Shs hath, and Ve, 27 all „ 217 
Outſells hem all. 


I cannot ſee an my eee Nonſenſe in this, cintel o'er- | 
Criticks will labour to expound it into ſuch. The Poet's Text is a 
Juſt Climax ; ſcil. She hath all courtly Parts more exquiſite than | 
any fingle Lady whoever ; ay, than many Ladies; 'nay, than E 
| the whole Sex put together.” Ferdinand — of his Miſtreſs | 
3 Miranda, ſays almoſt the ſame Thing in the Tempefl. 1 
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OT TY TREO ERS: 


| Of an imagin'd Form, 


Nor am I ſo much fir'd with Luſt as Envy, 
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From every Country of the Earth the beſt 


Of thoſe Perfections, which the Climate yes 
To help to make her up, if put in rg 
This will weigh down the Scale. 

Lean. You talk of Wonders. r 

Jam. She is, indeed, a Wonder, and ſo kept; 
And, as the World deſerv'd not to behold 
What curious Nature made without a Pattern, 
Whoſe Copy ſhe hath loft too, ſhe's ſnut I 
Sequeſtred from the World. | 

Lean. Who is the Owner | 
Of ſuch a Jem? I am fir'd. Fam. One Bartalus, 


A wrangling Advocate. Arſ. A Knave on Record. | 


Mil. J am ſure, he cheated me of the beſt Part 
Of my Eſtate. Jam. Some Buſineſs calls me hence, 
And of Importance, which denies me Leiſure 
To give you his full Character: In few Words, 
Though rich, he's covetous beyond Expreſſion 'S 
And, to increaſe his Heap, will dare the Devil, 


And all the Plagues of Darkneſs : And to chele 


So jealous, as if you wou'd parallel 

Old Argus to him, you muſt multiply 

His Eyes an hundred times: Of theſe none i 

He, that would charm the heavieſt Lid; muſt hire 

A better Mercury, than Jove made Uſe of: 
Bleſs your ſelves from the Thought of him and her, 


For *twill be Labour loſt ! So, farewel, Signiors. ¶ Exit. 


Arſ. Leandro? In a Dream? Wake Man, for Shame. 
Mil. Trained into a Fool's Paradiſe, with a Talc 


Lean. Jamie is noble, N 
And with a forg'd Tale would not wrong his Friends 


That ſuch a Churl as Bartolus ſhould reap 
So ſweet a Harveſt ; half my State to any, 
To help me to a Share. 

x Tuſh, do not hope: for 


— 0 But Tow, O Tas, 
4 perſect and /o peerleſs, are created 
of ev'ry —— s beſt, 


Impoſ- 
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Impoſſibilities. Lean. I muſt enjoy her, 0 
And my prophetick Love tells me, I ſhall, 
Lend me but your Aſſiſtance. 
Arſ. Give it o'er. La b | 
Mil. 1 would not have thee fool'd. © 5 3 9 
Lean. I have ſtrange N 8 = 
Faſhioning here, and Barto/us on the Anvil 5 21 | 
Diſſuade me not, but help me. | | 
Mil. Take your Fortune, 


If you come off well, praiſe your Wit ; if not, 
Expect to be the Subject of our Laughter. [Excunt. 


SCENE I. 


Enter Octavio, and Jacintha. 


Jac. You met Don Ha ? 
Oct. Yes. | 
Fac. W hat Comfort bring you? 
Speak chearfully : How did my Letter work 
On his hard Temper? I am ſure, I wrote it 
So feelingly, and with the Pen of Sorrow, 
That it muſt force Compunction. 
OZ. You are cozen'd'; 
Can you with one Hand prop a falling Tow'r? 
Or with the other ſtop the raging Main, 
When it breaks in on the uſurped Shore? 
Or any thing that is impoſlible ? 
And then conclude, that there is ſome way left 
To move him to Compaſſion. ; 
Fac. Is there a Juſtice | 
; Or Thunder, my Octavio, and he : 
| Not ſunk unto the Center? of 
O#. Good Jacintba, 
With your lon e practis'd Patience hes Afflictions: | 
And by provoking call not on Heav'n's Anger; 
He did not only ſcorn to read your Letter, 
But, moſt inhuman as he is, he curs d vou, | 
Curs'd you moſt bitterly. '- 
Fac. The bad Man's Charity. 5 * 


4 


De f ſpaniſh Su 


Oh, that I cou'd forget there were a Tye, 


In me, upon him! or the Relief I ſeek, / »f 
If given, were Bounty in him, and not Debe, 
Debt of a dear Accompt ! 

OF. Touch not that String, | 
*T will but increaſe your Sorrow; * tame > RB 
The Balm of the oppreſs'd, which hitherto 
Hath eas d your griev*d Soul, and preſerv'd your Fame, 
Muſt be your Surgeon ſtill, 

Fats If the Contagion | 
O Misfortunes had not ſpread it ſelf 
— gf Son Aſcanio, though my Wants 

ere centuply*d upon my felt, I cou'd be patient: 
But he is ſo good, I ſo miſerable, | 
His pious Care, his Duty, and Obedience, 


And all that can be wiſh'd for from a Son, 


Diſcharg'd to me, and J, barr'd of all Means 
To return any Scruple of the Debt | 


I owe him as a Mother, is a Torment, 


Too painfull to be borne. | 4; 
Or. 1 ſuffer with you, 
In that; yet find in this Aa Comfort ; 


High Heay'n ordains, whoſe Purpoſes cannot alter, 


Children, that pay Obedience to their Parents, 
Shall never beg their Bread, 


Enter Aſcanio. 


. Fac. Here comes our Joy; - 
Where has my deareſt been ? | 
Aſc. IJ have made, Mother, 
A fortunate Voyage, and brought home rich Prize, 
In a few Hours: The Owners too contended, 


From whom I took it. See, here's Gold, good d Store too; 


Nay, pray you, take it. 

Fac, Mens Charities are ſo cold, 17 
That if I knew not thou wert made of Goodneſs, 
*T would breed a Jealouſy in me, by what Means 
Thou cam'ſt by ſuch a Sum. 

Aſe. Were it ill got, 


5 am ſure, it could not be entploy*d ſd well 
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As to relieve your Wants. Some noble Friends, 
Raiv'd by Heav'n's Mercy to me, not my W 
Beſtow*d it on me, 

OZ. It were a Sacrilege | 2 
To rob thee of their Bounty; lince they 2 75 it = 
To thy Uſe only. | r 

ac. Buy thee brave Cloaths with-i it, 

And fi thee for a Fortune, and leave un 
To our Neceſſities; why do'ſt thou weep ? 

Aſc. Out of my Fear 1 have offended you; 
For had I not, I am ſure, you are too kind 
Not to accept the Offer of my * 
In which I am a Gainer; I have heard 
My Tutor ſay, of all aereal Fow!t! 
The Stork's the Embleme of true Piety; 
Becauſe, when Age hath ſeiz d upon his Dam, 4 ot 
And made unfit for Flight, the grateful young one 0 
Takes her upon his Back, provides her N00 32] 
Repaying fo her tender Care of him, 
E'er he was fit to fly, by bearing br. | 2976) 
Shall I then, that have Reaſon and Diſcourſe, 7 
That tell me, all I can do is too little, 
Be more unnatural than a ſilly Bird? NA 
Or feed or cloath my ſelf ſuperfluouſly. Nor: 2 
(4) And know, nay, ſee you want? 2 Saints s keep me 
From ſuch Impiety ! ! 0 

Jac. Can I be wretched, 1 CC 
And know my ſelf the Mother to fuch Goodneſs? 

OF. Come let us dry our Eyes, well have a Fealt, 
Thanks to our little Steward, | 

Fac. And, in him, 
Believe, that we are rich. 

Aſe. l'm ſure, I am, | 
While I have Pow'r to comfort you, wad fron you. (re. 


; 7 £Z 


* 
. 
+ " 0 


(4) Holy Saints keep me.] Aſcanio's Speech ends with an im 
ſect Sentence, and * Nb er which ſupplies it, exact! l. 
up the Hemiſtich which follows. So that it is very probable it was 
an accidental Omiſſion, which one may venture to fill up without 
Danger of adding what is not our Author: 5. Mr. Seward. 
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One only Child, that may e whats ours, a 
Is cruelly deny'd us? 1 191 181 
Hen. "Tis the Curſe hae) 121 Vid 

i 


With Joy, behold the Models . their Youth 


On my Calamity. 


And make him Noble. But the Laws of Spain, 
Intending to preſerye all ancient Houſes, 


Enter 8 joy Violante, | ah 


Viol. Is it m 565 Fault, Don Heurigue, or my Fate * 
What's my Offence? I came young to your Bed, 12 6 | 
I had a fruitful Mother, and you mer me | 
With equal Ardour in your May of Blood , 1 
And why then am I barren? An | 

Hen. Tis not in Man 0 Iv; 
To yield a Reaſon for the Will of Hear n, ban od | 
Which i is inſcrutable. | 5 05-264 

Viol. To what Uſe "is 42 84 
Full Fortunes, and the meaner Sort of Bleflings,'./ oN | 
When that, which is the Crown of all our Wilkes, T 
The Period of human Happineſs, Wb 00 


Of great Eſtates to want thoſe dg, which ol 19% 
The Poor are happy in: They ina Hate 


And, as their. Root decays, thoſe budding Branches 1 
Sprout forth and flouriſh, to renew their Age; 
But this is the Beginning, not the End A is) 
Of Miſery to me, that *gainſt my Will, ? 014 
Since Heav'n denies us Iſſue of our own, | N 
Muſt leave the Fruit of all my Care and Travell - I 

'To an unthankful Brother, Py 8 BO 


Viol. I will rather chooſe - 
A Baſtard from the Hoſpital and adopt _ 
And nouriſh him as mine own. 5 
Hen. Such an Evaſion, | $i 
My Violante, is forbid to us; 
Happy the Roman State, where it was Jawfull, | 
If our own Sons were vicious, to chooſe one 
Out of a virtuous Stock, though of poor Patents, 


Prevent 
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prevent ſuch free Elections; with this, my Brothers 
Too well acquainted, and' this makes him brig IK 
To reign o'er me, as a Maſter. 

Viol. I will fire 
The Portion I — ohh Ros hit * ſpend 
A Ryal of it: No Quirk left, no Quiddit, | 
That may defeat him? Hen. Were I but confirm'd, 
That you wou'd take the Means Þ uſe with Patience, | 
As I muſt practiſe it with my Diſhonour, 
I cou'd lay level with the Earth his Hopes, 
That ſoar above the Clouds with Expectation, | 
To ſee me in my Grave. Viol. Effect but this, 
And our Revenge ſhall be to us a Son, 
That ſhall inherit for us. Hen. SOR not 2: repent 
When tis too late. 

Viol. I fear not, what may fall 3 


He diſpoſſeſs d, e en al 0 [Exeunt. 
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A C N 8 C E N E 1. 
(5) Eater Leandro, Milanes, and Arſenio. 3 


Mil. CAN any thing but Wonder — 
Lean. Wonder on, | 

Jam, as ye ſee; an what will follow; anche: 

Arſ. Why doſt thou put on this Form? what can chisdo? 
Thou Jook*ſt moſt fillily. Mil. Like a young LI 
A halt-pin'd Puppy, that would write for a Ryal. 
Is this a commanding Shape to win a Beauty ? 
To what Uſe, what "Occaſion ? 

Lian, Peace, ye are Fools, | 
More filly than my Out · ſide ſeems, ye are ignorant; 


They, that pretend to Wonders, muſt weave cunningly. 
Ar/. What manner of Acceſs can Finger f of, if gotten, 


(5) Enter Leandro, 40ith a Letter writ out,] This is a Stage-Di- 


rettion, tranſcrib'd from the Prompter's Book ; and a Memorandum 
to him only, that Leandro ſhould go on furniſh'd with ſuch a Letter, 


What 


to deliver to Lopez the Curate. 
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What Credit 1 in her Eyes? 410133514” 2774 BED 0203] 
Lean. Will ye but leave me? 
Mil. Methinks, a young Man and a handfom Genglemes: 


(But, ſure, thou art Lunatick,) methinks, a brave ia, 
That wou'd catch cunningly the Beams of Beauty, 
Ago rs a ** unto his Comfort, | 
Shou'd like himſelf a oung, hi I 
And inthe trighind Firm. 3 = * 1 
Lean. Ve are cozen'd, Gentlemen, n 1 Bþ 
Neither do I beheve this, nor will follow:i it: ' 
Thus as I am, I will begin my Voyage. N 
W hen you love, launch it out in Silks and Velvets, 
I'Il love in Serge, and will outgo your Sattins. 
To get upon my great Horſe and appear 
The Sign of ſuch a Man, and trot my Meaſures, nav 
(6) ). Or "Fiddle out whole froſty Nights, my Friends, 
nder the Window, while my Teeth keep Time, 
I hold no handſomneſs. Let me get in, 
There trot, and-fiddle, where I may have fair Play. 
Arſ. But how get in? 
Lian. Leave that to me; your Patience, 8 
I have ſome Toys here that I dare well truſt to: 
I have ſmelt a Vicar out, they call him Lopez. | 
You are neꝰer the nearer now. 
Mil. We do-confels it. 


Lean. Weak ſimple Men, this Vicar to this Lawyer 


I the moſt inward. Damon. 

Arſ. What can this do? | 

Mil. We know the n and he dwells there. 

OY add Ht —— es 

Under the Window, wwhilft — 25 keep "ns 1 A cf 

ſerv'd, that no two Words, in the old ks, ſo often and fo miſ- 
rakenly change Place with each other, as Time and Tune. Indeed, 
in the running Secretary-hand, the Difference is ſo minute betwixt 
im and un, that it has been the Source of numberleſs Errors. Lean- 
dro's Meaning is, that if he were to go a Serenading in a 
Night, he ſhould be ſo cold as to have the Sing of his T 
keep Time with his Inſtrument, ' 
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) AA poor thin „thin Thief: He help? ber bang the 
99 0! mily prefer thee oh IVicar; 
Thou art dead-fick in Loyc, and he' ll: pray K thes 

Lean. Have Patience, Gentlemen; I fay; this Viear, 
This Things Ifay, is all one with the cloſe Burtolus, 
(8) For fo they call the Lawyer on his Nature, 
(Which I have ſtudied by Relation; +; E410 to ::7 
And make, no Doubt I ſhall hit handſomiy 3) 11 vor” 
Will L 1 ee and 1 en de. 

| Enter” Lopes, and "Diego, ee ee 

Next, I an . me, leave mne to my 3 
Diffcilia pulchra, that's my Motto, Gentlemen; 


I'll win this Diamond from che Rock, and weir her 8 


Or —— fi bot yet g ingt © 
Mil. [Naadey'! the Vicais Send ye 4 full Sail; — | 2 
Arſ. There's your Confeſſor, Ka what ſhall. boom: Pe- 
Lean. A Fool's Head, i amr > en * 
You ſhall hear from me duily; 37 
Mil. We will be read: © / bu, Mi, Arſ. 
Thin World, indeed! 7 
Loew. I'll let him breath, and mark kim ganw | 


| No Man would think, a Stranger, as I am, 'S, ft 


Should reap any great Commodity from his TIRE 
Lap. Poor ſtirring for poοτ Vicars. © ' + 
Die. And poor Sex tons. 
We pray, and pray, but to no-Punpoſe, | 
Thoſe, that enjoy our Lands, choke our Devotions 3 
Our poor thin Stipends make us arrant Dunces, * . 
Die. If you live miſerably, how ſhall we do, Maſter, 
That are fed NP with the Sbund of _—_— abs 


1 


00 2 — —w— ds te Fiery 
1 reedir of an ho efer thee ? 1 110 FER that | 
frog Fe Me ſhould able to furniſh owt” the intermie- 


— . to —— up the Hiatus o this Verſe, As they are talk- 
ing of the Vicar, it is demonſtrable it muſt have been, an 3 
nick makes Wo the Metre and Senſe complete. 
of /o all the Lawyer, or his $4 ure, 
Which 13a we fludied by Relation, 
1 corrupted in = Text and Pointing. I have ny. * 
ad Mr. Symp/on preſcrib'd the very ſame 2 


Vol. II. O We 


J This Paſfage' has been 


— — eee 2 
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And muſt be fain — 


2 ; 4 
up - 1 _ \ 5 — d. 
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Why not againſt all Airs ? 


They will not earth: A F en, 


The Doctors are our Friends; at plas whe wall 


The Spaniſh Curate. 
We riſe and ring the Bells to get good Stomachs, 


EDS! 
Lop. When was there a Ch —_ 
Die. Not this ten Weeks: 


Alas, they have forgot to Children, Maſter ; 
The Wars, the Se, . < 
Takes off our Minds, our Edges, blunts our Plough-ſhare, 


They cat nothing here, but Herbs, and get nothing bir 


green 
There are ſome few poor Labourers, that, perhaps, 


Once in ſeven Year, with helping one another, 
Produce ſome few pin'd-Butter-prints, that ſcarce dann, 


The Ce. —_— _ 7 - 
our Gallants, onour, | 

A 4 fantaſtical Birth, 43 the View 13 
And he Oren hriſtens thei hes, or the Cartizans 
'Tis a lewd FI 

Die. They are io hard-hearted here too, 
They will not die; there's nothing — by Burials. 

Lp. "Diego, the Air's too pure, cannot periſh, | 
To have a thin Stipend, and an een Pariſh, - 
Lord, what a Torment tis! 

Die. 3 J Maſter, 3 
Yau are to pray againſt al om: 
Both foul, and fair, as you ſhall find Occaſion; 


. 


Lop. That's not th* Canons, 
I wou'd, it had 3 tis out of our way forty Pence. (üs ber 
Die. Tis ſtrange, they are ſtarv'd too yet they will not 


Or half a dozen new fantaſtical Fevers. 

That would turn up their Heels by whole-ſale, Maſter, 
And take the Doctors too, in their rave Counſels, 
That there might be no natural Help for Money: 

How merrily would my Bells 8⁰ then? 


Lop. Peace, Diego, 


For though they kill but flow, they are certain, Diego. 


We muſt remove into a muddy Air, 94 


on moſt contagious Climate, 


Die. 
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Die. We muſt, certain ang 7 11 | 
An Air that is the Nurſery of 6 N 
Such Agues, Maſter, hr will ſhake Mens ha Ms 
Neer ſtay for Poſſets, nor good old Wives W FP 
Lop. Gouts and dead Palſies. td 
Die. The Dead do's well at all times, e 
| Yet Gouts will hang an arſe a long time, Mater: | 
t The Pox, or Engliſh Surfeits, if we had *emyz 
Thoſe are rich Marle, they make a Church-yard-fatz \ 
And make the Sexton ſing, they never miſs, Sir. 
Lop. Then Wills and uneral Sermons come in Seaſon 
And Feaſts that make us frolick.. | 
Die. Wou'd I cou'd ſee 'em. 
Lop. And though l weey. Pch” I for ad Boker, 
Yet, Diego, here j laugg. Is 
Die. The Cauſe 18 rp * | 
Lop. Since People left to ie Iam a 3 os, — 
Die. *Tis a — thing, 1 have forgot to dig too. 
Lean, 5 recious pair of Youths! I muſt make toward em, ' 
Who's that? look, it ſeems, he would ſpeak to us. 
I hope a Marriage, or ſome Will to make, OP. L 
Die. My Friend, your Buſineſ ? . 
Lean. Tis to that grave Gentlemanz z: 
Bleſs your good Heroes, + Sir! FI: 
Lid. And bleks'y ou alls! 8 2 
He bears a fg Face, there's Win Hope coward, 
Lean. J have a Letter to _ a 
Lop. Well, Sir, 1 
From whence, I pray you? 
Lean. From Nova Hiſpania, Sir, 
11 And from an ancient Friend of * 
er, Lop. Tis well; Sir. 05 
is very well : The Devil a one I know there. 
Die. Take heed of a Snap, Sir, bas a cozening Colnte 
Ido not like his way, | ; [nance. 
| Lap. Let him go forward. 
ll; (9) Cantabit — that have nothing, as nothing, 


lg Cantabit wacuus — This Hemiſtich is the beginning of 3 
Verſe in Juvsn a L's Satyres, 


Di clit verms e Tae Vinwws: 


0 O 2 * f All 
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All T have to loſe, Diego, is my Learning; 
— mw he has gotten that, he may put it in a Nutt 


2 197] Reads the Letter. | Q . : 7 


Sig! = bong) Since my Arrival from Cavdora . to os 
Parts, I have written divers Letters unto you, but a 
yet recerv'd no Auſiber of am: (Good, and very good) A 
although 575 great a Forgetfullneſs might cauſe a at ant in my 
due: Correſpondence, yet the Defire 1 have ſtill to ſerve you 
muſt mare prevail with me (Better and better: The Devil 
a Man know I yet) and therefore with the preſent Occaſin 
offered I am willing to crave a Continuance of the Favthr, 
which I have heretofore rectiv'd from you, and do recom- 
mend my Sou Leandro, the Bearer, to you; with Reque 
that he may be admitted in that Univerſity, 2 ſuch time as 
I ſhall arrive at home; his. Studies he will make you ac- 
quainted withal : This Kindneſs ſpall ſupply the Want of Wl | 
Fe your: gy: : _ Ju Heaven keep you. Yours, 
oy Alonzo Tiveria 
"Alone Tila, very at” | 
A very ancient Friend of mine, I take i it, Sue 
For till this Hour I never heard his Name yet. 
Lean. You look, Sir, as if ye had forgot my Father, 
Lop. No, no, I look, as I would remember him, 
For that I never remembred, I cannot forget, Sir; 
Alonzo Tiveria?s 
Lean. The ſame, Sir. ; 
Lop. And now i'th' Indies? e eee 
Lean. Yes. e eee ee 
(20) Lop. He may be any where, e 
For aught that — | 
Lean. Conſider, think again, Sir ; > 
You were Students both at one time in in 
And. as I take it, Chamber - fellows. * OY 


Lop. Ha? ugh ger 


(ro) He may be any y avhere 5 ie 
For aught br J conſider. » 
Lean. Think again, Sir,] I have regulated the Text in this 


Paſſage, as Mr. nen gave me hi Opinion he —_— it ſhoul 
be. 
fs eg Lean 


/ 
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Lean. Nay, ſure, you muſt remember. 
Lop. Wou'd, I could! 
Tean. 1 have heard him lay, you were Gollper00, 
Lop. Very likely, 7 
You did not hear him ſay, to whom? For we Students 
May oft-times over-reach our Memories. | | 
Doſt thou remember, Diego, this ſame Signior ?. 
Thou haſt been. mine theſe twenty . 
Die. Remember? 
Why, this Fellow wou'd make ye mad: Nova: ae, 2 
And Signior Tiveria? What are theſe? 
He may as well name ye Friends out of Cataya. 
Take heed, I beſeech your Worſhip: Do yu hear, my 
You have no Letters for me? Te wende ? 
Lean. Not any Letter, 
But I was charg'd to do my Father's Love Leg 
To the old honeſt Sexton Diego: Are vou he, Sir? 
Die. Ha! have I Friends, and know * em e My 
Name is Diego, 
But if either I remember you or your Father,;: 
Or Nova Hiſpania (J was never there, Sir,) 


Let's caſt about a little, and conſider, 

We may dream out our Time. 995-5 44 
Lean. It ſeems I am deceiv'd, Sir; 7 

Yet, that you are Don Lopez, all Men tell me, 

The Curate here, and have been ſome time, Sir; 

And you the Sexton Diego, ſuch I am ſent to, 

The Letter tells as much: May be, they are dead, 


Ye have done honeſtly in telling truth, men, 
might have been forward elſe For to that Lone, | 
That was my Father's Friend, I had a Charge, 
A Charge of Money to deliver, Gentlemen, 


Five hundred Duckets, a poor ſmall * 


But ſince you are not he— E 


6 Good Sir, let me think, . A 
pray ye, be patient; e a little: 
| ay, let me ende F Na ſtay, Sr. K* 
In Die. An honeſt noble Friend, that ſends 10 lovingly * 
O 3 


in this 


De Spaniſh _ nn hy 


Orany Kindred that you have—for Heav'n fake, Maſter, 


And you of the like Names —— I thank ye; Gentles 0 


e 
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An old Friend too; you will remember, fure, Sir. 
Top. Thou ſay'ſt true, Diego. 
Die. Pray ye, conſider quickly z 
Do, do, by any means; — already 
A grave ſtaid Gentleman comes to my e 
Lean. He's old indeed, Sir. | 
Die. With a goodly white R 
(For now he muſt be ſo: 1 * he muſt | be) 
Signior Alonzo, Maſter. 
Lop. I begin to have him. [Sir. 
Die. H' as been from hence about ſome rwenty . 
Lean. Some five and twenty, Sir. | 
Die. You ſay moſt true, Sir. 
Juſt to an Hour; tis now juſt five and twenty, 
A fine ſtrait- timber d Man, and a brave Soldier, 
He married: Let me ſee— 
Lean, De Caſtro's Daughter, 
Die. The very ſame. 1 | 
Lean. Thou art a very Raſcal. l Ad. 
De Caſtro is the Turk to thee, or an Thing : . 
The Money rubs em into ſtrange Remembrances, 
For as many Duckets more they would remember dan, 
Lop. Give me your Hand, you are welcome to your 
Now I remem ber pinly, manifeſtly, Ts n 
As freſhly, as if Yeſterday I had ſeen him, 
Moſt heartily welcome : finfull that I amm, 
Moſt ſinfull Man! why ſhou'd J loſe this: Grndemin? 
This loving old Companion ? We had all one Soul, Sir, 
He dwelt here hard by, at a nee Farm, S; 
You ſay moſt true. | 
Lop. Alonzo Tiveria 4820 (chus! 
Lord, Lord, that Time ſhould ay the treacherous ye 
Why, he was the only Friend had in Spain, Sir, 
I knew your Mother too, a handſome Gentlewoman 3 
She was married very young: I married em: 
I] do remember now the Maſques and Sports the, 
The Fire-works, and the fine Delights; good Faith, 11 
Now I look in your Face, whoſe Eyes are thoſe, Diego? 
8 or SES a er 50 


Lim 
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Lean, Lord, how I bluſh for theſe two Impudents ! * 


Die. Well, Gentleman, I think your Name's . 
Lean. It is, indeed, Sir. 
Gra'-mercy, Letter, thou hadſt never known elſe, 4. 
Die. I have dandled ye, and kiſsd ye and plaid with ye 
A hundred, and a hundred Times, — danc d ye, 
And ſwong ye in my r 8 lov'd N. 8 
Top. A ſweet Boy. 
Lean. Sweet lyin < Wen 


What wou'd theſe do for thouſands? _. [Abde. 


Lop. A wondrous ſweet Boy then it was, ſee now © 
Time, that conſumes us, ſhoots him up ſtill ſweeter, 
How do's the noble Gentleman? how fares he? 


When ſhall we ſee him? when will he bleſs his Country? 


Lean. O, very ſhortly, Sir; till his Return 
He has ſent me over to your C 
. LJop. And welcome, 

Nay, you ſhall know you een 


your Friend, Sir. 


Lean. And to my Study, Sir, which muſt be the Law. | 


To further which, he wou'd entreat your Care 
To plant me in the Favour of ſome Man 1 
That's expert in that Knowledge: For his Pains 
ga ny as" Duckets more : For m 
2 Sir, to defray me: Which I am 
e 


ſtill, as I uſe- it, from your Cuſtody, 
The the Maney ready, and I am weary, 


The have hit upon moſt happily ; x 
Hooks ſter in that Art, Bartolus, | 
A Neighbour by, to him I will prefer „„ 
A learned Man, and my moſt toying lauen, 
I'll do ye faithful Service, Sir. 
Dei. He's an Aſs, 
And fo we'll uſe him; he ſhall be a Lawyer,” i 
Lop. But if ever he recover this Money again— fore, 
And get ſome pretty Pittance : My Nr hungry $ 
Lean, Pray ye, Sir, unlade me. 
Lop. Il refreſh ye, Sir; 


When ye want, ber four Bog 


4 


\ 


F 
Sms — ſit down, and once more, ye are moſt 


Or ey'ning Terraſſes, to take in 
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Lean. If all this get me but Acceſs, I- am happy. 
. Lop. Come, I oo tender * ye. 


Lean. V1l-go. with ye. 
THY have this Fore bed theſe Fools uſt. fleece me. 
Hs | oh th 


SCENE I. 


3 toes, * and Amaranta. 


Bar. My Amaranta, a retir'd ſweet Life, Iv 
Private and cloſe, and till, and houſewifely,.., / - 
Becomes a. b off the Grace of Woman. 
At home to be believ'd both, young and hayglane, ” 
As Lilies, that are ary in cryltall Glaſſes, + Mod) nad i 
Makes up the. Wonder: Shew it abroad, tis ſtale, i 
And ſtill, the more E 68. eapen it, tis more dera 
(11) And what need Windows open to laing? 
Minions? 

When the mg  wholſome, +4y 3 Wife, blows. bene 
When good Thoughts 05 the nobleſt Companions, 

And old chaſt Sari, Wife, the beſt Diſcourſes; 
But why do I talk thus, that know thy Nature ? ae 


Ama. You, know your on Dileaſez Diſtruſt, and Jea - 


And thoſ{ t 
What N — e hor Dor 8990, RES: T 


When Lam ew at home q To what End, Husband, 
Ser ves all the Virtuous Thoughts, and chaſt Behaviour, 
Without their Uſes? Then they are known moſt excellent, 
W hen by their Contraries they are ſet off, and burniſſ'd, 
(12). If 8 both holo.maaroandeheb, Ho ure 


2 * Wall 2 7 — v. 2657 


(11) And what need Windows dftn #0” paving # . | 
Or ev'ning Terraſſes, to take Opinions? 4 ions, ol 


© + 


: 


\# - 


What? Only to he ſeen by;Paſſebgeats, and have her Beauties: judg d 


of? I be e mean ſomet ing farther | What if 
we ſhoul Feat [7 e, Fr P 8 , A 
1 A * mblon. 

(12) If ye + both Jold me — and 1 if * 
Let me go fearleſs out, and quin that Greatneſs: J The Word 


Greatneſs is very qbſcure;. Fink derten N reatneſs, utation, 


Meanin 5 , 
my the? 


aw. 


2 os ſtiff Ex preſſion upon ccafion, 
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Let me go fearleſs out, and win that! Chaſtneß: iT 
Theſe:Seeds grow not in Shades, and conceaPd; Places: 
Set em i'th' Hear of all, then 8 riſe Slorious. 5 

prom —— — 7 | 1170 
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If that be rank'd a Virtue, you have a rich one. 

Set me, like other Lawyers Wives, off handſomely, 

Attended as I ought, and as they have it, 

My Coach, my People, and my handſome, Women, 

My Will in honeſt Things. e : 
Bar. Peace, Amaranta. | [cures em; 
Ama. They have Content, rich Cloaths, and that ſe- 

Binds, to their carefull Husbands, their Obſervance * 


They are merry, ride abroad, meet, . 
Bar. Thou ſhalt 00. 4 


Ama. And freely may converſe with proper dae | 
Suffer Temptations daily to their Honour. . 


| Enter Woman Moor. | 
Bar. Wüste too far again: Thou ſhale have any 


Let me but lay up for a handſome * 0 


And then, my Amarania 
Ama. Here's a thing now, | & 
Ye place as Pleaſure to me: All my Retinue,... 9 
My Une and, my Kitchin-maid, my F riend, 
And what ſhe fails in, I muſt do my ſelf, 185 
A Foil to ſet my Beauty off, I thank-ye, | | 
You will place the Devil next for a Com nion, 
Bar. No more ſuch Words, good Wife 
What would you have, Maid ? 
Moor. Maſter Curate, and the Sauen. a Seger, 
Attend to ſpeak. with your: ene 
Bar. A Stranger [now 
Ama. You had beſt to te jaou of the Man you know 


Bar. Pray thee, no more of chat. 


6.4. 


Ama, Pray ye, go out tod em: 0 N e 


that no Woman deſerves che Name of C54, but. they who. [have 


prov'd themſelves ſo when try d: therefore let me go - he e Worl 
and win the Name. I think, Chaſtneſs gives is "oy and — 


N Mi. Sewardl 
: That 


mok 535 


S 1 3 
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That wilÞ\be ſafeſt for ye, I am well here, 
I only love your Peace, and ſerve like a Slave for i it. 
Bar. No, no, thou ſhalt not; 'tis ſome honeſt 
Rich, and litigious, the Curate has brought to me; 
Prithee, go in, my Duck; I'll but 1 8 to were 
And return inſtantly. 
Ama. ended, e 8 
One Day you w w my 8 crance,— . 
Bar. fe reward it. s | cy 
So, ſo, faſt bind, faſt find; Come in, my Neighbours; . 
My loving Neighbours, pray ye, come in; ye are welcome, 


Enter Lopez, Leandro, and Diego. 


Lop. Bleſs your good Reverence ! 
Bar. Good- 1 good Maſter Curate, 

And Neighbour Diego, welcome : what's your Buſineſs? 
And, pray ye, be ſhort, good Friends, the time is precious; 
Welcome, good Sir. 

4 To be ſhort then with your Maſterſhip, 

—— eg your — — Hours Man ; of honeſt Pa 

' We have brought ye this y 0 ——— 
And of an honeſt Face, 2 | 
Bar. It ſeems ſo, Neighboursy | Ry 2 

But to what End 85 9 : Deer 
Lop, To be your Pu il, , Sir. ene 7 

Your Servant, if you 1 11 

Lean. I have cravelſ'd i, Si | 
To ſeek a worthy Mn. 
Bar. Alas, good Gentleman, 

I am a poor Man, anda rivate too, $i 

Unfit to keep a Servant of your — bh 

My Houſe a little Cottage, and ſcarce. abe 

To hold my ſelf, and thoſe poor Few that live under i it; 


Beſides, you muſt not blame me, Gentlemen, 


If J were able to receive a Servant, 
To be a little ſcrupulous of his Dealing, 5 
For in theſe Times — - | 

Lap. Pray let me anſwer that, Sir, 
tare is five hundred Duckets, to ſecure him, 
He cannot want, Sir; to make good his Credit, 


N 


Good 


— 


- 
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Good Gold, and Coin. 
Bar. Ani thats un heat Plates | 


baer ee 


Seem to declare an in- bred Hone a 
Lean. And (for I have a ripe Mind to the Law, Sir, 
(13) In which, I underſtand, you live a Mafter) 
r Sir, 
d intruding to your Worſhip) | 
With ſome Books to inſtruct me, and your Counſel, 


' Shall I reſt moſt content with: Other Acquaintance 


Than your grave Preſence, and the Grounds of Law, 
I dare not covet, nor I will not ſeek, Sir; | 78 
For, ſurely, mine own Nature deſires 50 

Next, for your monthly Pains, to ſhew habe 

I do proportion out ſome twenty. Duckets 

As I grow — Three hundred . Sir, 

To ſhew m to Learning, and m 1 


My Diet of defray too, without Trou 


(14) Lop. — 3e 
Bar. | do ſtrangely, h 

Yes, and I like it too; 
Die. Thanks to his 


'Wou'd, he would live with me, and learn to dig too. 
Lp. A wondrous modeſt Man, Sir. 


Bar. So it ſeems, 


IT 27 


(13) in which, I anderfand, you live a Maſter) This Word has a 
Senſe not uſual, tho? very elegant; and is put for, are ; Senfu La- 
tino. So, Ho RAC E: 

Vivet uter Locuples fine Nati: L e. erit. 
80 PLAurus, in the P e to his Amphitryon. A 11 
Virtute, dixit, was Victores vivere.  _ . 6. elle. 


And ſo our incomparable SyzNSER; 


a Lo I Fideſſa dwell : 7. e. am. 5 
(14) Note but his Mind to Learning. | 


Bar. I do firangehy, yes, and I like it too, ban to bis Money... 3 
Die. Would, bs would live with me, and learn to dig too.] [Dock 
the Meaſure and Humour are greatly injur'd by this corrupt Read 
ing. I doubt not, but the Original run thus. 
<4 Note but his _— to Learning. 
— Dee, 3 
"I and I like fg #00. © Gp | | 
Thanks to his Money. = © q 
, "Wauld, he would live with me, &. Mr. Seward. 
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HIis dear love to his Study muſt be nourilrd 
Neighbour, he's like to prove, - ⁊ :ꝙ . rg 
Lop. With your good Counſel, EST 
And with your — 6 asyou. vil oly . 3 C 677 
His Parents, when they eee * 
Bar. you OO 3 
Die. An er young! Werſhi gelen 
But he is fo baſhful + + «your 1 wel 500 5 
Bar. O like him better. 
Say, I ſhould undertake ye, which, indeed, Sir, - 1 Ben 
WI be no little Straitneſs to my Living, N nat] 
Conſidering my Affairs, and my ſmall Houſe, Sir, - run! 
(For I ſee ſome. Promiles, that pull me to ye; 
Cou'd-you content your ſelf, at firſt thus — 2 oa el: 
To lie hard, in an out- part of my Houſe, Sir? - +, - | 


For I have not many Lodgings to allow. ye; Lb 
And Study:ſholdvbe ſtill remote from e * 
A little Fire ſometimes too, to refreſh ye 7 7 


A Student muſt be frugal: Sometimes Lights too, 
According to your Labour. Lean. Any thing, 1 
That's dry, and wholſome: I am no bred Wanton; - 
Bar. Then I receive you: But I muſt deſire ye A 
To keep within yout Confines. Lean. Ever, Sir; 
There is the Gold, and ever be your Servant. 
Take it and give me Books: May I but prove, Sirz | 
| According to my Wiſh, and theſe ſhall multiply ! 
Lop. Do, ſtudy hard, pray ye take him in, and ſettle him, 
He's only fit for you; Sher him his Cell, Sir. yer, 
Die. Take a good Heart; and when ye are a cunning Law- 
J'11 fell my Bells, and you ſhall prove it lawful. I gence. 
Bar. Come, Sir, with) me: Neighbours, I thank your Dili- 
Lap. VII come ſometimes, and crack a Caſe with ye. 


Bar. fey rom — [Exit. 
Lap. Here's got with Eaſe here ſpend that 
And pray for the Fool, the Founder. 5 e 1 
Die. Many more Fools, ©}: 47119 EP * | 

I heartily pray, may follow: his Example! I 96g 


Lawyers, or Lubbers, or of what Condition, - 

And many ſuch ſweet Sens: in. Nava Hiſpania! - ct 

+ It will do well; let em but lend their Moni, | 
me 


. 


Should chance to chop upon his fair Wife, Dige? = 


A hidden Point, were, worth! the 


9 — SIS © — 2 


The Spaniſh Curae. 205 
com what Quarter of the Worl 1 care not. 


Come f 


Pliknow em ay z nay, Pll be Kin to mg n ne 
J cannot miſs a Man, that ſends me Mone: 


Let him law there, long as his Duckets laſt, Boy, . 
III grace him, and prefer him. 9 * ate ine 20 015 
Bie PII turn Trade, Maſter, 1. 95 —_ 212 


And now live by the Living, let dernde ane, 


'Tis a poor | ding Trade. „Nein ee 9 _ 
Lop. If the young ' ane el An e i 4 
Die. And handle her Caſe, Maſtef, that's a La 
4 Point would make him ſtart, and put on his Sela 5 
canvaſſingg 
Lop. Now, ſurely, ſurely, I ſhau d bre him, Di, 


And love him heartily: Nay, Lſhod love my ſelf, GT 


Or any thing that had but that good Fortune, 
For to fay the Truth, the Lawyer is a Dog-bolt, 


An arrant Worm 2. And though Lealb it Wee 
1 wiſh him a canonia d Cuckold, Dig: ad, 


Now, if my Louth do but dub lim — 7 of 160 — 


Die. He is too demure, Siri 


13 : 5 45 


Die. There's no ſuch Matter 


The Woman was E n vH 


He has no Heat: Study conſumes his Oil, Maſter. 1 
Lp. Leave it to the Will of Fate, and ee 

Over a Cup of luſty Sack, let's prophe f. 
I am like a * Man that dream'd 10 was an Emperor, ee 


Come, Diego, bare! „ * hilt on ls: weY lay it 65. | 
7 0 


A 'E N E m. all 
Enter Jamie, Milanes, and Arſenio.- += 
(is) am. Milanes, did you ſee-this Wonder? 1 : 
| _ Ane Eo, Milanes, did you fot this Wonder # ds on 


Mil. Yes, yes, jam. 8 Arſenio ? 
4. Tes, he is gone, Sir, 
Strangely 12 ui d, hes ſet apon his V. oyage 
Love guide Thoughts! Sc.] Angelo — Appennce 


= — Se — — — — — — — —_ —— 
5 - — 8 — — my — 
328 n \ oy = = - 
— > ite © va te — — - 
: —_ pe r Sn od 
2 — — 
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Jam. And you, Arſenio? Arſ. Yes, he is gone, Sir. 
Strangely diſguis'd, he's ſet upon his Voyage (blut, 
Jam. Love guide his Thoughts! He's a brave honeſt 
Sit cloſe, Don Lawyer, O that arrant Knave now, — 
How he will ſtink, will ſmoak again, will burſt | 4 


He's the moſt arrant Beaſt. 
Mil. He may be more Beaſt. ro e wor be# 
Jam. Let him bear ſix, and fix, that all may blaze him; 

The Villany he has ſowed into my Brother, 

is State, the Revenue he has reach'd at! 

y good Leandro, take my —_— [Heifer ! 

22 p with his fine white 

Jam. Mark him, my dear Friend, for a famous Cuckold, 

Let it out · live his Books, his Pains, and hear me, 

The more he ſeeks to ſmother it with Juſtice, 


Due @ Servo, 
Let it blaze out the more : What News, Andrea ? 
Audr. News I am Joth to tell ye: but I am charg'd, Sir; 
Your Brother lays a ſtrict Command upon ye, | 
No more to know his Houſe, upon your Danger; 
. I Am ſor 7 Sir. 8 r | 1. od a . 
Jan. Faith, never be: Tam glad ont: 
He keeps the Houſe of Pride, and Fooler : © 
I mean to ſhun itz ſo return my Anſwers 


in the firſt Scene of the firſt AQ, but he ſpeaks but four Lines there; 
and nothing but what Ar ſan io might full as well have ſaid: And he 
has nothing to do here, but to ou the Verſe. As he is quite an 
unneceſſary Perſon in the Play, I fancy, he has intruded into it by 
Tome Error of the Players. However, it is neceſſary to ſtrike him 
out from this Paſſage. The latter Part of 4r/enio's Speech ought, I 
believe, to be given to Jamie; it is y in his Character. I 
would read therefore; 5 
am. Milanes, did you ſee this Wonder ? Mil. ,, yes. 
am. — Jon, Arſenio ?. 4 Arſ. Yes, ” 5 gone, Sir, 
trangely diſguis d; He's ſet upon his Voyage, ax 
am. Tow A 2 Thoughts | K. R Mr. Seavard. 
will only add to Mr. Seward's Obſervation, that as Angels is 
no where elſe ſpoke of, or to, throughout the whole Play; as he is 
no manner of a Character, nor any ways conducive to carrying on 
the Plot; no ways aſſiſtant in making Diego's Will, nor compre- 
hended in Bartolus's Reſentment, I have ventured to expunge kin 
| "Twill 


8 Ow 


- ==. 


78 8K 


ill 


"Twill ſhortly ſ 


Be ſtill at hand: I wou'd not for my Patrimony, 


* 8 - 


A modeft poor flight Thing; did I not tell Wh 


And not on Lewdneſs :- On my Conſcience, 
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him out; Come, lers be merry, 
And lay our eads together carefully, | Bike, 
How we may help our Friend; and let's lodge near bm, 


But he ſhou'd crown his Lawyer, a learn'd Monſter - 
Come, lers ys 1 am ſtark mad till I ſee him. 120 


SCENE Iv, 


Enter Bartolus, and Amaranta. | 


| Ama. Why will ye bring Men in; and: yet be Jealous? 
Why will ye lodge a young Man, a Man "Wes 
And yet repine ? | 1 
Bar. He fhall not trouble thee, 9 | 


He was le pa and l and for that 
How royally ? finds his own Meat too 
Ama, I will not 3 him here: J know your mh 

And what Fits you will fall into eee 

Bar. Faith, I will not, Wife. 

Ana. 1 will not try ye. 

Bar. He comes not near thee: Shall va dare to bed 
Within thy Lodgings': In an old Out. Room 
Where Logs and Coals were mags Wk 1443.97 ©.4 

Ama, Now ye lay'Fire ; Pg ee 
Fire to conſume your Quiet. 

Bar. Didſt thou know him 
—— wou dſt think as I do: He diſquiet thee? him. 

— 5 wear him next thy Heart, and yet not warm 
He Mind, poor Man, 's o'th* Law, how to live after, 


He knows not how to look upon a Woman, 
More than by reading of what Sex ſhe is. ? 
Ama. I do not" like it, Sir. = | 
Bar. Doft thou not ſee, Fool, 
What Preſents he ſends hourly in his Gratefulneſs 2 
What delicate Meats? 
Ama. You had beſt truſt him at your Table 
Do, and e it, do. 


5 F 1 
. 
Bar. 


1 
| 
; 
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And learn the pelting Law? This ſounds but 1 


Bar. 1. thou beſt willingů, 


By my troth, I think he might come, hes ole | 
He never ſpeaks : There's part of that he gave me, 


He'll eat but half a dozen Be and riſe — 

Ev'n as he eats, he ſtudies: He'll not en thee,. 

Do as thou pleaſeſt, WifeQ. 20 30 
Ana. What means this Wood-cock ? [ Knock with 
Bar. Retire, Sweet, there's one knocks : Come in, your 


- Bulineſs, 
Koa unter Servant. 1 one, 1 


Ser. M Lord, Don N would entreat ye; ws 
To come immediately, and ſpeak with him 5 li wil 
He has Buſineſs of ſome Moment. N 

Bar. I'll attend him, 


I muſt be gone: I prithee, chink ti the beſt, Wie; 


At my Return, I'll tell thee more, godd morrow. y | 
Sir, keep ye cloſe, and ſtudy __— ho ay hence 
I'll read a new Caſe to ye. - (Lean, uli. 
Lean. I'll be ready, 4 r bub 
Ama. So many hundred Duckets, to be ſcurvily, 


But very poorly: I would ſee this Fellow, 
Very fain ſee him, how he looks: Iwill find 

To what End, and what Study: There's the Pi- 
PII go o'th' other Side, and take my SE 4 


I think, there is a Window. un L. 
Enter Leandro. 5 0 1 
14 Lan. He's gone eam wolf 
Now, if I cou'd RB bent, She i is not this Way: 
How naſtily he keeps his Houſe? My Chamber, 
If 1 continue long „ will choak me up 1 ond 2H 
It 1 IS ſo damp : I I Gall be mortifed JC 06 310M 


For any Woman, if I ſtay a Month here:: 
I'll in, and ſtrike my Lute that Sound may call er b 


Euter Amaral. | 7 


Ama. He keeps very cloſe: Lord, how I long opti 
 ALute ſtrook handiomely, 4 Voice too; Ill hear _ 
: L 


Oo yy — 
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LUTEml SONG. 


I, 


| Dearef, mo not you delay me, 
Since, thou — I muſt be gonez _ 
Wind and Tide, *tis thought, doth flay me, 
But *tis Wind that — be blown 
From that Breath, whoſe native Smell 
MI Odours doth excel, 


II. | 


O then ſpeak, thou faireſt Fair, 
Kill not him that vows to ſerve thee ; 
But perfume this neighbouring Air, 
Elſe dull Silence, ſure, will ſtarve me: 
71g Word that's quickly ſpoken, - 
Which being reſtrain d, a Heart is broken, 


Theſe Verſes are no Law, they ſound too ſweetly, 


Lean. Tis ſhe, certain. 

Ama. What's that, that peeps? 

Lean. O admirable Face! 

Ama. Sure, tis the Man. 

Lean, I will go out a little. 

Ana. He looks not like a Fool, his Face is noble: 


How ſtill he ſtands! _ = 
Lan. I am ſtrucken dumb with Wonder; 
T Sure, all the Excellence of Earth dwells here. [ Torches, 
. Ama. How pale he looks! yet, how his ger like 
fa Fling their Beams round | How — his Face ſhews! 


H He comes on: Surely, he will ſpeak: bes is made moſt hand· 
ih This is no Clerk Behaviour; now I have ſeen ye, ¶ſomly: 


Ill take my Time: Husband, ye have brought home 
Ex, Tinder. CEE. She . her . 
a Lean. Sure, ſas transform'd me, | 
f had forgot my Tongue clean, 
m! I | never ſaw a Face yet, but this rare one, 


1 But I was able boldly to encounter it, oo 45 
E Vol. II. : „ And 


—— — ] ——— 


Now I am more deſirous. [Leandro peeping. 


— 
7 » . — H— 
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And ſpeak my Mind ; my Lips were lock'd up here, 
This 2 and only { ra d with "v3 
O moſt fair Cover of a Hand far fairer, 
Thou bleſſed Innocence, that guards that Whiten 
Live next my Heart! I am 1 I have got a Re E. 
A Relick, when I pray to it, may work Wonders. 

LA Noiſe within. 

Hark, there's ſome Noiſe : 1 muſt retire again, 
This bleſſed Apparition makes me happy z 
I'll ſuffer, Il facrifice my Subſtance, 


But I'll enjoy. Now ſoftly to my Kennel. . [ Exit, 


1 * Mt — Dans n I RU—_ 8 ** 


I. s G EN E I 


Enier Henrique, and Bartolus. 


Hen. you OU oy my Cauſe ſufficiently ? 
3 4 
Hin. And ep very: it will impair my Honeſty, 
And ſtrike deep at my Credit, yet, my Bartolas, 
There being no other Evaſion left to free me 
From the Vexation of my ſpiteful Brother, 
That moſt inſultingly reigns over me, 
1 muſt and will go forward, 
Bar. Do, my Lord, 
And look not after Credit, we ſhall cure that; 
Your bended Honeſty we ſhall ſer right, Sir; 
We Surgeons of the Law do deſperate Cures, Sir, 
And you ſhall ſee how heartily Pl} handle it: | 
Mark, how I'll knock it home: Be of good Chear, Sit, 
- You give good Fees, and thoſe beget good Cauſes, 
The Prerogative of your Crowns will carry the Matter, 
Carry it ſheer ; the Aſſiſtant fits to Morrow, | 
And he's your Friend; your monied Men love naturally, 
And as your Loves are clear, ſo are * Cauſes. 
Hen, He ſhall not want for that. | 
Bar. No, no, he muſt not ; 


Line your Cauſe N Sir, (the Times are egi, 


*— a. ns os oo cc. 


0 


( 
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That holds a Plea in Heart; hang the Penurious, 
Their Cauſes, like their Purſes, have poor Iſſues. 
Hen. That Way, I was ever bountiful, 
Bar. *Tis true, Sir, N Ml [to ye. 
(16) That makes ye fear*d, forces the Snakes to kneel 
Live full of Money, and ſupply the Lawyer, | 
h And take your Choice of what Man's Lands you pleaſe, Sir, 
What Pleaſures, or what Profits, what Revenges, 
They are all your own, I muſt have Witneſſes 
Enough, and ready. - 


} IS 
-, * 3 * 
24 Ll 
W 
= gr” 
” 1 


E Hen. You ſhall not want, my Bartolus. 
Bar. Subſtantial fearleſs Souls, that will ſwear fuddenly, 
" That will ſwear any thing, TN” 
Hen. «They ſhall ſwear Truth too, 


Bar. That's no great Matter: For Variety, | 
They may ſwear Truth; elſe *tis not much look'd after: 

I will ſerve Proceſs, preſently, and ftrongly, 
Upon your Brother, and Octavio, $6 
acintha, and the Boy; provide your Proofs, Sir, 

And ſet em fairly off, be ſure of Witneſſes ; | 
Though they coſt Money, want no Store of Witneſſes ; 
I have ſeen a handſome Cauſe fo foully loſt, Sir, 

So beaſtly caſt away for Want of Witneſſes ——— 

Hen, There ſhall want nothing, 

Bar, Then be gone, be provident, 2 
Send to the Judge a ſecret Way: You have me,. 
And let him underſtand the Heart. 

Hen. 1 ſhall, Sir. 


Bar. And feel the Pulſes ſtrongly beat; Flt ſtudy, 


(16) forces the Snakes to kneel to you;}- Snakes ſeems 
Sir, evidently a corrupted Reading. For if by Sales we might under- 
ſtand the Pettyſoggers of the Law, or Don Henrigque's Enemies, or 
utter any other Set of Men, yet our Authors would hardly uſe fo ill- 
ö jointed a Metaphor as that of Snakes kneeling. The Words, that 
| ſeem moſt like it, are Rakes, Facks, and Knawes ; the latter bids 
rally, faireſt to have been the Original. Mr. Seward. 
I have not diſturb'd the Text, becauſe our Authors, perhaps, by 
a bold Metaphor may mean poor fervile Wretches that creep like 
Snakes : And when the Snake ere&s its Creſt a little, and trails its 
hinder Parts on the Ground, it in ſome Sort reſembles the [Poſture of 

h,) Kneeling, ; By ENS” 
That P 2 


And 
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And at my Hour, but mark me, go, be ha 
Go and believe i i'th' Law. Al | PFs 
Hen, I hope, *twill help me. £ | [Exeunt, 


SCE N E II. 
Enter Lopez, Diego, four Pariſhimers, and Singer. 


Lop. Neer talk to me, I will not ſtay amongſt ye, 
Debauch'd and ignorant lazy Knaves 1 found ye, | 
And Fools I leave ye. I have taught theſe twenty Years, 
Preach'd Spoon-meat to ye, that a Child might ſwallow, 
Yet ye are Blockheads ſtill : What ſhou'd I fay to ye? 
Ye have neither Faith, nor Money, left to fave Jen 
Am Ia fit Companion for ſuch Beggars? (Sir — 

1 Par. If the Shepherd will ſuffer the I—_ to be ſcab'd, 

Lop. No, no, ye are rotten. 

Die. *Wou'd, they were, for my ſake! 

Lop. I have *nointed ye, and tarr'd ye with my Doctrine, 
And yet the Murren ſticks to ye, yet ye are mangy 3 
J will avoid ye. 

2 Par. Pray ye, Sir, be not angry, 

In the Pride of your new Caſſock; do not part with! us, 
We do acknowledge ye are a careful Curate, ' | - 
And one that ſeldom troubles us with Sermons ; 
A ſhort Slice of a Reading ſerves us, Sir, 
We do acknowledge ye a quiet Teacher; 151 
Before you'll vex your Audience, you'll _ with 'em, 
And that's a loving Thing. 
3 Par. We grant ye, Sir, 
The only Benefactor to our Bowling, 
To all our merry Sports the firſt Provoker; 
And, at our Feaſts, we know there is no Reaſon, 
But you, that edify us moſt, ſhould eat moſt. 

Lop. I will not ſtay for all this, ye ſhall know me 
A Man born to a more beſeeming Fortune 

Than ringing all-in to a Rout of Dunces. [Eggs too, 
4 Par, We will increaſe your Tithes, you ſhall have 
Though they may prove moſt dangerous to our Iſſues. 

1 Par. I am a Smith; " thus far out of my —_— 
b | ou 


The Span Curate. 21 3 


You ſhall have the tenth Horſe I prick, to pray for; 
I am ſure, I prick five hundred in a Year, Sir. 
2 Par. I am a Cook, a Man of a dry'd Conſcience, - 


Vet thus far I relent: You ſhall have tithe Pottage. ¶ Diego. 


3 Par. Your ee ſnall be rais d too, good N e 
Die. Wou'd ye have me ſpeak for ye? I am e ü 
Ten times more vex'd, not to be pacified - 
No, there be other Places for poor Sextons, 
Places of Profit, Friends, fine ſtirring Places, 
And People that know how. to uſe our Offices, 
Know what they were made for: I ſpeak for ſuch Capons ? 
Ye ſhall find the Key oth? Church under the Door, Neigh- 
You may go in, and drive away the Daws. [ bours, 
Lop. My Surpliſs, with one Sleeve, you ſhall find there, 
For to that Dearth of Linnen you have driven me; 
And the old Cutwork Cope, that hangs by Geometry: 
Pray ye, turn em carefully, they are very tender; 
The remnant of the Books lie where they did, Neighbours 
Half puft away with the Church-warden's Pipin 83, 
Such ſmoaky Zeals they have againſt hard Places 
The Poor-man's Box is there too: If ye find any thing 
Beſide the Poſie, and that half rub'd out too, 
For fear it ſhould awake your tgo much Charity, 
Give it to pious Uſes, that is, ſpend it. 
Die. The Bell-ropes, they are ſtrong e to hang ye, 
So we bequeath ye to your Deſtiny. _ 
1 Par. Pray ye, be not fo haſty. | 
Die. PII ſpeak a proud Word to ye, 
Would ye have us ſtay ? ? 
2 Par, We do — heartily pray ye. 
3 Par. III draw as mighty Drink, Sir. 
Lop. A ſtrong Motive, 
The f ſtrong er ſt} fl. the more ye come unto me. 
3 Par. 3 I'll ſend for my Daughter. 
Lop. This may ſtir too: | 
The Maiden is of Age, and muſt be edified, 
4 Par, You ſhall have any thing. Loſe our learned Vicar ? 
And our moſt conſtant Friend; honeſt, dear, Diego ? 
Die. Yet all this will not do: I'll tell ye, Neighbours, 
And tell ye true: If ye will _ us ſtay, 1 
3 . 
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If you will have the Comforts of our Companies, 
You ſhall be bound to do us Right in theſe Points; 
You ſhall be bound, and this is the Obligation, 
(17) Die when *tis fit, that we may have fit Dues, 
And do not ſeek to draw out our Undoings, 
Marry try*d Women, that are free, and fruitful ; 
Get Children in abundance, for your Chriſtnings, 
Or ſuffer to be got, tis equal Juſticſſe. 
Lop. Let Weddings, Chriſtnings, Churchings, Funerals, 
And merry Goſſipings, go round, go round ſtill; 
Round as a Pig, that we may find the Profit, 
Die. And let your old Men fall ſick handſomely, 
And die immediately, their Sons may ſhoot up: 
Let Women die o*th* Sullens too; tis natural: 
But, be ſure, 3 be of Age firſt, 
That they may ſtock us ſtill: Wives, 
That periſn undeliver d, I am n 
And vex'd abundantly ; it much concerns me; 
There's a Child's Burial Joſt ; look, that be mended. 
Lop. Let em be brought to Bed, then die when they pleaſe. 
Theſe Things confider'd, Country-men, and fworn to 
2 Par. All theſe, and all our Sports again, and Gambols. 
2 Par. We muſt die, and we muſt live, and we'll be 
Every Man ſhall be rich by one another. merry; 
2 Par. We are here to Morrow, and gone to Day; formy 
If getting Children can befriend my Neighbours, (part 
III labour hard but I will fill your Font, Sir. 
1 Par. I have a Mother now, and an old Father, 
They are as ſure your own, within theſe two Months— 
4 Par. My Siſter muſt be pray d for too, ſhe is deſperate, 
Deſperate in Love, MATE A 
Dre. Keep deſperate Men far from her, 
Then *cwill go hard :, Do you ſee how melancholy, 
Do you mark the Man? Do you profeſs, ye love him? 
And would do any thing to ſtay his Fury ? 
And are ye unprovided 'to refreſh him, 


(19) Die when tis fit, that pe may have fit Duties,] Duties here 

is not abſolute Nonſenſe; but Dues is the proper and cuſtomary 
Word on the Occaſion, and, therefore, I very believe, the Original 
one. : : Mr. 9 
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To make him know your Loves? fy, Neighbours, 


2 Par, 9 do any thing. 
We have brought Muſick to appeaſe his Spiri 
And the beſt Song we'll gelte. pi 5 
Die. Pray ye, Fel Sir, 


They know their Duties now, "and they ſtand ready 


To 1 their beſt Mirth. 

Lop. Tis well, proceed, Neighbours ; : 
I am glad I have brought ye to underſtand good Manners, 
Ye had Puritan Hearts a-while, ſpurn'd at all merry 
But I ſee ſome Hope now. 
\Die. 825 are ſet; proceed, pats. 


3 s 0 NG. 


Let the Bells ring, a bt the Boys fog, 
The young La 2s Skip and play ; 

Let the Cups go round, till fa goes the Ground, 
Our Learned * Vicar will ſtay. 


II. 0 


Lei the Pig — N merrily, ah, 
And let the fat Gooſe ſwim ; 

For verily, verily, verily, ah, 

Our Vicar this Day be trim. 


The ftew'd Cock ſhall crow, Cork-a-loodle-loo, 
A loud Cock-a-loodle ſhall he crow ; 
The Duck and the Drake ſhall fwim in a Lake 
Of Onions and Claret below. 


IV. jg 
Our Wrves ſball be neat, 10 bring in our Meat ;, 
To thee our moſt noble Adviſer ; 
Our Pains ſhall be great, and Bottles hall ſiveat, 
And wwe our ſelves ates; 
„ V. li 
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V. 


We'll. labour and ant, well kiſs and well Sink, 
And Tithes ſhall come pros and thicker,  _ 

Well fall io our Plow, and get Children enough, 
And thou ſhalt be Tae old Vicar. 


Enter Arſenio and Milanes. 


Arſ. What ails this Prieſt? how highly the Thing hs it? 
Mil. Lord, how it looks? has he not bought ſome Pre- 
Leandros Money makes the Raſcal merry, bend? 
Merry at Heart; he ſpies us. 
Lop. Be gone, Neighbours, 
Here are ſome Gentlemen: be gone, good Neighbours, 
Be gone, and labour to redeem my Favour; | 
No more Words, but be gone : Theſe two are een 
No Company for cruſty-handed Fellows. 
Die. We will ſtay for a Year or two, and try ye. 
Lop Fill all your Hearts will Joy, we will ſtay with ye, 
Be gone, no more; I take your Paſtimes graciouſly. 
[Exeunt Pariſhioners. 
Would ye with me, my Friends? 
Arſ. We would look upon ye, 
For, methinks, ye look lovely, 
Lop. Ye have no Letters? 
Nor any kind Remembrances ?. 
Mil. Remembrances? 
| . From Nova Hiſpania, or ſome Part remote, Sir, 
You ook like travePd Men: May be, ſome old Friends, 
That happily I have forgot; ſome Signiors 
In Ching or Cataya; ſome Companions ——— 
Die. In the Mogul's Court, or elſewhere. 
Arſ. They are mad, ſure. _ 
Lyp. Ye came not from Peru? Do they look, Diego, 
As it they had ſome Myſtery about em - 
Another Don Alonzo now ? 
Die. Ay, Marry, 
And ſo much Money, Sir, from one you know not; 
Let it be 1 will. 
op, T ave gracious Favours. | 
Lop, They have gracious we 


t? 
2 


J. 
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Would ye be private? 
Mil. There's no Need on't, Sir. 

We come to bring ye a Remembrance from a Merchant. 
Lap. *Tis very well; n 1 1 him.” FAM 
Arſ,” No, Sir, 


do not think, ye do. 


Lop. A new Miſtake, Diego, 
Let's carry it decently, „ 
Arſ. We come to tell ye, 
You have receiv'd great Sums from a young Factor 
They call Leandro, that has rob'd his _— 
Rob'd-him, and run away. | 8 5 
Die. Let's keep cloſe, Maſter; "5 
This News comes from a cold Country, | 
Lop. By my Faith, it freezes, | [Carate * 
Mil. 15 not this true? do you a now, good · man 
Do 1 not touch ye? | SS 
Lop, We have a hundred Duckets 
Yet left, we do beſeech ye, Sir 
Mil. You'll hang Both, 1 75 
Lop. One may ſuffice. 
Die. I will not hang alone, Malter, | 
Thad the leaſt Part, you ſhall hang the higheſt, * 
A Plague of this Tzveria, and the Letter! | 
The Devil ſent it poſt, to pepper us, 
From Nova Hiſpania ; we ſhall hang at home now. 
Arſ. 1 ſee, ye are Penitent, and I have Compaſſion : 
Ye are ſecure Both; do but what we charge ye, 
Ye ſhall have more Gold too, and he ſhall give it, 
Yet ne'er indanger ye. 
Lop. Command us, Maſter, 
Command us preſently, and ſee how nimbly — 
Die. And it's we do not handſomely endeavour —— 
An. Go home, and till ye hear more, keep you private, 
Till we appear again, no Words, good Vicar, _ 
There's ſomething added, | 
Mil, For You too. 
Lop. We are ready. 
Mil. Go and expect us hourly : I Lhe falter, 
Ty ye had twenty Lives 
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Die. We are fit to loſe em. 
Lop. Tis moſt expedient, that we ſhould 1 Boch. 

Die. If we be hang' d, we cannot blame our 'ortune, 
Mil. Farewel, be your own Friends, 


Lop. We expe brag | * [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. A Bar: A Table-Book, ſe 
Chairs, Paper, and a Standi iſh ſet out. 


Euer Oftavio, Jacintha, and Aſcanio, 


OF. We cited to the Court! 
Fac. It is my Wonder. 
O. But not our Fear, Facintha : en Men, 
That have Eſtates to loſe, whoſe conſcious TA 
Are full of inward Guilt, may ſhake with Horror 
To have their Actions ſifted, or appear 
Before the Judge. But we, "that know our ſelves 
As innocent, as poor ; that have no Fleece ; 
On which the Talons of the griping Law 
Can take ſure hold ; may ſmile wi Scorn on all 
That can be urg*d againft us. 
| ac. I am confident, + | 
There is no Man fo covetous, wn defires 
To rayiſh our Wants from us; and leſs Hope 
'There can be ſo much Juſtice left on Earth, 
Though ſued, and call'd upon, to caſe us of 
The Burchen of our Wrongs. 
On. What thinks Aſcamo ? 
, Shou'd we be calPd in Queſtion, or TIO 
Unjuſtly, what would you do to redeem us 
From tyrannous Oppreſlion ? my” 
4. cou*d pray 

T6 2 that ever has an open Ear 
To hear the Innocent, and right their Wrongs; 
Nay, by my Troth, I think, I cou'd out · plead 
An Advocate, and ſweat as much as he | 


Do's for a double Fee, e er you ſhoukl ſuffer 
in an honeſt Cauſe. 
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Enter Jac aud Barcolus, = 


Oñ. H Simplicity | 
Jac. My deareſt ph my ; beſt one; Don Panic! 
OH. And the Advocate, that cans d us to be ſummon' d. 
Aſe. My Lord is mov'd. I fee it in his Looks, 
And that Man, in the Gown, in my Opmion | 
(18) Looks like a progging Knave. 
Fac. Peace, give them Leave. 
Jam. Serve me with Procels ? 
Bar. My Lord, you are not lawleſs, 
Jam. Nor thou honeſt ; 
One, that not long ſince was the buckram Scribe, 
(19) That would run on Mens Errands for an Aſper; 
And from ſuch Baſeneſs, having rais'd a Stock 
To bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar. 
So poor in Practice too, that you wou'd plead . 
A needy Chent's Cauſe, for a ſtarv'd Hen, 
Or half a little Loin of Veal, though fly- blown; 
And theſe, the greateſt Fees you could arrive at 
For juſt Proceedings; but ſince you turn'd Raſcal ——. 
Bar. Good Words, my Lord. 
Jam. And grew my Brother's Bawd, 
In all his vicious Courſes, ſoothing him 
In his diſhoneſt Practices, you are grown 


The rich and eminent Knave ; in the Devil's Name, 
What am I cited for? 


Bar. You ſhall know anon, 


— 


* 


And then too late repent this bitter Language, 


Or Tl miſs of my Ends. 

Jam. Were't not in Court, 
would beat that Fat of thine, raig'd by the Food 
Snatch'd from poor Clients“ Mouths, into a Jelly: 


1 would, my Man of Law, but I am patient, 


(18) Looks like a ing Krave. I never knew, nor am ac- 
2 with this Word: It muſt certainly be, propging ;z 1. 6. an 


hungry, ſcraping, hoarding-up Raſcal. Prog is a cant Word for 


reviſions, 


(19), —— on Mens Errands for an Af An is Turkiſh | 
Coin, in Value rt Pons per. * 
And 
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And would obey the Judge. , 

Bar. Tis your beſt Courſe: | 
*Would, every Enemy I have wou'd beat me, 
I would wiſn no better Action. 

. OF. Save your Lordſhip. 

Aſc. My humble Service. * 

Jam. My good Boy, how doſt thou ? 
Why art thou call'd i 5 the Court ? ® 


Enter Aſſiſtant, Henrique, Offer, and mine es. 


Aſc. I know 1 „ 
But *tis my Lord the Aſſiſtant's Pleaſure 
I ſhou'd attend here. 
Jam. He will ſoon reſolve us. 
Offi. Make way there for the Judge. 
Jam. How? my kind Brother? 
Nay, then, *tis rank: There is ſome Villany towards. 
Ait. This Seſſions purchas'd at your Suit, Don Heu- 
25 brought us hither, to hear and determine (rique 
what you can prefer, 
Hlen. I do beſeech 
The honourable Court, I may | he heard 
In my Advocate, 
Al. Tis granted. 
Bar. aa hum! 
Jam. That Preface, | x 
Tf left out in a Lawyer, ſpoils the Cauſe, 
Though ne&er ſo good, and honeſt. | 
Bar. If I ſtood here, | 
To plead in the' Defence of an ill Man, 
Moſt equal Judge, or to accuſe the Innocent, | 
(To both which I profeſs my ſelf a Stranger,) 
It wou'd be requiſite I ſhou'd deck. my Language 
With Tropes and Figures, and all Flouriſhes 
That grace a Rhetorician ; *tis confeſs'd, 
Adulterate Metals need the Gold-ſmith's Art, 
To ſet em off; what in it ſelf is perfect 
Contemns a borrowed Gloſs : This Lord, my Client, 
Whoſe honeſt Cauſe, when *tis related truly, 2 
Will — Juſtice, finding 1 in his Conſcience 


7 «© CC. wa. 
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A tender Scruple of a Fault long ſince i : 
By him committed, thinks it not ſufficient 
To be abſoly'd of*t by his Confeſſor, 
If that in open Court he publiſh not 
What was ſo long conceal'd. 
Jam, To what tends this ? £16.01 tte) 
Bar. In his young years (it is no Miracle, [ther) 
(20) That Youth, and Heat of Blood, ſhould mix toge- 
He look*d upon this Woman, on whoſe Face FO. 
The Ruins yet remain of excellent Form, + 
He look*d on her, and loy'd her. 
Fac. You good Angels, 
What an Impudence 1s this ? 
Bar. And us'd all means 2 
Of Service, Courtſhip, Preſents, that might win her 
To be at his Devotion! But in vain; | 
Her maiden Fort, impregnable, held out, 
Until he promis'd Marriage ; and before 
Theſe Witneſſes a ſolemn Contract paſg'd - 
To take her as his Wife. ine! 21 
ſift. Give them their Oath, i 
Jam. They are incompetent Witneſſes, his own Crea- 
And will ſwear any thing for half a Ryal. Itures, 
Offi. Silence. 1 
Ait. Proceed. 8 
Bar. Upon this ſtrong Aſſurance 0 
He did enjoy his Wiſhes to the full; 
Which fatisfied, and then with Eyes of Judgment, 
| Hood-wink*d with Luſt before, conſidering duly 
+ The Inequality of the Match, he being 
Nobly deſcended, and allied, but ſhe - 
Without a Name, or Family, ſecretly 
He purchas'd a Divorce, to diſanull 
His former Contract, marrying openly 


(20) — — (it in Miracle, 5 
That Youth, and Head of Blood, ſhould mix together }] Head 
Blood is certainly far from being an intelligible Expreſſion. A 
Man is often head-ſtrong in his youthful Paſſions, and then his Blood 
in hot and violent. I have reſtor'd Heat from the Authority of the 
two oldeſt Folio's in 1647 and 1679 : And ſo Mr, Seward ſagaciouſſy 
conjectured that the Reading ſhould be, = 
OM 8” 
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The Lady Violante. ET 1 

Jac. As you fit here irs, 
The Deputy of the great King, who is 
The Subſtitute of that impartial Judge, 
With whom, or Wealth, or Titles prevail Nothing, 
Grant to a much-wrong'd Widow, or a W ife, 
Your Patience, with Liberty to fpeak 
In her own Cauſe ; and let me, Face to Face 

To this bad Man, deliver what he is: 
And if my Wrongs, with his Ingratitude balanc'd, 
Move not Compaſſion, let me die unpitied. 
His Tears, his Oaths, his Perjuries, ls o'er ; 
To think of them, is a Diſeaſe ; but Death, 
Should I repeat them. I dare not ray” 

ſe) 


” . 


(For Innocence cannot juſtify what's 

But all the Advocate hath alledg'd concerning 
His Falſhood, and my Shame, in my Confent, 
Io be moſt true. But now | turn to thee, | 
To thee, Don Henrique, and if impious Acts 
Have left thee Blood enough to make a Bluſh, 

I'll paint it on thy Cheeks. Was not the Wrong 
Sufficient to defeat me of mine Honour, | 
To leave me full of Sorrow, as of Want, 

(21) The Witneſs of thy Luſt left in my Womb, 
To teſtify thy Falſhood, and my Shame ? 

But now ſo many Years I had conceal'd 

Thy moſt inhuman W ickedneſs, and won 

This Gentleman to hide it from the World, 

To father what was thine (for _ by Heav'n, 
Though in the City he paſs d for my Husband, 
He never knew me as his Wite.) | 

Aft. Tis ſtrange : | 
Give him an Oath. 5 
OZ. I gladly ſwear, and truly, 


(21) The Witneſs of my Luft left in my Womb,] We muſt read, 
thy. As Facintha was a modeſt Woman, and had been contracted 
in Marriage to Henrique, who afterwards forſook her; and as ſhe 1s 
here complaining of his Wickedneſs, the preſent Reading is evident!y 
corrupt. She ſpeaks of þ/; Luſt, and not her own. r. Seward. 
Try is confirm'd by the Authority of the two oldeſt Folio's. _ 

| Jac, 
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Jac. After all this, I ſay, when 1 had borne 
Theſe Wrongs with Saint-like Patience, ſaw another 

Freely enjoy, what was in Juſtice mine, 
Yet ſtill ſo tender of thy Reſt and Quiet, 
I never wou'd divulge it, to diſturb 
Thy Peace at home; yet thou moſt barbarous, 
To be fo 3 be =. _ _ e 
For all Re of thine in the firſt Ste 
10 thy 3 was loft,) in open 8.2 
To publiſh my Diſgrace; and on Record, 
To write me up an eaſy- yielding Wanton; 
I think, can find no Precedent : in my Extreams, 
One comfort yet is left, that though the Law 
Divorce me from thy Bed, and made free Way 
To the unjuſt Embraces of another, 
It cannot yet deny that this my Son, 
(Look up, Aſcanio, ſince it is come out) 
Is thy legitimate Heir. 

Jam. Confederacy ! 

A Trick, my Lord, to cheat me; &er you give 
Your Sentence, grant me Hearing. 

Ait. New Chimera's ? "TY, 5 
Fam. I am, my Lord, ſince he is without Iſſue, 
Or Hope of any, his undoubted Heir; 

And this forg'd by the Advocate, to defeat me 
Of what the Laws of Spain confer upon me; 
A meer Impoſture, and Conſpiracy 
Againſt = future Fortunes. 
Al. You are too bold. 
Speak to the Cauſe, Don Henrique, 

Hen. T confeſs, | 

Though the Acknowledgment muſt wound my Honour, 


That all the Court hath heard touching this Cauſe; 
Or with me, or againſt me, is moſt tru;, 


The latter part my Brother urg'd, excepted. 
For what I now do, is not out of Spleen, | 
As he pretends, but from Remorſe of Conſcience, 
And to repair the Wrong that I have done 
To this poor Woman: And I beſeech your Lordſhip 
To think, I have not ſo far loſt my Reaſon, 


To 
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\ «+ To bring into my Family, to ſucceed me, 


(22) The ſtranger Iſſue of another's Bed; 

By Proof, this 1s my Son, I challenge him, 
Accept him, and ee him, and deſire, 
By a definitive Sentence of the Court, 

He may be ſo recorded; and full Pow'r 

To me, to take him Home. 55 

Fac. A ſecond Rape 

To the poor Remnant of Content that's left me, 
If this be granted : And all my former Wrongs 


Were but Beginnings to my Miſeries, 


But this the Height of all: Rather than part 
With my 4/camo, I'll deny my Oath, 
Profeſs my ſelf a Strumpet, and endure 
What Puniſhment ſoe'er the Court decrees 
Againſt a Wretch that hath forſworn herſelf, 
Or plaid the impudent Whore. 
Aſſt. This taſtes of Paſſion, 
And that muſt not divert the Courſe of Juſtice ; 
Don Henrique, take your Son, with this Condition, 
You give him Maintenance, as becomes his Birth z _ 
And *twill ſtand with your Honour to do ſomething 


For this wrong d Woman: 1 will compel nothing, 


But leave it to your Will. Break up the Court: 

It is in vain to move me; my Doom's paſs'd, 5 
And cannot be revok'd.— | [Exit, 
Hen. There's your Reward. | F 

Bar. More Cauſes, and ſuch Fees. Now to my Wife, 
I have too long been abſent. Health to your "—_— 
it, 
Aſe. You all look ſtrangely, and, I fear, believe 
This unexpected Fortune makes me proud; 
Indeed, it do's not : I ſhall ever pay you 
The Duty of a Son, and honour you 
Next to my Father: Good my Lord, for yet 


22) The ſtranger —— Iſue of another's Bed; ] It is very fre- 
= both with 3 AKE 2 E 7 2 and our Poets to uſe the Sub- 
ſtantive Stranger adjectively, prefix d to another Subſtantive : In the 
Acceptation of, foreign. In Confirmation of which it would be 
needleſs to amaſs Inſtances. , 
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| dare not call you Uncle, be not fad ; 3 pot þ 
] never ſhall forget thoſe noble Favours a 
You did me being a Stranger, and if ever 
I live to be the Maſter of r 1 N 1 d. 
You ſhall command it. 
Jam. Since it was determin'd 
I ſhou'd be cozen'd, I am glad the Profit 
Shall fall on thee; I am too tough to * 
But ſomething J will do. Þ- : 
Hen. Pray you, take Leave 
O'your Steward, gentle Brother, the Word; Haxband 
That takes up all for you. : _ | 
Jam. Very. well, mock on, ice . 
It is your Turn: I may have mine N lac. Eau. 
OA. But do not Dos © aber ates 
rget us, dear Aſcanio, 
2 Do not fear it, 
Lev'ry day will fee you: Ey'ry hour 
Remember you in my Pray'rs. | 
OA. My Grief's too great, 3 ys 
To be expreſs d in Words —- e Eat. 
Hen. Take that and leave us, [Gives Mony to] acintha. 
Leave us without Reply; nay, come back, Sirragß; 
And ſtudy to forget ſuch things as theſe 
As are not worth the . LAſc. offers to * 
Ac. O good Sir, 332330 
Theſe are bad Principles — - 
Hen. Such as you muſt learn 
Now you are mine, for Wealth and Poverty 
Can hold no Friendſhip: And what is my Will 
You muſt yr and do, though good « or il | [ Exeunt. 


8 C E N E IV. 


Enter Bartolus. 0 — 8 


Bar. Where is my Wife? Fore Heav'n, I have done 
Done mighty things to day; My Amaranta,— 

Heart rejoices at my wealthy Gleanings, 
A rich litigious Lord i love to folilo p.. 

Vor. II. Q_ A 
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A Lord that builds his Happineſs on an 


O 'tis a bleſſed Thing to have rich Clients. 


Why, Wife, I ſay,— how fares my ſtudious Pupil? | 
Hard at it ſtill? Ye are too violent, 


All things muſt have their Reſts, they will not laſt 401 
Come out and breatge. {Leandro within, 


Lean. I do beſeech you, pardon me; 


1 am deeply in a ſweet Point, Sir. 
Bar. V1! inſtru ye: | 


Enter Amaranta. 


I fay, ok Breath ; ſeek Health firſt, then your Study. | 
O my ſweet Soul, I have brought thee golden Birds home, 
Birds in abundance :-1 have done ſtrange Wonders: 
There's more a hatching too. 
(23) Ama. Have ye done Good, Husband ? 
Then tis a good Day ſpent. | | 
Bar. Good enough, Chicken. 
I have ſpread the Nets o'th* Law, to each 55 Booties, 
And they come fluttering in. How do's my Pupil? 
My modeſt Thing, haſt thim yet ſpoken to him ? 
Ama. As I paſs'd by his Chamber, I NE ſee him; 
But he's ſo bookiſh. a 
Bar. And ſo baſhful, too; 
Pfaith, he is, before he'll ſpeak, hell ſtarye there. 
Ama. I pity him a little, 
Bar. So do ] too, 
Ama. And if he pleaſe to 1 ue Air Och Gardens, 
Or walk ''th* inward Rooms, ſo he moleſt not (thee, 
_ Bar. He ſhall not-trouble thee, he dare not ſpeak to 


Enter Moor, with a Cheſi-board, 
Bring out the Cheſs-board,—come,[et's have a game, Wife; 


(23) ———— Have you done good Husband ? 

Then tis a good Day ſpent.) The corrupt Pointing of this 
| Paſſage, thro” all the Editions, has quite debaſed it to ſtark Nonſenſe. 
When Bartolus has bragg'd of the mighty Wonders he has done, 

Amaranta, who was ſufficiently acquainted with the Iniquity of his 
Heart, ſmartly replies, Ay, but baue you done Good, Huband? 
Without this Regulation, it is void of all Senſe and Meaning, 


Pl 


F 
p 


„ 
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Pll try your Maſtery, you ſay you're cunningg. 7 
Ama. As learned as ye are, ir, I ſhall beat ye. 
Enter Leandro, 5 aw hes | 
Bar. Here he ſteals out, put him notout of Countenance, 
Prethee, look another way, he will be gone elſe. 
Walk and refreſh your ſelf, I'll be wy you preſently. 
Lean. L'll take the Air a little. [Play at Cheſs. 
Bar. Twill be healthful. - Man. 
Ama. Will ye be there? Then, here, PII ſpare ye that 
Lean. Wou'd I were ſo near too, and a Mate fitting. 
Ana. What think ye, Sir, to this? Have at your Knight 
now. Nice. 
Bar. Twas ſubtly play'd : Yoult Queen lies at my Ser- 
Prethee, look off, he is ready to pop in again 
Look off, I ſay, doſt not ſee how he bluſhes'? 03 
Ama. I do not blaſt him.” JO 
Lean, But ye do, and burn too; 
What killing Looks ſhe ſteals ? 
Bar. T have you now cloſe, 
Now for a Mate. 
Lean. You are a bleſſed Man that may 01 bird: her. 
Oh, that I might play with her [ Knock within. 
Bar. Who's there? I come; ny cannot ſcapeme now, = 
Wife. come, I come. © [Knocks, 
Lean. Moſt bleſſed Hand, that calls him, 


Bar. Play quickly, Wife. 


nn *Pray ye, give Leave to think, Sir. 


Enter Moor. 
2 An honeſt Neighbour that dwells hard by, Sir, 


Would fain ſpeak with your Worſhip about Buſineſs, 


Lean. The Devil blow him oi; 
Bar. Play. | 2 
Ama, 1 will ſtudy : | 
For if you beat me thus, you will till laugh at me (Kuck, 
Bar. He knocks again, I cannot ſtay. WE 1dro, 
Pray thee come near. | 
Lean. I am well, Sir, here. oY 
Bar, Come hither : 3 
. 8. 
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Be not afraid; but come. ENI won 74) 
Ama. Here's none will Bog be Bone 2A nuts. 
Lean. God forbid, Lady! 

Ama. *Pray, come nearer. 
Tenn. Yes, forſooth, - oo Dy aft ann] [here, 
Bar. Prethee, obſerve theſe Men: juſt as yi 

And ſee. this Lady do not crow? em,, . 

And be not partial, Pupil, | 
«Lean, No indeed, Sir. , N 


Bar. Let her not move a Pawn, I'll come back pre- 


Naw you ſhall know, I am a Conqueror. JW uh 
Have an eye, Pupil — - I eit. 

Ama. Can ye play at Cheks Sir "BY wo 
Lean. A little, Lady. > 

Ama. But you cannot tell me 
How to avoid this Mate, and win the Game too; 
(H'as noble Eyes: ) Ye dare not friend me fo far ? 

Lean. 1 — do any thing that's in Man's Pow*r, Lady, 
To be a Friend to ſuch a noble Beauty... 

Ama. This is no Lawyers Language: I pray ye tell me, 
Whither may I remove, * ſee I am ſet round, | 
Teavoid my Husband ? i 

Lean. 1 ſhall tell ye — 5 «6 
But happily you will not be inſtructed. __ 

Ama. Yes and I'll thank ye too, ſhall I move this Man? 

Lean. Thoſe are unſeemly ; Moye one e that can ſerve ye, 
Can honour ye, can love ye. 

Ama, Pray ye tell quickly, 

He will return, and then 

Lean, I'll tell ye inſtantly, 

Move me, and I'll move any way to ſerye ye, 
Move your Heart this way, Lady. | 
Ama, How? © ts 

Lean. Pray ye, hear me. 

| Behold the Sport of Love, when he's imperious, 
Behold the ſlave of Love. 

Ama. Move my Queen this way ? 

(Sure, he's ſome worthy Man:) Then if he hel me, - 


Or here to open him -— 


Lean. Do but behold me, 


I 


© a. 
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II 
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If there be Pity in you, do but view me; 
But view the Miſery I have undertaken 3 05 


For you, the Po vert. 


Ama. He will come Beeten ie bd 

Now play your beſt, Sir, — 5 1 loſe this Rook here 

Yet I get Liberty. 

Lean. P11 ſeize your fair Hand, | 11 

And warm it with a hundred, ben Kiſſes. - 

The God of Love warm your Deſires but equal, 
That ſhall play my Game now. 
Ama. What do you l Sir? FH d Fn 

Why do you ſtop me? | 
Lean. That ye may intend me. le 

The Time has bleſt us Both: Love bids us uſe i its 

I am a Gentleman nobly deſcended, ms 1.4 

Young to invite your Love, rich to maintain it. 

I bring a whole. Heart to ye, thus I give it, 

And to thoſe burning Altars thus I offer, 

And thus, divine Lips, where perpetual prog grom— 
Ama. Take that, ye are-too ſaucy. 
Lean. How, proud Lady Dp): 

Strike my Deſerts ? | 
Ama. I was to blame. 


Enter Bartolus.] 


Bar. What, Wife, there? 
Heav'n keep my Houſe from Thieves. 
Lean, I am wretched :  - 
Open'd, diſcover'd, loſt to all my Wiſhes, 
I ſhall be hooted at. 
Bar. What Noiſe was this, Wife? 
Why doſt thou ſmile ? « 
Lian. This proud Thing will betray me. 
Bar. Why theſe lie here? What angry, DM 
. No, Sir, 95 
a Chance, your Pupil fad 12 plaid well, 
ſo, indeed, he do's: He undertook for ye! 
Becauſe I would not fit ſo long time idle; 
I made my Liberty, avoided your Mate, 
And he again as cunningly endanger'd me, 
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Indeed, he put me ſtrangely tot. When preſentliyx 
Hearing you come, and having broke his Ambuſh too, 
Having the ſecond time brought off my Queen fair, 
I roſe o' ch' ſudden ſmilingly to ſhew ye; ] 
My Apron caught the che bend, an and che Men, 
And there the Noiſe was. 

Bar. Thou art grown a 1 ä 
For all this I ſhall beat ye. 

Lean, Or I you, Lawyer ; bc 
For now I love her more ; *twas a neat Anſwer, 
And by it hangs a 4 Hope, I thank her; 
She gave my Pate a ſound Knock, that it rings yet, 

t you ſhall have a ſounder if I live, Lawyer; 

N Mo Heart akes yet, I would not be in that fear 
Bar. I am glad ye are a Gameſter, Sir, ſometimes 
For Recreation we two ſhall fight hard at it. | 
Ama. He will prove too hard for me. 
T.ean. I hope, be ſnall do, | [good Lady, 
But your Cheſs-board is too hard for.my Head ; line that, 

Bar. I have been attoning two moſt wrangling Neigh- 
They had no Mony, therefore I made even. {bours, 
Come, let's go in and eat; truly, I'm hu 

Lean, I have eat'n already, I muſt intreat your Pardon, 
Bar. Do as ye pleaſe, we ſhall expect y'at Supper. 

He has got a irtle Heart; now it ſeems handſomely, 
Ama. Yow'll get no little Head, if I don't look to ye. 
Lean, If ever I do catch thee again, thou Vanity — 
Ama. I was to blame t to "be fo raſh, I'm forry —— 


[ Exeunt, v. 

hi 

— — — — — — —— — a 
li 

ACT IV. 8 C E N E Li b. 
Enter Don Henrique, Violante, and Aſeanio. ” 

| fi 

en, . but my Reaſons. : , 
Vio. O my Patience, hear em! 
Can cunning Falſhood colour an Excuſe be 


With any oY ___ of borrow d Truth 
T' extenuate 


te 
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(24) T' extenudte this wilfull Wrong, not Error? 
Hen. Y ou gave conſent, that, to ON: my Brother, : 

I ſhould take any Courſe. 297 þ 
Vio. But not to make A N 

The Cure more loathſom than the, fout Diese 

Was' t not enough you took me to your Bed, 

Tir'd with looſe Dalliance, and with empty Veins, | 

All thoſe Abilities ſpent before and waſted, "ui 

That cou'd confer the Name of Mother on me; 3 

But that (to perfect my Account of Sorrow 

For my long Barrenneſs) you muſt heighten it 7 

By ſhewing to my Face, that yo were F roitful .. 7 

Hug'd in the baſe Embraces of another? = 

If Solitude, that dwelt beneath my Roof, 


And Want of Children was a Torment to me, 


What End of my Vexation to behold 
A Baſtard to upbraid me with my Wants? 
And hear the Name of Father paid to ye, 
(25) Yet know my ſelf no Mother, What can you fay? 
Hen. Shall I confeſs my F — and ask "RE Dudes ? 
Will that content ye? 2 | vg 
Vio. If it cou d make void, 
What is confirm'd in Court: Nis no, Don lune, | 
You ſhall know, that I find my ſelf abus d; 
And add to that, I have a Woman's Anger, | 
And while I look upon this Baſilisk, 363 ff 


(24) 1 this woſull Wrong, not Error ?] The Vaols' 7 are 
robb'd, I dare ſay, of the 4ntirhefis here required to ſupport the Vi- 
vacity of their Meaning. Henrique has moſt plainly been excuſing 
his Conduct, and calling the Steps he has taken erroneous: Upon 
which Violante would ſay, Do you think to colour out an Excuſe auith 
cunning Falſhood, and extenuate the Guilt of your Proceedings by cal. 
ling That Error, which is @ willfull Wrong ? And to bon Tenour I 
have ventured to amend the Text. 


& This is the laſt Note of the laſt Sheet in this Volume which 
poor Mr. Theobald had prepared for the Preſs. From hence we have 
only his Marginal Corrections of the Text, without any Reaſons aſ- 
ſign'd; as far as I propoſe to proceed in this Work, I ſhall endea- 


vour to do his Memory all the Juſtice I am able, T7. Seward, 
(25) What can 1 zi] The _— plainly ſhews that it ſhould 
be Jou, Seward. 


Q 4 ; Whoſe 
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(26) Whoſe venomous Eyes have blaſted all Com 
Reſt confident, I'll ſtudy. my 8 Aa OE Ry 
And not your Pleaſures. 
Aſc. Noble Lady, hear me, 
Not as my Father's Son, but as your "3 apy 
Vouchſafe to hear me, for ſuch in my Duty 
J ever will appear: And far be it from 
My poor Ambition, ever to look on you, 
But with that Reverence, which a Slave flands bound 
To pay a _ ke I have heard 
That Dames of highe na Queens themſeh 
Diſdain not to be rv? \ rom by "args are ves 
Of meaneſt Birth: And I "hall be moſt happy, 
To be employ d when you pleaſe to command me, 
Even in the courſeſt Office 1 As your Page 
I can wait on your Trencher, fl you Wine, 
Carry your Pantofles, and be ſometimes bles d 
In all Humility to touch your Feet: 
Or if that you eſteem that too much Grace, 
can run by your Coach, obſerve your Looks, 
And hope to gain a Fortune by my Service, 
With your good favour; which now, as a 188 
1 dare not challenge. 
Vio. As a Son? 
Aſe. Forgive me, 
T will forget the Name, let it be Denk | 
For me to call you Mother. Vio. Still opbraided: ? 
Hen. Is no way left t appeaſe you? 
Vio. None: Now hear me: 
Hear what I vow before the face of Heav'n, 
And if I break it, all plagues in this Life, 
And thoſe that after Death are fear'd, fall on me. 
While that this Baſtard ſtays under my Roof, 
Look for no Peace at home, for I renounce 
All Offices of a Wife. 
Hen. What am I faln to? 


( 26) Whoſe envious Eye,] Enwvious ſeems neither proper to the 
Bafilick nor to Aſcanis; Yenomous is io near the trace of the Letters, 
thas 1 hope the Reader will aſſent to its Inſertion in the Text. 


Srabard. 


Vis. 


yan FA PA kk wot 


' 


The Spaniſh Curate. | 233 

Vio. 1 will not eat, nor ſleep with you, and thoſe * 
Which I ſhou'd- ſpend i in Prayers for Your Health ] 
Shall be employ*d' in Curſe . 14 

Hen. Terrible. 13 T 

Vio. All the 4 long, I'll be han to you' 
As lingring Feavers, and I'll watch the Nights, - 


To ring aloud your Shame, and break Your e 
Or if you do but ſlumber, I'll appear 


I'the ſhape of all my Wrongs, and like A Fury" 6510 1 
Fright you to Madneſs; and if all this fail 191 1 
To work out my Revenge, I've Friends and Kinſmen, 
That will not fit down tame with-the * bade 
That's offer*d to our noble . KN 
In what I ſuffer. ' | % gain K 
Hen. How am I divided eee ee og Þ e e 
Between the Duties I owe as a Hutband, 205 
And Piety of a Parent? rid dy 
Aſc. 1 am taught, Sir, 6 Do "TOY 
By the inſtinct of Nature, that Obedieiice- . Work. 


Which bids me to prefer your Peace of Mind 
Before thoſe Pleaſures that are deareſt to me; 


Be wholly hers my Lord, I quit all parts, 


And no diſtaſte e' er find you, and before 
The Characters of Age are printed on you, ; 
May you ſee many Images of your ſelves, 
Though I, like ſome falſe Glaſs, that's never look*d 135 
Am caſt aſide, and broken. From this hour, 2 
Unleſs invited, which I dare not hope for, 


That J = challenge. May you grow old together 8 


T never will ſet my forbidden Feet 


Over your Threſhold ; only give me leave, c 4 
Though caſt off to the World, to mention you 
In my Devotions, it is all I ſue for, 
And ſo I take my laſt leave. 

Hen. Though I am 
Devoted to a Wife, nay almoſt fold 
A Slave to ſerve her Pleaſures, yet T'cannot 
So part with all Humanity, but I muſt 
Shew ſomething, of a Father; thou ſhalt not go 
Unfurniſh'd and unfriended too : take that 


To 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
: 
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To guard thee from Neceſlities ; may thy Ie L 


27) Meet many Favours, for thine Innocence 
Perez to be the Heir of greater Fortunes, 


Than thou wert Born to. Scorn me not, Ji — | 
This Baniſhment is a kind of civil Death, 


And now, as 1t were at-his Funeral, | 
To ſhed a Tear or two, is not unmanly, |; 


And ſo farewel for ever. One word more, | 2 
Though I muſt never ſee thee, my . 


When this is ſpent, for ſo the 9 . — 


[Exit Aland 


Send to me for ſupply. Are you p 2 now? 


Vio. Les; I haye cauſe, to ſee you Howl and Blubber 
At th* parting of my Torment, and your Shame, 


Tis well: proceed: ſupply his wants: do do: 


Let the great Dower I brought, ſerve to maintain 
Your Baſtard's Riots: Send my Clothes and Jewels 
T' your old acquaintance, your dear Dame his Mother. 
Now you begin to melt, I know 'twill follow. 

Hen. Is all I do miſconſtru'd ? 

Vio. I will take | 
A Courſe to right my ſelf, a coking, one: 
By the bleſs'd Saints, I will; if J prove cruel, 


The ſhame to ſee; thy fooliſh Pity, taught me 


To loſe my natural Softneſs; keep off from me, 
Thy Flatteries are infectious, and I'll flee thee 
As 1 would do a Leaper. 

Hen. Let not Fury 


. Tranſport 2 fo: You know I am your Creature, 


All Lowe, t to your ſelf, with him, hath left me. 
T'll join with you in any thing. | 
Vio. In vain, | 
I'll take mine own Ways, and will _ no Partners, 
Hen. I will not croſs you. 


(2p) 


and thine Innocence 


Deſerve to be the Heir.) Aſcania has ſhew'd ſo many In- 


ſtances of Innocence, that the Occaſion here ſeems only to require 2 


Prayer that his Innocence may be rewarded. It ſhould ſeem there- 

fore that either the word deſerve ſhould be chang'd to arrive, or the 

whole be turn'd into an FITS as 1 have Song to I — 
ear. 


Vis. 


rg 


n. Shamiſh Curate. 


That to a 5 = her (va a er 
A e wei en een Aﬀjick's, e, ee 
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Enter Lopes, Milanes, and Arkaio,. | 
(a8) Sits the Game there: I have jous Moc 


mine 
I ons Leandro for t. 
. But you muſt ſhew it 1 
In in ld bay your help, to gain, him means 
And opportunity, | 
. He ſhall want nothing, 
I know my Advocate to a hair, and what 
Will fetch him from his Pray*rs, if he uſe any, 
I am honyed with the Project : I vod have * bora 
For a moſt precious Beaſt. 1 


Arſ. But you loſe tine. 

Lob. I'm gone, inſtruct Diego, you will find kim 
A ſharp and ſubtle Knave, give him but Hints 
And he will amplifie, See all things ready, 5 
Pll fetch him with a Vengeance IB. 

Arſ. If he fail now, . . 
We'll give him over too. 

Mil. Tuſh, he is fleſh'd, | 
And knows what vein to ſtrike for his own credit. 
Arſ. All things are ready, _ 
Mil. Then we ſhall have a merry Scene, ne'er fear it. 
1 [Exeunt, 


s C E N E UI. 


Enter Amaranta, with a Note, and Moor. doch 


Ama, Is thy Maſter gone out? A 
Moor. Ev'n now, the Curate fetch'd him, 
About a ſerious buſineſs as it ſeem'd, 


(28) — 7 have you by mine Order; 


1 hve Leandro for't.] Mr. * has very juſtly regula- 
For 


ted the Stops here, 
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For he ſnatch'd up his Cloak, and bruſt*d/his HatNraight 

Set his Band handſomely, and out he 'gallop'd, © 1 5 5 l 
Ama. *Tis well, *tis very well, he Went out, Egla, 

As luckily, as one would ſay, $0 o Husband ; 

He was calPd by [Provillengs! | ling this ſhort Paper 

Into Leandro's Cell, and waken him, 

He is monſtrous verw d, and muſty, at my 3 ; 

But this ſhall ſupple him, when he has read it: 

Take your own Recreation for two hours, 

And hinder nothing. 2 
Mor. If I do, Pl way for't, Ns [Excur, | 


en 


Enter Oddavio, ad 3 


Oc. If that you lov'd Aſeanio for himſelf, 
\nd not your private Ends, you rather ſhou'd - 
Bleſs the fair Opportunity, that reſtores him TY 
T* his Birth-right, and the Honours he was born N 
Than grieve at his good Fortune. | 
Fac. Grieve, Ofavio ? 
T would reſign my Eſſence, that he were 
As happy as my Love cou'd faſhion him, 
Though every Bleſſing that ſhou'd fall on him, 
Might prove a Curſe to me: My ſorrow r 8 
Out of my fear and doubt he is not ſafe. | 
I am acquainted with Don Henrique's'Nature, 
And I have heard-too much the fiery 1 
Of Madam Violante: Can you think MA. 
That ſhe, that almoſt is at War with Heav'n EC. 
For being barren, will with equal Eyes 
Behold a Son of mine? 5 
OA. His Father's Care, | 
That for the want of Iſſue, took him home, 
Though with the forfeiture of his own Fame, 
Will look unto his Safety. 
Fac. Step-mothers - 
Have many Eyes, to find a way to wiſhicf 
TING blind to Goodneſs, 


2 2 
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: Mur Jamie and a n debbie 


| O. Here comes Don Jamie, 
: And with him our 4/tams. - lg 1 
Jam. Good Youth leave me, = 
know thou art forbid my Company, Alis 
And only to be ſeen with me, will callon A 
Thy F aber anger. 
Acc. Sir, if that to ſerve you _ 
Cou'd loſe me any thing, as indeed it cannot, 
I ſtill wou'd follow you. Alas I was born 
To do you hurt, but not to help my ſelf, 
I was, for ſome particular end, N han, 
But am caſt off again. 1. 
Jam. Is't poſſible? | 
Aſc. The Lady, whom my Father calls his Wife, 
Abhors my ſight, is ſick of me, and ad bim ab 
To turn me out of Doors. 9% 71 
Jac. By my beſt hopes 80 1 
I thank <A — for it comes: near 1011 


1 
f = 4 
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"I 
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— 


7 
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A faving Charity. 
Aſc. i am only happ y > we 
That yet I can relieve you, pray you ſlave: : 1 : 
My Father's wondrous kind, and promiſs } 
That I ſhou'd be ſupplied : But e the OP 7 MM 
Is a malicious Woman, and 1 fear FI 3 
Means me no en 


"En ler Servant. ; 


Jam. I am turn'd a Stone with wonder, 
And know not what to think: UT 

Ser, From my Lady, 
Your private Ear, and hit ney 

Jam. New Miracles? | 

Ser. She ſays, if you dare make your ſelf a Fortune, 
She will propoſe the Means; my Lord Don Henrique 
Is now from home, and ſhe alone expects you; 
It you dare truſt her, ſo; it acts deſpair ot 2 
A ſecond Offer. [ Exit, 

1 Though there were an. n : 


Laid 
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Laid for my Life, I'll on and found this Secret, = 

Retire thee, my. Aſcanio, with thy Mother: M 
But ftir not forth, ſome great Deſign's on nine 

Fall what can fall, if &'er Ge Sun ne | 

I ſee you not, give me for dead. 

_ Aſc. We will expect you, 

And thoſe bleſs'd- Outs that on Gere * * 

. | | [Exeu, 

r 


Enter Lopez and Bartolus. 


Bar. Is't poſſible he ſhou'd be rich ? 
Lop. Moſt poſſible, 
He hath been long, though he'd but little geringe, 
Drawing together, Sir. | 
Bar. Accounted a poor Sexton, 
Honeſt poor Diego. 
Lop. I aſſure ye, a cloſe F ellow, | 
Both cloſe, and ſcraping, and that fills the Bags, Sir. 
Bar. A notable good Fellow too? 
Sometimes, Sir. 
When he hop'd to drink a Man into a Surfeit, 
That he might gain by his Grave, 
Bar. So many thouſands? 
. Heav'n knows what. 
Bar. Tis ſtrange, 
"Tis very ſtrange z but we ſee by endeavour 
And honeſt labour — 
Lop. Milo, by continuance _ 
Grew from a filly Calf, with your Worſhips Reverence, 
To carry a Bull from a penny, to a pound, Sir, 
And from a nd to many: Tis the Progreſs. 
Bar. Ye ſay true, but he lov'd to feed well alſo, | 
And that methinks —— | 
. From another Man's Trexcher, Sie. 1 
(29) And there he found it ſeaſon'd wich ſmall charge: 


(29) Mr. Theobald has in the Margin alter'd the firſt here to 1 
Ae, joining the ſecond Line to the third and not to the firſt. G 
But as the preſent” reading and pointing ſeem to give a Juſt Senſe, 
I have not chang'd them. 
There 
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There he would play the Tyrant,” and would devour » 
More than the Graves he made; at home he liv'd- 
Like a Camelion, ſuckt the Air of Miſery, 
7 able ſet out, Standiſh, Paper, 2 oral. : 
And grew fat by the Brewis of an Egg-ſhell. "OS: 
Wou'd ſmell a Cooks-ſhop, and go home and Surfeit, 
And be a Month in faſting: out that Feaver. [ſay ye? 
Bar. Theſe are good Symptoms. Do's he lye ſo ck, 
Lop. Oh, very fick. | 
Bar. And choſen me Executor $i) | 
Lop. Only your Worſhip, 
Bar. No 1 of his Anendent? 7 
Lop. None, that we find. 
Bar. Hath he no Kinſmen neither * 
Lop. Truth, very few. 
Bar. His Mind will be the quieter. 
What Doctors has he ? 
Lop. There's none, Sir, he believes in. | 
Bar. They are but needleſs things, in fuch Extremitis, 
Who draws the good Man's Will? 
Lop. Marry that do I, Sir, 
And to my Grief. mT 
Bar. Grief will do little now, Sir, | VL 
Draw it to your comfort, Friend, and as T counſel ye.” 
An honeſt Man, but ſuch Men live not t always: TING 
Who are about him 
Lop. Many, now he is paſſing, 
That wou?d pretend this love, yes, and ſome Gentlemen 
That would fain counſel him, and be of his Kindred ; 
Rich Men can want no Heirs, Sir. 
Bar. They do ill, 
Indeed they do, to trouble him; very in, Sir. 


But we ſhall take care. 


Enter, with Diego in a Bed, Milanes, Arlenio, 
and Pariſhioners. 


Lop. Will ye come near, Sir ? 


Fray ye bring him out; now ye may ſee {a what State $1 
Give him freſh Air. 3 


2 I am ſorry, Neighbour Diego, X 1 
To 
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Do you ſee hom he 


To find ye in ſo weak ny lg bl f 
Die. are welcome, Ai ene 37 1 | 4101 
But I am fleeting, 13 ir ie) & 631 


Bar. Mechinks he looks vr” he DE 
His Colour freſh, and ſtrong, his Avena are. e chearful. 

Lap. A glimmeriog before Death, *tis nothing elſe, 85 
nne with che Sheet? do ye 
note that? [for ye, 

Die. My . Sir, * ay ye fie : [am bold to ſen 
To take a care of what I leave. 

. Lop. Do ye hear that? 

Arſ. Play the Knave finely, 

Die. So I will, 1 warrant” ye, 


And carefully. 


Bar. 'Pray ye 90 1 not double! 122 
You ſee he's weak, and has a inns Bader | 
Die. My honeſt Neighbours, weep: not I muſt leave * 
I cannot always bear ye Company, 
We muſt drop ſtill, — is no remedy. 7 | 
*Pray ye Maſter Curate, will ye write my Teſtament, / 
And write it largely it may be remembred, 
And be Witneſs to my Legacies, good. Gentlemen ; 
Your Worſhip I do make my full Executor, FR 
You are a Man of Wit and Underſtanding. 
Give me a Cup of Wine to raiſe my Spirits, 550 
For I ſpeak low: I wou'd, before theſe Neger 
Have ye to ſwear, Sir, that you'll ſee it r 1 
And what I give let equally be ur nN Pct 
For my Soul's health. 
Bar. 1 vow it truly, Nei Ben 


Let not that trouble ye, — all theſe, 


Once more I give my Oath. 
Die. Then ſet me higher, 
And pray come near me all. 
Lop. We're ready for ye. . 
Mil. Now ſpur the Aſs, and get our F rien time. 
Die. Firſt then, KS 
After I have given my Body to the Worms, | 
For they muſt be ſery'd firſt, they're ſeldom cozen'd. - 
_ G5 pt your Pariſh, Neighbour. 


Die, 


— 


Hr > 


** _ 
_ 


e 


Die, 


he et dn. 445 
Die. Lon ſpeal truly, hs Sto nods 251 bu 
do remember it, a lewd — Pariſh, 1 uoT NN. 
And pray it may be mended: To the Poor of it, K 
Which⸗ is to all the Pariſn, I give nothing 


For nothing, unto nothing is moſt natural, 
Vet leave as much ſpace, as will build — L 
Their Children may pray for me. A 
Bar. What do you give to it: 
Die. Set down two thouſand Ducken. _ I1871˙ 21 
Bar. Tis a good gift, ee ah 1 vw 
And will be long — F + 5 Lorne ) 
Die. To your Worſhip, bb, Ne hag 


Becauſe you muſt take — bee al 1 nim Kae, . 
I give two thouſand more, it may be 3 Sir, 
A poor Gratuity for your rr 
"Bar. Theſe are large Sums. 
Lop. Nothing to him that has em. 1 00 
Die. To my old Maſter Vicar, I give five hundred 


a . 
p 110 


#5. FF * + * 
wt + AE 54 A IS %-& 


Five hundred and five hundred are too few, wie 
But there be more to ſerve. 4 HW NGO M 
Bar. This fellow coins ſure. 116 0s (Books, 


Die. Give me more drink. Pray: ye hy Bols. buy 
You have a learned Head, ſtuff it with Libraries, 

And underſtand em, when - e have done, tis Juſtice. 
Run not the Pariſh mad with Controverſies 
Nor preach up Abſtinence to longing: Women, 

'Twill purge the bottoms of their Conſcience 2s 
I'd give the: Church new Organs, but I propheſie rim, 
The Church-wardens wou d quickly pipe em out o'th Pa- 
Two hundred Duckets more to mend the Cancel, 

And to paint true Orthography, as many, 

They write Sunt with a C, which is — 

Fray you ſet that down. To poor Maidens M rings, 

Lop. Ay that's well thought of, d your will in that 
A meritorious thing. 0 uten 

Bar. No end of this will? 

Die. I give per annum two hundred Ells of Lockram, 
That there be no ſtrait dealings in their Linnens, | 
But the Sails cut according to their Burthens. 

To all Bell-ringers 1 bequeath new Ropes, 

Vol. II. R And 
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And let them uſe em at their own diſeretions- x 80 
Arſ. You may remember us. 12dmace ID 
Die. I do, ok Gentlemen q bak 

And 1 bequeath you both good catthul Surg os, 

A Legacy you have need of, more than Mony. oft 

1 know you want good Diets, and good ONES o 

And in your pleaſures, \ vs eagle big dr 

Top. He raves now, ors poy oh aud 5 A 

But *cwill be quickly offll. 
Die I do bequeath ye h 

Commodities of Pins, AE. <a Le FE 

Roſt Pork. and Puddings, Ginger-bread, and — 

Of penny Pipes, and mouldy Pepper, take em, 

Tale em even where — be — with ett, 


I ſhould bequeath ye tions alſo 
But . PII 0 to th Laws 2 tc = 
Lop. Now he grows Temme. i 
Bar. You'll give no more? 24 blo var 


Die. I am loth to give more from io 
Becauſe I know you'll have a care to execute.” 7 200 
Only, to pious uſes, Sir, a little. 
Bar. If he be worth all theſe, I'm made for ever. 
Die. I give to fatal Dames, that ſpin Mens T drehe 
And poor diſtreſſed Damſels, that are Wen 
As Members of our own Afflictions, 
- hundred Crowns to buy warm Tubs to 5 in; 
7 5 five hundred pounds to buy a Church- yard, 
acious Church- yard, to lay Thieves and naves in 
Ric Men and honeſt Men take all the 5 
Lap. Are ye not weary? ß 
Die. Never of well doing. 
Bar. Theſe are mad Legacies, 
Die. They were got as madly P 
My Sheep, _ Oxen, and my Moweables,. «4. 
My Plate, and Jewels, and five hundred N 
I have no Heirs. | 
Bar. This cannot be, tis menten, 
Die. Three Ships at Sea too. 
Bar. You have made me full Executor? 


Die, Full, full, and tal, wou'd I had more to give J 
[ 


„ fed 
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But cheſs ry hve an tone Minde. I 

Bar. Ye ſay ge,; 6 22] mY 
A very honel? Min Mind, Jo: make it tich cui Ba 
Rich, rich; but where ſhall I raiſe tou 


(30) About your Houſe 7 L fte no mem a x 30 
‚ Where hall” I find theſe Sum? WIL e 
\ Die. Ev'n where you pleaſe; Sir 0 [ 
You're wiſe and provident, and know: baſiick, 101 Bis. 
Ev'n raiſe em where you ſhall think „Im enable 
Bar. Think good 7 will that raiſe thouſands? | 8 
þ What do you make mend; bon yon Lt 
a5 Die. 'You have ſworn to ſoo! it done, that's all my com- 
q Bar. Where! pleaſe? this is pack d ſure to diſgrace me. 
m Die. Ye're juſt, and honeſt, and I know. you'll do it, 
Een eule pleaſe, for you know where the wealth is. 
Bar. I am d, dee, 6 2 us” Sam. 


—_— > 1 — 4. 


— „ 


Baff d, and board,” it ſeems. | 
Arſ. No, no, ye are fool'd. St a ven 
Lip. Moſt finely fool'd, and Wade 10 n 
Such cunning Matters muſt be fool'd ſometimes, Sir, 
| And have their Worſhips Noſes'wip'd, tis healthful, 1 
: We are but quit: You fool us of our Monies 
ut, la every Cauſe, in every Quiddit Wipe us. — 
Die. Ha, ha, ha, 2 0 ſome more drink, for my Heart, 
This merry. Lawyer — ha, ha; ha, ha, this Scholar 
I think this fit will cure me: This Eaecutor— (473 
T ſhall laugh out my Lungs. AL 
Bar. This is Deriſion above SuPrance, Villany 
Plotted and ſet againſt me. | 
Die. Faith tis Kna ver, 
In troth I muſt confeſs, thou art fool'd indeed, FORTY 
Mil. Did you think, had this Man been rich 
Bar. Tis well, Sir. 
Mil. He wou'd have choſen ſuch a Wolf, a Canker, 
(31) A Maggot, Rat, to be his whole Executor ? | "ws 


(30) — Such great Promiſes ;] Mr. Symp/on Aoki that the 


7 would naturally uſe the word Premiſes but ſeems ane to 
diſturb the Text 


(31) 4 Mee, to be his whole Executor 1 Whimſical idle 
' ſhatter- brain'd * are „ calbd Maggot-pared : but ** 


e je. 
But 
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Lop. A Lawyer, that entangles all Mens Honeſties, 7 | 


Lives like a Spider in a Cobweb lurking 
And catching at all Flies, that paſs his Pitz falls? | 
uts Powder to all States, to make em caper;: , -/;; | 
Vou'd he truſt you? Do you deſerve? 1 11 
Die. 1 find, Gentlemen, i itt LPT a 7 75 
This Cataplaſm of a wel cozen'd Lawyer 
Laid tO my- Stomach, -lenifies my Feaver, E by 10 Ty 
Methinks L could eat now, and walk a littleee. 
Bar. I am aſham'd to feel how flat Im cheated. 
How groſsly, and maliciouſly made a May- game, 
A damn'd trick; my Wife, my Wife, ſome Raſcal: 
My Credit and my Wife; ſome luſtful Villain, 
Some Bad, ſome Rogue. 
Arſ. (32) Some Craftſman, Fool, has found ye- 
This tis, Sir, to teach ye to be too buſie, ms 1 a 
To covet all the gains, and all the rumours, |. * / 
To have a ſtirring Oare in all Mens Actions. 
Lap. We did this, but to-vex your fing-Officiouſnels, 
Bar, Good yield ye, and good thank ye: I am fool d. 
The Lawyer is an Ass, L do confeſs it, [Gentlemen 
A weak, dull, ſhallow Aſs: Good Even to your Worſniꝑ, 
Vicar, remember, Vicar; Raſcal, remember, 


Thou notable rich Raſcal. 
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eit „en en ie 
Die: Lido remembers d e Lyne 21 
Pray ye ſtay a little, I have ev'n two Legacies, - 
To make your Mouth up, Sir.. 
Bar. Remember Varletets 54 1 16 
Quake and remember, Rogues 


I've brine for all your Buttocks. F wo 5 [xi 
Lop. Oh how he frets, and fumes now, like a Dunghil. 
Die. His Gall contains fine ſtuff now to make Poylons, 


is by no means the Lawyer's Character, nor does it ſuit with the two 
former Titles, which both imply villany and eating into other Mens 
Eſtates. My Conjecture is near the trace of the Letters, and will, : 
hope, be allow'd. | | Sexuard. 
132) Some crafty Fool has found ye :] It cannot be ſuppoſed that 
Arſenio would call Leandro a Fool, and the Reading therefore * 
bably corrupt; mine is very near it, and is not liable to the ſame 
Objection; and tho I do not remember the Word Craft/man in ou 
Authors, yet it is uſed in the fame Senſe by Fairfax in his 2 * 
Tranſlation of Ta. 5 „ * a | 
Ea : re 


ja 1 


Then is the trũe Joy, when the Mony comes. 7 


Le — 


Rare damned „ 7 
Arſ. Let's after, and fil vex him, 

And take my Friend off; By this time he's proſper'd, 

He cannot loſe this dear Un: : Tis impoſſible, 
Mil. Diego, thou'ſt done well. Bott 2:1: 800 wi 
-Lop. Haſt done it daintily. ert DAE 2 NO I ft 
Mil. And ſhalt be as well paidy-Boy—= #A 1 g 
Af. _ let's Nr 7 vn ea: 0 5 [Brown 
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9 x 
74 {4 y- j 1 2 31 f | 3X 's7 


8. . 0 3 E 102 N. "MP v. 
ne — and Leando. ; 


Lean. Pve told ye all my Story, and how deſperately. 

Ama. I do e Let's walk on, time is precious, 
Not to be ſpent in Words, here no more wooing, 
The open Air's an Enemy to Love, oy 
Do as I tell ye. | Toe OE ob rn rence 4 38 

Lean. VII do any thing, „ ne Ea 
I am fo over-joy'd, Pll fly to ſerve xe. 

Ama. Take your Joy moderately, as tis re. 
And as the Cauſe invites: The Man's a Fool 
That at the ſight o'th* Bond, dances and leaps, 


{ * 


Lean. You cannot now deny me. 
Ama. Nay, you know nor 
Women have Crotchets, and fringe Pits, 3 
Tean. You ſhall not. BR 
Ana. Hold ye to that and ſweat it confeenty,” 
Then I ſhall make a ſcruple to deny ye: 
Pray ye let's ſtep in, and ſee a Friend of mine 
The weather's ſharp : bs ſtay but half an hour, 
We may be miſs'd elſe : A priyate fine Houſe tis, Si, | 
And we may find many good wry aud Frags 


* 


7 
E 


Lean. Do Lady, | lg 2 
Do happy Lady. err... 
4 Pil r Mind's of doing,” 32 3 
You muſt be modeſter. et dart NB, 
Lean, I will be any thing. | [Exennt, 
"I R 3 SCENE 
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s CEN E VII. , 
eg Euer Bartolus,” 45 e 1 


Bar. Open the Doors, and give me room to Aue i in, 
Nine own Room, and my Liberty: Why Maid there, 
Open I ſay, and do not an | 

Fm ſubject: to much fury : Stag, wn Dim clout? 
When do you come? aſleep, ye —— Hell-hound ? 
Nothing intended, but your 4 and eating? 

No Body here ? why Wife, why Wife? why Jewel? 


No Tongue to anſwer me! pre'thee, ade 
Diſpenſe a little with thy 235 Stu 


And ſtep to th door, and let me in; as he neither? 
Ha! not at's Study? nor aſleep? nor no Body? 

J'Il make ye hear: The Houſe of Ng 

No Sound inhabits' here: I have a Key ye 


That commands all: I fear I'm Memon”, 2 
Enter Lopez, Arſenio, Milanes, and Diego. 


Lp. He keeps his fury ſtill, and may do miſchief. 

Mil. He ſhall'b be hang d firſt, we'll be ſticklers there, Boy. 

Die. The hundred thouſand Dreams now, that poſſeſs 
Of Jealouſie, and Frailty ; of Revenge, him 


+ 


+ Of drawing Bills againſt us, and Petitions.  _. 


And caſting what his Credit ſhall recover. 
Mil. Let him caſt till his Maw come up, we care not. 
You ſhall be till ſecur d. LA great wiſe übe 
Die. We'll pay him home then; | 
Hark what a noiſe he keeps within! | 
„Certain 
H'as ſet his Chimneys offire,. or the Pen roars 45 


Die. The Codixes o' th Law are d looſe, Gentlemen. 
Arſ. He's fighting ſure. 


Die. I'll tell ye that immediately —— 8 [Exit 
Mil. Or doing ſome ſtrange Outrage on himſelf, 
_ Hang him, he dares not be ſo valiant. 


Enter Diego. 


| * There no Body at * and he Gee like a Lym 
T3 4 n 
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And ftinks wit hall. [ [Noiſe fill, 
Lop. : No Body? aß ig 4 - '{ mT [ 
Die. Not a Creature, | 

Nothing within, but he and his Laws —— 

The Ladles, Diſhes, Kettles, how they flie all! 

And how deen through ern i i fog) 

ar e Bertolu. e 
Ar. My Friend firs: of 50050 

Has got her out, and now he's made an ina dnt Ms 
Lop. (33) See where. the Sea 1 how it N 

and/buſtles? = 

The great Leviathan o'th* Law; i it „ bio 
Bar. Made ev'ry way an Aſs? abugd on all ſides ?... 

And from all Quarters People come'to laugh at me? * 

Riſe like a Comet, to be wonder'd at 

A horrid Comet, for Boys Torch, and Ballads 

I will run from my Wits. 2 


Euter Amaranta, and Leandro. ; Mex 


Arſ. Do, do, good Lawyer, | 
And from thy Mony too, then thi wilt be duet 
. . Mil. Here ſhe comes home: Now mark the Saturation 3 
How like an Afs my Friend goes? - | 
Arſ. She has pull'd his Ears down. N 
Bar. Now, what ſweet Voyage? to what Gaiden Lady? ? 
Or to what Couſin's Houſe? 
Ama. Is this my welcome? 
I cannot, go to Church, but thus I am ſandals, 
Uſe no Devotion for my Saul, but Gentlemen —— 
Bar. To Church) 
Ama. Ves, and ye keep Sweet Yiachs, to wait upon me. 
Sweet bred- up Youths, - to be a credit to me, 
There's your delight again, pray take him to ye, 
He never comes near me more to debaſe e. 
Bar. How's this? how's, if 50 Mies how, has 
he wrong d ye? | 
(33) —brufles ?.] Not knowing tha Word I have ventured to krike 
age the r, Fry reg ou! make an inconſiſtent n wich the 


__ . * 


+» —— _— — —-— —— — 
25 — 2 


N re — 8 — 


Thus am I ſerv'd and Man' d. 
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Ana. I was fain to drive him like a Sheep befote' me, 
I bluſh to think how People fleer'd, and ſcorn'd me. 
Others have handſome Men, that know Behaviour, 
Place, and Obſervance: This ſilly thing knows nothing 
Cannot tell ten; let every Raſcal juſtle me, 
(34) And ſtill I puſn'd him on as he'd been the Woman 

Bar. Ha! did ye puſh him on! is he ſo ſtupid ? 

Ama. When others were attentive to the . 
Good devout Gentleman, then fell he faſ, 
Faſt, ſound-aſleep: Then firſt began the Bag Are, Mo: 


8 The ſeveral ſtops on's Noſe made a rare Muſi 


A rare and Joud, and thoſe plaid many an Anthem. 
Put out of that, he fell 25 ght into dreaming. 
Arſ. As cunning, as ſhe's ſweet ? I like this Carriage, 

22 What did he then? argu OH wo 
ama. Why then he talk'd in's Sleep too, 


- 


' Nay, Ell divulge your moral Virtues, Sheeps-face, 


And talk*d aloud, that every Ear was fixt to him: 
Did not I ſuffer, do you think, in this Time? 
Talk of your bawling Law, of Appellations, 

Of Declarations, and Excommunications 3, , .{! 
Warrants, and Executions ;. and ſuch Devils ret Hd 
That drove all th' Gentlemen out o'th* Church, by hurryes 
Wich execrable Oaths, they'd ne'er come cen again, x4 


Ti . C4 „ . 


Lean. | pray forgive me, 


12 f 
a Fg "3 4 wv { 9 


1 muſt confeſs I am not fit to wait on 762 
Alas, I was brought up =— _ 


(34) — As he had been coming. J Ae 1 1 nor 1 
can affix any Idea to this Reading. I have been ſorc'd to take an 
unuſual Liberty, rather than leave Nonſenſe in the Text. I have 
however known ſeveral corrupt Readings that have departed more 
from what was demonſtrably the Ori Original, than my Correction ſup- 
poſes this to have done; 1 as the Senſe I give ſeems perfealy na- 
tural, it is benz it might have been the Author's. It muſt be 


obſerved tha in moſt Countries abroad, it is the Cuſtom for Servants 


to walk before not after their Miſtreſſes; it is, know, i in, /taly, and 
I ſuppoſe our Authors knew it to be ſo in Spain. She ſays therefore, 
inſtead of clearing the Way for me, I was ſorc'd to puſh him for- 
wards, or he would have ta 'd behind me, as, if he had been the 
Woman. Since I wrote this Flats, a Friend to whom I ſhew'd it, 


bit off another Reading which I think full as probable as my own. 
on wr read — And fill 7 n him on. Mas that becoming? 


Ama. 


2 


>= 
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Ans. To be an A,, TRY Ser 
A Lawyers'Afs,' to carry Books, and binn. 170 . 
Bar. „ But what did you at Church? o off 
ö Loop. At Church, did you ask her??: 


| Do you hear, Gentlemen, do y' mark Wege, 8 
| Becauſe you're half an Hkretick your af, Sirf 1 
| Wou'd ye breed her too? this ſhall to th? 1 Inquiſition?” rſh 
A pious Gentlewoman reprov'd. for praying?” © 
Il ſee this ld, and you ſhall hear furthery Sir. 5 We | 


Arſ. Ye have an il Heart. 5 we 

Lop. It ſhall: be found out, Gentlemen, i 
There be thoſe Youths will ſearch it. 

Die. You are warm, Signior; 71 
But a Faggot will warm ye better: We are Witneſs, ; 

Lop. Enough to hang him, do not gJoube.” VIE" 


Mil. Nay certain, 


= bo 


1 do believe h'as rather no Reign VIOT 
| Lop. That muſt be known _ becauſe . goes tc to 
Church, Sir? 


0 monſtrum informe 1 211105 En 5 Sur >a BU 
Die. Let him go on, Sir, br) 
His Wealth will build a Nunnery, a fair one, 1 LOT 


| And this good Lady, when he's hang'd and rotten. - 
| May there be Abbeſs. 
Bar. You are cozen'd, honeſt Gentlemen, * 
I do not forbid the Uſe but the Form, mark me. 
Leb. Form? uhat do you make of Form? 1 
Bar. They will undo me, BU PL 
Swear, as I oft have done, and fo betray ej, 0 * 
| (35) J muſt make fair way, and hereafter——, Wife, 
You're welcome home, and henceforth take your pleaſure, 
i Go when ye ſhall think fit, I will not hinder ye, 
5 My Eyes are open now, and I ſee my Error, © 0 L 
| My Shame, as great as thar, but I muſt hide it. 
The whole conveyance now I ſmell, but Bata, 
A time t _— * lee us Ry} now 


. 650 os Loo berea after, Wit 2, 

You're welcome home, ) The falſe Pointings made this a little 
obſcure, he means that he would carry things fairly at preſent and 
| 1 himſelf hereaſter. Seward. 


Heartily . 
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Heartily Friends, and no more chiding; 8 
have been, tog fooliſh, | confeſs, no more Rn TY 
No more, ſweet Wife. A 
Ama. You know my — * Natute. 637A ap 
Bar. Go get ye in: You ſee ſhe Vin ik angry; 
Forbear het Sight a while, and er n i „ 


And learn to be more bold. - 251 10 
Lean. I would I could. 
J will do all I am able. ery Bra [Ea 


Bar. Do Leandro, N 
We will not part, but Friends of all hands, 1 1 Pa A 
Lop. Well faid, _ 13 $8 5124T 
Now ye are reaſonable, we can Jopk « on ye. of a0 
Bar. Ye have jerkt me: But for all that I forgive 8 
Forgive ye heartily, and do invite e 
To morrow to a Breakfaſt, I wet n een, 
But now we will be merry. " 
Ars. Now ye are friendly, 70 
Your Doggedneſs and Niggardize dung from ye. 
And now we will come to ye. \ 
Bar. Give me your Hands, all: 1 A 
You ſhall be welcome 1 e geh Fe, 
- We will bes. | 
For well cat hard, N 50 15642 
Bar. The harder, the more eee 290 1 
And till the Morning farewel 3 L have buſineſs, Dir 
Mil. Farewel good bountiful Bartolus,'tis a brave Wench, 
A ſudden witty Thief, and worth all ſervice. Wh 
Go, we'll all go, and exucifie the Lawyer. 
Die. Pll clap four tire of Teeth i ee Mouth more 
But I will grind his ſubſtance. }. : | 
Ar. Well Leandro, r pers 1 of 
Thou haſt had a ſtrange Voyage, b bur 1 Thore 17 
Thou rid'ſt now in fafe Harhour wh * 
Mil. Let's go drink, Friends, ene wil 
And laugh aloud at all our merry Ae 1565007 
be A match, a match, *twill whet our Stomachs 
r e Pane N. 
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I was not made to feed that fooliſh humour, 
Wich — and obſervance. 


Te SC 1 


Fil 10 1:4: * £33 3 2 


0 Bel, Vion, and Servar. 2 _ 25 
Sr. [4 am, he's come. [Chair awd Stools out. 
Viol. Tis well, bnd did he look 
When he knew from whom you were ſent! was " not 
Or confident ? or fearful ? en, Ten? 
Ser. As appear'd | 
Like one that knew 10 Ban at the vort, rv 
And car'd not what cou*d follow, .. 
Viol. Tis the better, | 191 
Reach me a Chair: So bring 1 in, inks * 
That none diſturb us: I will try his Temper, © Ne 


And if I find him apt for my Employments, : i 
III work him to my ends; if not 1 thall - £5112 8816 
Find other Engines. 0 24.10 


Enter J amie, and Servant. 


Ser. There's my Lady. 

Viol. Leave us. 

Jam. Lou ſent for me? 

Vidal. I did, and do's the favour, 
Your preſent State conſider?'d and my Power, 420 'E 
Deſerve no greater wwe 7 4 2 

Jam, Ceremony ? 133 Le 
] uſe to pay that where I owe a 
Not to my Brother's Wife: I cannot fawn, 


If you expect it from me": you are cozen'd, ane 
And ſo farewell. e HA 
Viol. He bexrs up Rill er ie e Of. BL 


Pray you a word, | „ ee 
OA Yes, I vill give you Nan Eν˙ 

On equal terms, and fit by you as a end, 

But not ſtand as a. Suitor: No your pleaſure ps) 
Viol. You are very bold. | © STAR ker 
Fam. Tis fit, ſince you are proud; F | 


. 
& SAN — 


Viol. Yet, with your favour, | 

A little Form join'd with Reſpect to her, A 
That can add to your Wants, or free you from * em, 
Nay raiſe you to a Fate, beyond your Mars 
Might well become your Wiſdom. | 

Jam It would rather NA - v7 

8 a Fool, ſhou'd I but only chin kV, 

8 5 — 2 good to me could flow from you. 2d" 
Whom for ſo many Years l've found and Prod 
| My greateſt Enemy: I am ſtill the ſamſe. 
My Wants have not transform'd me: I es tell you, 
T0o your new cerus'd Face, what I have ſpoken 8 ha 
Freely behind your Back, what I think a Tous a 
Lou are the proudeſt thing, and have the kal 
Reaſon to be ſo that I ever read oi. on; 11 
In Stature you're a Gianteſs; and your Tailor I 
Takes meaſure of you with a Jacob's Staff, 10% i! 
Or he can never reach. you, this by the way | 
For your large ſize. Now, in a word or wo, 
(36) To treat of your Complexion with decorum : 
Fou are ſo far from fair, I doubt your Mother 
Was too familiar with the Moor — ſerv'd her, Fey 
Your Limbs and Features I pals-briefly, over,” 
As things not worth deſcription; and come roundly + 
To your Soul, if you have any; for tis Wann. 3 

Viol. I laugh at this, ern n oat 

Jam. This Soul 1 ſpeak of, = + 
Or rather Salt to keep this heap boi 140.0: os 
From being a walking ſtench, like a large Inn, 

Stands open for the entertainment of "Babe 
All impious Practices: But there's no Corner 6 
An honeſt thought can take up: And as it were not 
Sufficient in your ſelf to comprehend | 


. 
8 . 


th — 


All wicked Plots, you've taught the Fool, My Bade, | 


By your Contagion almoſt to put off 5: of 


(36) To treat of your Complexion were re 15 What decorum 
was there, in treating of her Complexion ? the words «vere decorum 
are a meer redundancy! without adding any thing to the Senſe or 
Satyr, but the, ſlight alteration which I have made greatly heightens 
both, for it prefaces the ſevere things that follow with an affertion 
that he ſpeaks without exaggeration.  - Mx. Sympſon. 


IJ | : | The 


The Nature of the\Man,”\and'turn*d'him Devil, 


Becauſe he ſhould be like you, and I hope nns mA 
You'll march to Hell together. I have — : DA 
And if the Limning you in your true 1 ob elt 1 
Can make the Painter gracious; I ſtaud ready X 
For my Reward, or if my Words # 169% 
weigh it not, for though your Grooms-were: 2 50 
To cut my Throat for't, be aſſur d I, cannot 0 
Uſe other Language. ny ig bloow '1 
Viol. You think you have faid now, 2 N 
Like a brave Fellow: : In this ons War 
You ever have been trainꝰd: Spoke big; but ſuffer d 8) 
Like a tame Aſs; and when moſtſpir'd and gather 1 


Were never Maſter of the Spleen or Spirit, 
That could raiſe up the anger of a Man, Bc > vet vlc 
And force it * bY * 2 2 f. 1 ch [9 a BA 
Jam. Yes, vile:Creatarey"! ist mr N 169 O, 
Wer'c thou a Subject worthy of . 40601 11 VOY * 


Or that thy Death, this moment, * call home 
My baniſh*d hopes, thou now wer't _ z — Woman 3 


But being as thou art, it is 1 Nati, T. 
I ſcorn thee; and conternn thee. it 8, nA 
Viol. This ſhews nobly, - but ad l „10 * 


I muſt confeſs it: I am taken with it, 

For had you kneel'd,” and whin'd, and werd . T 
And low dejected Mind, I had deſpis'd you. 4 
This Bravery, in your adverſe Fortune, conquers 
And does command me, and upon the e 2 E 


| I feel a kind of Pity, growing in me, 521 55 
For your Misfortunes; Pity ſome ſay's the Parent 


Of future Love, and 'T-repent my part 210 451648 1 

So far in what you've ſuffer*d, that 1 cou'd,. "i 

(But you are cold) do ſomething to repair 

W hat your baſe Brother (uch, e 1 ok an) 5 

Hath brought to ruin. L 

Fam, Ha? | Bo 191690 £6 v4 | 

Viol. Be not amaz'd, on 6 
Our Injuries are equal in * Baſtard ; „ 
You are familiar with what I groan for, 

And though the Name of Husband holds 4 
Beyond 
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5 
1,8 
{ 
[i 
4} 
f 


— EEE ES RAE ERIE « A A ode ned 


— — 
7 — 
N 


And by a nearer cut, do you but . 
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Beyond a Brother, I, a poor weak Wan. 5M 27 
Am ſenſible, and tender of a wrong, e > 


And to revenge -it-wou'd break gn al 1. 
F durſt oppoſe m. voy Sate bak 
| Is it «polled ; 3 Harn c 
2 By this kiſs: * mea ge 
You may tale from me; but, if you'weee plege' dio | 
I ſhould ay you a boſom Friend, 0 U F yer 387 
I would 3 em Uu and thus. el ny 3100 


Viol. —— | 755 | 
(37) Nearer, into the Cabinet of a my Counſel: 
Simplicity and Patience dwell with Fools, 1.1 


And let them bear thoſe burthens, which wiſe Mes 
Boldly ſhake off; be mine and join with W 000 13 tf 
And — that I have rais'd you to a Fortune, 0. bag 

Do not deny your ſelf the happy means. 


| You'll look aon me with more judicious, Eyes, ls _ 
And ſwear I am moſt fair. 


1 


Jam. What wou'd this Woman? Aard yM 


And when I underſtand what you wou'd deere ne? 
My anſwer ſhall be ſudden. n. 
Viol. Thus then Fawie, - {14 cnn To en Goin 7 
The objects of out fury are ek: 997: 7 
For young Aſcanio, whom you Snake-like 8 1-7 
Frozen with wants to Death, in your . on :: 


Lives to ſupplant you in your a my ne 8 la | 
And kills in me all comfort. _ 
Jam. Now 'tis plain, 100 60 
I apprehend you: And were he remay'd — 
Viol. You, once again, were the undoubted . 55 
Jam. Pis not to be pn 31 was . oe N 
But now ye ve fir'd me. ; 
Viol. I'll add Fuel to it; 4 


As I direct, we'll bring our Bark into 


1 37) Near into] This i is one of Mr. Therbald's marginal Cor. 


ions which both reſtores the Verſe and aten che yend- 
gc . 


The 


* w - oo Xt& «- 


A Man that knows the World: * 1 _ Wa 


Or if it be known, truſs up our Gold and N — 
And fly to ſome free State, and there with — A -e 


The Port of Happineſs,” bn oy Sumpf 9 (12 Dutt oT 
am. HOW? wont ihw | r 2307 st 1 v2 
Piol. By Henriques Death: von „ BUG B11 19 
But you'll ſay he's your Brother; Weppee Porte" f £ 
Which are Epitomes of States and Woßzeerns sf 6 
The Politick brock no Rivals. hoe 20 oT 
Jam. Excellent! h 
For ſure I think out of a erupolus fer, w wor 2 
To feed in expectation, hen I mar 


Diſpenſing but a little with my Ernten bl 


Come into full Poſſeſſion, would not 7 

One that deſir'd to thrive. | ; 
Viol. Now you ſpeak lie 
Jam. I needs muſt learn e 0 

That have ſo good a Tutreſs. And what think you, © * 

Don Henrique and Aſcamo cut off n on ada 


£34 7 4. 


That none may lie, that ſhall defire. tocrace WP. 104 


— 


In our black Paths if that Oπνẽjʒʒ;ʒi 77 og 
His foſter Father, | and the fad Facintha,- b tl 216 
(Faith pity her, and free her from her Sorrows,) . c 
Should fal Companions with em? When we're red 
With Murther, let us often bath in * *noM ud 
The colour will be Scarlett. 
Viol. And that's glorious, „ _ gel Hd I au 5k 
” 


And will protect the fact. 3 2500 5 118% Ene Ho U 
Jum. Suppoſe this done 


If undiſcovered, we may get for Mony, 1 2 
As that you know buys 2 ung in * nm e). 


A Diſpenſation. a 3 
Val. And be married? eee of e f . 2 
TT 3. al 5 


Viol. Laugh at the Laws of Spain. 


'Twere admirable. © -— hong 0 
Jam. We ſhall beget rare Children. I am raps n 
The meer Imagination —— A 6 
Viol. Shall it be done? 1 


- Shall ? *cis too tedious : Fiirnith- me with x means | 
To. 


2389 


* 


St Is ry * 
* P real et a Ber ann een ii. — 
— wes 4 


— — 
— — ——— roam, <4 2b at ns... A = 


To hire the Inſtruments, and to your ſelf 7 '. -..-7 0 
Say it is done already: I will ſhew you, . 
E'er the Sun ſet, how much you? ye. Mrevgbe, upon me, 
Your. Province is only to-uſe ſome means, 8 
To ſend my Brother to the Grove that's. ne ee, 

To the weſt Port of th City; leave the 0 

To my own practice; I have tallked 100 long, 
(38) But now will do: This Kiſs, with my, weden 

10 work a fell Revenge a Mans a h . :-..; .; 


Unleſs intros 0 Woman: $ School, WED 
rn e ee 
Enter Bartolus, Algazeirs, and 4 ane 

' The Table ſet out and Stools, 5 5 


Bar. Vou are well enough diſguis'd, Furniſh t che Tabl. 
Make no ſhew what ye are, till Fdiſcover: 
Not a Soul knows ye here: Be quick and diligent | 


Theſe Youths I have invited to a Breakfaſt, 


But what the Sawce will be, I am of ore 10] 115 
I ſhall take off the edges of their Appetites, ti ) 
And greaſe their Gums: for eating heartily 4 
This Month or two; they have plaid their prizes with ws, 
(39) And with their ſeyeral flurts they ve lighted IX” 
But ſure I ſhall be quit. I hear em coming. 
Go off and wait the bringing in your ſervice, 

And do it handſomely: You know — to have its, 


(38) — This Eh, eich my Conf. Ne, 7B 
To work a fell Revenge A Man's- 2077 

Unleſs infiruted in a Woman's School.] The falſe Potnlng 
render'd this Paſſage ſo obſcure, that not only; myſelf for ſome time, 
but every Friend I have ſhewed it-to, miſunderſtood 3 it. I at firſt 
thought that bis Confe/jon meant a Conſeſũon of his Fault in having 
abuſed her ſo much, One Friend propoſed to read 20ith my Conclu- 
Aion, or Reſolution to work a fell Revenge : But how eaſy is the 
whole when the Pointings are reQify'd ? His Confeſſion is an ac- 
knowledgment of the 24 of the common Obſervation, that aban- 
don'd Women are more bloody than Men. Seward. 
(30) And with their ſeveral flurts they we lighted dangeroufly,] I 
can ſcarce affix any Idea to the old Reading, nor am I ſatisfied with 
my own Conjecture ; it only ſeems the beſt of four that occur- 
red, Viz. they' ve. lig bted me, or they've Sighted dangers, or lighted 
. Seward. 


Enter 


* 


3 bw PF 


ee» = rf 


5 


ff 
„ 
* 


Die. I am come too, Sir, to ſpecific my Stomach — | 


ter; viz, All Aﬀeonts are 
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Enter Milanes, Arſenio, Lopez, and Diego. 


Welcome i' Faith. 
Arſ. That's well faid, honeſt Lawyer. 
. Lop. Said like a Neighbour. 
(40) Bar. Welcome all: All's over, 
And let's be merry 
Mil. To that oy; we came. Sir, 
An hour of Freedom's worth an Age of Tuglings. 


A poor Retainer to your W orſhip” Bounty. 
Bar. And thou ſhalt have it fill'd, my merry Diego, 
My liberal, and my bonny bounteous Diego, 
Fill d till it groan again, 
Die. Let it have fair play, - 
And if it founder, then 
Bar. VIl tell ye, Neighbours, 
Though L were angry yeſterday with ye all, 
And very angry, for methought ye bob'd me. 
Lop. No, no, by no means, | (= 
Bar. No, when I conſider'd 
It was a jeſt, and carried off ſo quaintly, 
It made me merry, very merry, Gentlemen, 
] do confeſs I couldinor ſleep to think on't, 
The Mirth ſo tickled me, I could not ſlumber. 
Lop. Good Mirth does always work ſo: Honeſt by 
Now, ſhould we've meant in earneſt _ - 
Bar. You fay true, Neighbour. | 
Lop. It might have bred ſuch a diſtaſt and and 
Such fond imaginations in your Brains, Sir, | 
For things thruſt home in earneſt, — 
Bar, Very certain, 
But I know y*all for merry Wage, 155 ere OY 
You ſhall know me too in another faſhion, 
Though you are pamper'd, y* ſhall bear part 0 >" burthen. 


(40) Welcome all: all over, OLE | 
And let's be merry.) The pointing of the firſt Line muſt, be | 
wrong, if he only reiterates their Welcome; but by the Inſertion I 1 
have made, the Senſe is quite different, and 1 think mach bet- _ 
forgot, _ let g * _— Mr. WO 


Now i N Euer 


—— . —ÜU—jP— inks — - 
— «WV _ — 
S * 8 — — 
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Come Wife; come, bid *em welcome; come, my Jewel: 
And Pupil, you fhall come too; ne'er hang backward, 
Come, come, the Woman's pleas d, het Anger's over, b 
k.. 
Ama. What does he e beef 4 hs 
Sure there's no Meat ith* Houſe, at leaſt not dreſt, 
Does he mean to mock em? Or ſome new bred crotch 
Come o'er his Brains; 1 do not like his Kindneſs, _ 
But Silence beſt becomes me: If he mean foul play, MF 
Sure they'te enough to right themſelves, and fer 'wtuh,. 
PlI fit by, fo they beat him not to Powder, 1255 
Bar. Bring in the Meat there, ha? Sit down, deat 
A little Meat needs little Compliment; I Neighbour, 
Sit down, I ſay. 4 5 A 
Ama. What do you mean by this, Sir? 
Bar. Convey away their Weapons handſomly. . _ 
Ama. Y ou know there's none 'th* Houſe to anſwer ye, 
But the poor Girl; you khow there's no Meat neither. 
Bar. Peace and be quiet; I ſhall make you'ſmoak elſe; 
There's Men and Meat enough, ſet it down formally. 


5 Enter Algazeirs, "with Diſhes, | 
Ama. I fear ſome lewd trick, yet I dare not ſpeak ont. 
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Bar. I have no dainties for ye, Gentlemen, 4 
Nor loads of Meat, to make the Room ſmell of em. 
Only a Diſh to ny Man I've dedi 
And if I've pleas'd his Appetite. 
Lop. O, a Capon, [ages tron ref 
A Bird of Grace, and be thy Will, I honour it. 
Die. For me ſome forty Pound of lovely Beef, 


4 


tH 


eg. > - 


- 


Plac'd in a Mediterranean Sea of Brewis. 
ar. Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and laugh after, 
ait diligently, Knaves. 
Mil. What rare bit's this? 
An Execution! bleſs me! 
Bar. Nay, take it to ye, 
* There's no avoiding it, 'tis ſomewhat tough, Sir, 
But a good Stomach will endure it eaſily, 


An = = e202 


The 


eat 


n't. 


The 
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The ſum is but a thouſand Duckets, Sir, 
Arſ. A Capias from my Surgeon, and my Silk. man! 
(41) K er our careful Makers, i Off 
our 7 
Stir wo your Swords a are gone: Theres no ayoiding me, 
And theſe are Algazeirs, do you hear ap pong is in 
Lop. A ſtrong Citation, bleſs mei! 
Bar. Out with your Beads, Curate, 
The _— your Diſh: b Book, 258 Cladle, 7 
Lop. atrant to appear before t ad „ 
I muſt needs riſe, and turn 0 th" Wall. — 
= 7 — ake ye find B he. 
Your fear will make ye our 
Al. We —— be 4 1 
Bar. Invited, do not wrong m 
Fall to, good Gueſts, you have Gill nt Me about . 
Ye ſhall want nothing that may perſecute ye, _ 
Theſe will not ſee ye ſtart ; Haye I now found ye ? 
Haye I requited 587 You ſool'd the Lawyer, 
And thought it Meritorious to:abuſe him 
A thick ram-headed Knave; you rid, you ſpud TO 
And glorified your Wits, the more ye ap uo im; 
Within this — 'e ſhall have all your e 
A ſecond Dilh of new Debts, come u 0 
And new invitements to the Whip, % „„ 
And Excommunications for the he Iarn Crate, 1 
A Maſque of all your Furies ſhall dance to xe. 
A4... You dare not uſe us thus? TE 
Bar. You ſhall be bob'd, Gentlemen: Fa 


Stir, and as I have a Life, ye go to Priſon, _ | 


(Ai) Bar, Bur — — Ma ters, ] As Mr. Snpſen thinks this ob- 

Eire, it may'py ion. The Bebanchers, — in 

che next Play, are al to be daily mending like Dutch Watches, _ 

And beni like old Walls — may pr operly call their Sur- 
geon their Maker ; their Bodies are made wp by him, and to him 
they owe their preſent Being, I have myſelf heard one boaſt, that 
his laſt Salivation new, made him. It is likewiſe very common both 
in Shake ſpear and our Apthop te, call Taylors and Silk-men t 
Makers of Fops. Thus Kent in King Lear fell the Steward, 
that a Taylor made him, Tis a nervous Expreſſion that ſeems to an- 
nibilate Tuch the Soul and Body and to allow n or ab 
exiſtence to the pl but in bis Cloaths. | | Seauar 


TS» 70 
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To Priſon, without pity inſtantly. 
Before ye ſpeak” another word to Pildn. Y 
J have a better Guard without, that waits; LIP 
Do you ſee this Man, Don Curate? *tis a Paratour 
That comes to tell ye a delightful Story 1405 
Of an old Whore ye have, and then to teach ye 
What is the Penalt ww 6 Laugh at me now, Sir, 
What Legacy wou'd ye bequeath me now, _ 
(And pay it on the Nail?) to oy my Fury? 
Lop. O gentle Sir. 
Bar. Do'ſt thou hope T will be 0 
Thou fooliſh unconſiderate Curate * 
Lop. Let me go, Sir. ee 5 
„„ me MAECT TT 7 Cones: 
Lop. And as I am a true Vicar, 
Hark in'your Ear, hark ſoftly - — 
Bar. No, no Bribery. 
I'll have my ſwinge upon thee. Sirrah? Raſcal? © 
You Lenten Chaps, you that lay ſick, and mockt oy, 
Mockt me abominably, abus*'d me lewdly, | 
PI! make thee ſick at Heart, before I leave thee, 
And groan, and die indeed,” and be worth: nothing, 
Not wortli a bleſſing, nor a Bell to knell for thee, 
A ſheet to coyer thee, but that thou ſteal'ſt, [with 
Steal'ſt from the Merchant, and the Ring he was buried 
Steal ſt from his Grave; do you ſmell me now ? 
Die. Have mercy on me! 
Bar. No Pſalm of Mercy ſhall hold. me from hanging 
thee. | 2 
How do you like your Break faſt ? · is but ſhort, Gentle 
But ſweet and healthful; Your Puniſhment, and yours, 
For ſome near Reaſons that concern my Credit, 1 
I will take to my ſelf. 
Ana. Do Sir, and ſpare nate 
T have been too good a Wiſe, and too 3 
But ſince ye dare provoke me to be fooliſh —* 
(42) Lean, She has, yes, and too worthy for your Vhage; 
Before the World J juſtifie her Goodneſs, 


And turn that Man, that dares but taint her Virtues, | | 
To 


(42) HIFI thy of your Uſage 1 Former Editions. 
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To my Sword's point; that lying Man, that baſe Man, 
Turn him, but Face to Face, that 8 may know him, 

Bar. What have I here? 4 ms t 

Lean. A Gentleman, a free Man, on i ) 
One that made trial of this Lady's Conſtancy, 11 
And found it ſtrong as Fate; leave off your Volg mA 
For if you follow this Courſe, | ou u'l dh Chroriicled * 
For a Devil, whilſt a Saint ſhe's mention dN... 
Lou know my name indeed; I'm now no Lawyer, \ 


Enter Jamie and Aſſiſtant. . 


Die. Some e now, I hope, or elſe vod I\ were 
| hang'd up. 
And, yet the Judge, he makes me ſweat, 
Bar. What News now ?' af TON 10 
Jam. I'II juſtifie, upon my Life and Credit, 2 Cu) 
What you have heard for Truth, and will make Proof of. 
N. I will be ready at the appointed mn TG, 
And ſo I leave - - | 
Bar. Stay I beſeec Worlhi 
And do but hear me. ne P 
Jam. Good Sir, intend this buſineſs | 
And leave this bawling Fool; no more words, Lawyer, 
And no more angers, for I gueſs your Reaſons: 
This Gentleman P11 juſtifie in all Places, 
And that fair Lady's worth; let who dare croſs it. 
The Plot was caſt by me, to make thee jealous, - 
But not to wrong your Wife, ſhe's fair and virtuous: 
Die. Take us to mercy too, we beſeech your Honour, 
We ſhall be juſtified the way of all Fleſh elle. 
Jam. No more Talk, nor no more Diſſenſion, Lawyer, 
I know your Anger, tis a vain and flight one, 
For if you do, I'll lay your whole Life open, 
A Life that all the World ſhall I'll bring Witneſs, 
And rip before a Judge the ulcerous Villanies, ©. 
You know I know ye, and I can bring witneſs. ED, 1 
Bar. Nay good Sir, noble Sir. © * 
Jam. Be at peace then preſently, yr 
Immediately take honeſt and fair Truce Cen 3 
W your good Wife, wa ſhake hands with tat 18 
8 3 "as 
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H'as honour'd ye too much, and do it chearfully, | 


Lop. Take us along, for Heav'n ſake oo. 
Bar. I am Friends, a 


(There is no Remedy, I muſt put up all :><2- 

And like my Neighbours rub it out by th? Shoulder) 
And perfect Friends; Leandro, now I thank ye, 

And there's my Hand, I have no more grudge to ye, 


But I'm too mean henceforward for your Company. 
Lean. I ſhall not trouble ye. 


Arſ. We will be Friends too. 

Mil. Nay Lawyer, you ſhall not fright us farther, 
For all your Devils we will bolt. . 

Bar. I grant ye, 
The Gentleman's your Bail, and thank his coming, 
Did not he know me too well, ou ſhou'd ſmart for't; 


Go all in peace, but when ye fool next, Gentlemen, 
Come not to me to Breakfaſt. 


Die. Vil be bak'd firſt. 

Bar. And pray ye remember, when y'are bold and merry, 
The Lawyer's Banquet, and the Sawce he gave ye. 

Jam. Come, go along; I have Employment for ye, 


Employment for your lewd Brains too, to bool ye, 
For all, for every one. 


All. We're all your Servants. 
Die. All, all for any thing, from this day forward 


I'll hate all Breakfaſts: and png Dinners. 
Jam. Pm glad you 


Lean, The Fair be has bleſt — Z Lam. 
s œ E N E III 
Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Aſcanio. 


OF. This is the place, but why we are appointed 


By Don Jamie to ſta here, is a de 
I cannot ſound. ; —_ 


= Aſe. eh he is too noble | 
o purpoſe any thing but for our 
- Had I afſurance of p thouſand — "qt 


ry with them Ty of Pleaſure, 


And 


id 


A Plot is laid fort, 
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And ſhould loſe all, if he proy'd only falſe, © 


Yet I durſt run the hazard. 
ac. Tis our comfort. by 
Wea cannot be more wretched than we are. — 2 
And Death coneludes all Miſery. | 
08. Undiſcoyer'd, 5 | Be ER, 
We muſt aw 6 1 11500 


Emmer Henrique, and Jamie. 


Ac. Our ſtay is not long. 

With him Don Henrigue? 
Jac. Now I fear; be ſilent. | 
Hen. Why doſt a, an 
Jam. To aye your 


all my FI 2 forgot, 
I have a Brother's? | 
Hen. But thy falſe ſelf, 


I fear no Enemy. 

Jam. Lou have no F nerd. 
But what breathes in me: ou move a 101 
Beyond this Ground you 10 on, you are lo 

Hen. Tis by thy practice then: I am ſent ber 
To meet her, chat prefers my Life and Safety 
Before her own. 

Jam. That you ſhould be abus d thus 
With weak Credulity ! She for whoſe ſake 
You have forgot, we had ane. noble Father, 
Or that one Mother bare us, for whoſe Love 
You brake a Contract to which Heay'n was Witneſs, 
To fatisfie whoſe Pride and wilful Humour 
You have expos'd a ſweet and hopeful Son 


| To all the miſeries that Want can bring him, 


And ſuch a Son, though you are moſt obdurate, 


To give whom entertainment Savages 9 
Would quit their Caves themſelves, and keep him from 


Bleak cold and hunger Thie diſſembling Woman, 
This Idol, whom vou wor all your Love 
And Service trod under her Feet, deſigns you 
To fill a Grave, or dead to 15 a We 1 


oy Wop and Yulzurs, 


- 2 


$4393 % 


Hen, 
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Hen. Tis falſe ; I defie thee, 
And ſtand upon my Guard. 


Enter Leandro, Milanes, Arſenio, Bartolus, pL Die- 
go, Octavio, Jacintha, . and Servants. 


Jam. Alas *tis weak: | 0 
Come on, ſince you will teach me to be 257 | 
By having no Faith in me, take your Fortune: 
Bring the reſt forth, and bind them fall. 


Oct. My Lord. . 1 

Aſc. In what have we offended ED of 

Jam. I am deaf, | | | 
And following my will, I a not tand ; 


Accountable to Reaſon : See her Ring, 855 
The firſt pledge of your Love and Service to ber, : 
Deliver'd as a Warrant for your Death: 25 ; 
Theſe Bags of Gold you gave up to her truſt, _ 
The uſe of which you did deny your ſelf, 
Beſtow'd on me, and with a prodigal Hand, 
Whom ſhe pick'd forth to be the Architect 
Of her moſt bloody Building; and to fee | 
Theſe Inſtruments, to bring Materials 
To raiſe it up, ſhe bad me ſpare no coſt, 
And as a ſurpluſage, offer d her ſelt 
'To be at my Devotion, OY 
Hen. O accurs'd! | 
Jam. But be incredulous ſtill; think t this my Plot; 3 
a Faſhion Excuſes to your ſelf, and ſwear 
That ſhe is Innocent, that ſhe doats on . 
Believe this, as a fearful Dream, and that 
You lie not at my Mercy, which in By 
Iwill ſhew only: She her ſelf ſhall 
The dreadful Sentence, to remove all ru le 
Who *tis that ſends you to the other Wor d. 


Enter Violante. 


Appears my Violante? Speak, my deareſt, 
Do's not the Object pleaſe you? 5 
Viol. More than if 


All Treaſure that's above the Earth, with t 
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That lies conceal'd in both the Indian Mines, 00 
Were laid down at my Feet: O bold Jamie, | 
Thou only canſt deſerve me. , 
Jam. I am forward, 70 r Aer 
And, as you eaſily may perceive, Tieep . 
On your Commands. - 


Enter Aſſiſtant, and Officers 


Viol. But yet they live: 1 look'd 
To find them dead. | 
Jam. That was deferr'd, that you 3 | 
Might triumph in their Miſery, and have the power 
To ſay they are not, | 
Viol. Twas well thought upon: 
This Kiſs, and all the pleaſures of my Bol 
This Night, ſhall thank thee. | 
Hen. Monſter! | 
Viol. You Sir, that : | 
Would have me Mother Baſtards, Gal unable 
To honour me with one Child of mine own, 
That uriderneath my Roof kept your caſt-Strumpet, 
And out of my Revenues wou'd maintain : 
Her riotous Iſſue; now you find what tis 
To tempt a Woman: With as little feeling 
As I turn off a Slave, that is unfit _ 
To do me ſervice ; or a Horſe, or Dog, 
That have out-liv'd their uſe, I ſhake t ce off, 
To make thy Peace with Heav'n. x MY 
Hen. I do deſerve this, 
And never truly felt before, what Sorrow 
Attends on wilful Dotage. 
Viol. For you, Miſtreſs, 
That had the pleaſure of his Youth before me, 
And triumph'd i in the Fruit that you had by him, 
But that I think, to have the Baſtard ſtrangled = 
Before thy face, and thou with, ſpeed to follow 
The way he leads thee, is ſufficient Torture, 
I would cut off thy Noſe, put out thine Eyes, 
And ſet my Foot on thoſe bewitching Lips, 
That had the ſtart of mine: But as thou art, 
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Go to the Grave unpitied. 
A. Who would beheve _ 
Such rage could be in Woman? 
Viol. For this Fellow, 
He is not worth my Knowledge. 
Jam. Let him live then, 
Since 1 eſteem him innocent. 
No, Jamie, 
He * hat make up the Meſs: Now ale gehen 
And let them fall. Wy 
Aſt. Unheard of Cruelty ! | 
I can endure no longer: Seize on her. 
Viol. Am I betray'd ? 
Is this thy Faith, Jamie? 
Jam. Cou'd your deſires 
Challenge performance of a deed fo horrid ? 
Or, though that you had fold your ſelf to Hell, 
I ſhould make up the bargain? Live, dear Brother, 
Live long, and happy: I forgive you freely; 
To have done you this ſervice, is to me 
A Su Inheritance; and d wy La 
Call'd on by your roy e, d m 
P m? Hci ance lov d oP 7 a ay Lis 
Were but to ſhew, 4 Hack your Love was cozen'd, 
When it beheld it ſelf in this kalle Glaſs, 
That did abuſe you; and I am ſo far 
From envying young Ascanio his good Fortune, 
That if your State were mine, I wou'd adopt him. 
Theſe are the Murtherers my noble Friends, 
Which, to make trial of her bloody purpoſe, 
I won, to come diſguis'd thus, 
Hen. I am too full 
Of Grief and Shame to ſpeak : But * I'll do, 
Shall to the World proclaim m Penitence, 
And howſoever I have liv'd, PlI die 
A much chang'd Man, 
Jam. Were it but poſſible _ 
You could make ſatisfaction to this Vene 
Our Joys were perfect. 
Hen. That's my only Comfort, 


Nc , 
e . 


n 
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That it is in my pow : I wi nd | 
To this bad Woman, though I doted on her, 
But daily did defer it, ſtill expectin 
When Grief would kill Jaciniba. 
Aſt. All's come out, 
And finds a fair ſucceſs: Take her, Don Henrique: 
And once again embrace your Son. 
Hen. Moſt gladly. 
Aſt. Your Brother hath deſery'd all. 
Hen. And ſhall ſhare 
The Moiety of my State. 
Ait. I have heard, Advocate, | 
What an ill Inſtrument you have been to him,, 
From this time ſtrengthen him with honeſt qo ers 
As you'll deſerve my Pardon. 
Bar, I'll change my Copy: 
But I am paniſh's, for I fear I have "i 
A ſmart blow, though unſeen. 
Aſſt. Curate, Sexton, _ | 
I have heard of you too, let me hear no more, 
And what's paſt, is forgotten. For this Woman, 
Though her 3 were bloody, yet our La- | 
Calls it not Death; yet that her — 
May deter others from ſuch bad attempts, 
The Dowry that ſhe brought with her, ſhall be employ' 
To build a Nunnery, where ſhe ſhall ſpend 
The remnant of her Life. 
Viol. Since I have miſs'd my ends, 
I ſcorn what can fall on me. 06 
At. The ſtrict Diſcipline [aio 
O th* Church, will teach you better Thoughts. And Sig: 
You that are Batchelors, if you ever marry, 
In Bartolus you may behold the Iflue 
Of Covetouſneſs and Jealouſie. And of Dotage, 
And Falſhood in Don Henrique. Keep a Mean then; 
For be affur'd, that weak Man meets all Ill, 


That ue himſelf up to 4 „ s Will, [Exeunt. 
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HE * fg oaks nl 
Still when you part, you would ftill part our Friends, : 
Our nobleſt Friends; if ought have faln amiſs, ' \ 
O let it be ſufficient, that it is, vr 
(42) Aud you have pardon'd it. (In Buildings great | 
All the 5 Body cannot be ſo neat, 28 
But ſomething may Fx mended.) Thoſe are fair, 
And worthy Love, that may deſtroy, but ſpare. 


(42) But ſomething may be mended ; Thoſe are fair, ] As the Text 
before, it had great obſcurity; Buildings ſeeming the ante- 
cedent to Thoſe ; it means thoſe Perſons are fair- or candid Judyes, 
who ſpare what they might er. nn 


P. S. There is an Emendation accidentalh omitted in the Part of 
_ this Play which Mr. Theobald publiſhed. 


3 196. A/ Tue to boſe, Diego, is my Learning, 
And when he's gotten that he may put it in a Nuthell. 
It does not ſeem in Character to make Lopez in this place joke u 
himſelf, but the ſecond Line exactly ſuits Dizgo's Humour, and I 
believe a meer accidental Omiſſion depriv*d him of it. I read, 
Top. 4 Pre to boſe, Diego, is my Learning. 
2. ou Ne he's en that he may put it in a Nutpell. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
M E N. 


Valentine, aa that will not be per funded hee hy 
" Eftate. © 


| Franciſco, his younger Brother. 
Maſter Lovegood, their Uncle. e 
A Merchant, Friend to Moſer Lovegood. \ f 


LL 
1 0 


Fountain, o Companions of Valentine, and Suitors to the 
Bellamore, | 
Widow. 


Hairbrain, T1T-OM- Tur... 

Lance, a Falkner, and an ancient Servant to Valentine's 
Fralber. 
Shorthoſe, the Clown, end Servant to the Widow. 


Roper, Ralph, and Hampliry, «bree Servants 10 the 
Widow, | 


Three Servants. 9 5 
Muſicians. 5 


WOMEN, 


Lady Ke « h wt. 
Iſabella, ber Siſter. 
Luce, 4 waiting Gentlewoman to the Widew. 
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ACT J. SCENE 1 


Ener U: n 4s ah Merchant. 


Mrncnanr., 


2 HEN faw you Valentine? / 1 e 
, Doc. Not ſince the Horſe- race, dow. 
4 He's taken up with theoſe that woo the Wi- 
SG as _—_— he live by FW 
f eople 
He bore 8 worthy Mind. Unc. Alas, he's funk, 31% 
His Means are gone, he wants, and which i 18 worſe, 
Takes a delight in doing ſo. Mer. That's ſtrange. 

(1) Unc. Runs Lunatick, if you but talk of States, 

He can't be brought, now he has ſpent his own, 
To think there is Inheritance or Means. 
But all a common Riches, all Men bound 
To be his Bailiffs. Mer, This is ſomething dangerous. 
(2). Unc. No Gentleman that has Eſtate s to uſe it, 
an 


(1) — Staes and. Fate are generally uſed . ſame 
Senſe throughout this Play. 

(1) Ne Gentleman that has Effate v0-wſe 47 The Verb which 
conſiſts here of a ſingle Letter, ſeems a very material Omiſſion; T 
could malce no Senſe of the Paſſage before I added it. This Play Was 
almoſt all printed as ' Proſe, tho* the Reader will, I doubt not, be 
convinc'd, that the Authors wrote it in as true Metre as almoſt 
any of their other Plays. They always muſt be allowed the Liberty 
of Alexandrines, Hemilticks, and a mixture of Proſe in ſome W 
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In keeping Houſe, or Followers, for thoſe ways 

He cries againſt, for Eating Sins, dull Surfeits, 

Cramming of Serving-men, muſtering of Beggars, 

Maintaining Hoſpitals for Kites, and Curs, + Th 

Grounding their fat Faiths on old Country Proverbs, | 

(3) God bleſs the Founders ; theſe he would have yented 

(4) Into more manly uſes, Wit, and Carriage, 

And never thinks of State, or Means, the Ground-works: T| 

Holding it monſtrous, Men ſhould feed their Bodies, A 

And ſtarve their Underſtandings. Mer. That's moſt certain. 8 

-— Unc. Yes, if he could ſtay there. Mer. Why let him marry, 

And that way riſe again. Unc. It's moſt impoſſible, 

He will not look with any handſomeneſ _ _ 

Upon a Woman. Mer. Is h' ſo ſtrange to Women? 
Unc. I know not what it is, a fooliſh glory 

He's got, I know not where, to balk thoſe Benefits, 

And yet he will converſe and flatter *em, | 

Make em, or fair, or foul, rugged, or ſmooth, 

As his impreſſion ſerves, for he affirms, 


They're only lumps, and undigeſted pieces, ; 
Lickt over to a Form by our Affections _ 
And then they ſhow. The Lovers let *em paſs. 


of low Humour or familiar Dialogue. Mr. Theobald had made ſome 
Progreſs in reſtoring the Metre of this Play, but he ſtopt very ſhort, 
By a more exact Obſervance of it, I ſometimes find great helps in te- 
ſtoring the Senſe. | . | at iTo 1, Sa 
(3) —— theſe he would have wintur'd] Mr. Sympſon has reſtored 
the true Reading from the old Quarto. By ſome accident the Quartos 
of this Play were ſent to him inſtead of me, but both Mr. Theobald 
and he collated them with accuracy, and this is the only one of Con- 
ſequence that the latter omitted, _. . 1 
(4) Into more manly uſes, Wit, and Carriage, ] Mr. Sympſon would ! 
read. Wit and Courage; taking, I believe, manly to ſignify couragt- 
cus; but manly both here — in the next Scene is the ſame as h- 
mane, or what is proper to the Nature of Man. Valentine ſays that 
he teaches The way of Nature, a manly Love, &c. The ingenious 
Author of the Miſcellaneous Obſervations on Macbeth, has made the 
like Miſtake, Act 2. Sc. 5. Their Daggers unmannerly breach'd 
with gore, He reads, — Unmanly drench d, interpreting unmannerh 
as unpolitely, and unmanly as cowardly. But who would talk of the 
Cowardice of the King's Murderers, more than their Unpoliteneſs ? 
Were Felton or Rawilliack Cowards? . Unmannerly, according to its 
ſtrict and genuine Senſe, ſignifies immorally and unmanly — inhumanly 


or barbaroy/ly, Either of them very proper Ideas in the _— 
: Zo > Oe ok ner 


hd = we way, og un kD "My, © 
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Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain. | 


Mer. He might be one, he carries as much Promiſe ; 
They are wondrous merry. Unc, O their hopes are high, Sir. 
Fount. 1 come to Town? Bel. Laſt night, I 
heard. mnt | 
Fount. We miſs him monſtrouſly in our dire ctions, 
This Widow is as ſtately, and as crafty, _ 
And ſtands I warrant you — Hair. Let her ſtand ſure, 
She falls before us elſe. Come let's go ſeek Valentine. 
Mer. This Widow ſeems a Gallant— Unc, Goodly 
Women mean 
(5) And to her Handſomneſs ſhe bears her State 
Reſerv*d and great; Fortune has made her Miſtreſs 
Of a full means, and well ſhe knows to uſe it. 
Mer. I would Valentine had her, Unc. There's no hope 
of GRE OO NT 
Mer. O' that condition, he had his Mortgage in again. 
15 ; volt he had. Mer. Seck means, and ſee what 
"P10 „ DE Os 


(5) Aud to her Handſomneſt ſhe bears her State reſerv'd,'and great 
Fortune has made her Miſtreſs of a full means.) The want of Atten- 
tion to the Metre here cauſed. the former Editors to ſpoil the Senſe 
by giving an unmeaning Epithet to Fortune. It may perhaps be 
asked, how the removal of a Stop from one Word to another can 
affect the Meaſure ; let it be plac'd with its former Stop in its Sta- 
tion as a Verſe, and every Reader that has an Ear will perceive its 


harſhneſs, 
ge bears her State 
Reſerw d, and great Fortune has made her Miſtreſt 
a full means | i 
Remove the Stop to its right place, and the Verſe recovers its Har- 
mony. They who would ſearch the Reaſon of this, muſt firſt know 
that the principal Rule by which the Engliſb Heroick Verſe is go- 
vern'd, is, that the even Syllables, viz. the ſecond, fourth, ſixth, 
eighth, and tenth muſt have the Accents upon them; and ſecond Ys 
that there is one only Exception to this Rule, vis. That where. a 
Pauſe precedes an odd Syllable, there the add Syllable may have the 
Accent, Thus in the Caſe above, the firſt Syllable of Fortune is the 
fich in the Verſe, and unleſs the Pauſe immediately precedes, it 
{poils the Metre, . All the Writers upon the Engliſs Meafure that I 
have ſeen, have not only been very deficient for want of knowing 
this Exception to the general Rule above, but have fall'n into great 
Errors 2 condemned Verſes that were remarkably harmonious, 
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However, let the Mony be paid in, 

I never ſought a Gentleman's undoin 08 
Nor eat the Bread of other Mens vexations. 
he Mortgage ſhall be render'd back; take'tithe for't. 

ou told me of another Brother. Unc. Yes Sir, 
More miſerable than he, for he has eat him, 
And drunk him up, a handſome PENG, 
And a fine Scholar. 


Enter 35 Tenants. 


ae What are theſe? Unc. The Tenants, 
They' ll do what they can. Mer. It is wel epar'd, 
Be Graft honeſt riends, and loud u im, 
He's deaf to his own good. Lance, mean to tell him 
Part of our Minds, an't pleaſe you. . 
Mer. Do, and do't home, 
And what my care may help, or my Peiſwaſidus, 
When we meet next. Unc. Do but perſwade him fairly; 
And for your Mony, mine, and theſe Mens Thanks too, 
And what we can be able. Mer. You're moſt honeſt, 
You ſhall find me no leſs, and fo I leave you, 
Proſper your buſineſs, Friends. (Ex. Mer, 
Duc. Pray Heav'n it may, Sir. 
Lance. Nay if he will be mad, Fl be mad with him, 
And tell him that I'll not ſpare him, 
His Father kept good Meat, good Drink, good Fellows, 
Good Hawks, good Hounds, and bid his DO 
welcome; NT E OILY 
Kept him too, and ſuppli is Prodigality, 
Yet kept his State ſtill PP mp 
Muſt we turn Tenants now, after we've lived 
Under the Race of Gentry, and maintained 
| Good Yeomanry, to ſome one of the City, 
Jo a great Shoulder of Mutton and a Cuſtard, 
And have our State turn'd into Cabbage Gardens, 
" Mult it be fo? Unc, You muſt be milder to him. 
| Lance. That's as he makes his Game. Unc. Intreat 
him lovingly, 
And make him feel. Lance. I'll pinch him to the Bones elſe 


Val. witbin.] And tell the Gentleman, I'll be wi' him 
preſently, 8⁰0 


PWW 


— „ . A. 


* 


treat 
5 elſe, 
him 
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Say I want Mony too, I muſt not fail, Boy. 
Lance. Lou will want Cloaths, I hope. 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. Bid the young Courtier 
Repair to me anon, I'll read to him. of 0 
Unc. He comes, be diligent; but not too rugged, 
Start him, but not affright him. Val. Phew, ate you there? 
Unc. We come to ſee you, Nephew, be not angry. 
V. 2 do you, dog me thus, with theſe ſtrange 
cople, af] HL bo oe a ant; - 
Why, all the World ſhall never make me rich more, 
Nor Maſter of theſe Troubles, Ten. We beſeech you 
For our poor Childrens ſake. Val. Who bid you get em? 
Have you not threſhing work enough, but Children 
Muſt be bang'd out o'th' Sheaf too? Other Men 
With all their Delicates, and healthful Diets, 
Can get but wind Eggs: You wi a Clove of Garlick, 
A piece of Cheeſe would break a Saw, and ſowr Milk, 
Can mount like Stallions ; and muſt I maintain 
Theſe Tumblers? Lance. You onght to maintain us, we 
Have maintain'd you, and when you ſlept provided for you; 
Who bought the Silk you wear? I think our Labours; 
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(6) Reckon you'll find it ſo: Who found you Horſes ? 


3 pots of Ale, maintain'd your Taverns, 

And who extol'd you in the Half- crown Boxes, 

Where you might ſit and muſter all the Beauties? 

We had no hand in theſe; no, we're all Puppies? 

Your Tenants baſe vexations. Val. Very well, Sir. 
Lance. Had you Land, Sir, e 

And honeſt Men to ſerve your purpoſes, 

Honeſt and faithful, and will you run away from 'em, 

Betray your ſelf, and your poor Tribe to miſery ; 

Mortgage all us, like old Cloaks; where will you hunt 

You bac a thouſand Acres, fair and open: [ next ? 


(6) — Who found your Horſes perpetual pots of Ale,] This 5 evi - 
dently corrupt. Mr. Sympſon conjectures, Who found your Horſes 
perpetual Oats and Hay? But as my Correction ſeems more eaſy, and 
is confirm'd by Mr. Theoba/d's concurrence, I have ventured to in- 


ert it in the Text. 
T2 The 
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Which by interpretation is your State, Sir, 


Old Valentine i faith, the old Boy till, [hey boys, 


Which till I fold, was a meer meagrim to me: 


The Kings bench is enclos'd, there's no good riding, 
The Counter's full of Thorns and Brakes, take heed, Sir, 
(7) And Bogs, you'll quickly find what both they're made 

Val. You're ſhort and pithy. 1 of. 

Lance. They ſay you're a fine Gentleman, and of 
Excellent Judgment, they report you've Wit; [you, 
Keep your ſelf out o'th* Rain, and take your Cloak with 


Or I ſhall think your Fame belied you: you {prating 
Have Mony, and may have Means. Val. Prithee leave 
Does my good lye within thy Brain to further, 
Or my undoing in thy Pity? Go, 
Go, get you home, there whiſtle to your Horſes 
And let them edifie z away, ſow Hemp 
To hang your ſelves withal: what am I to you, 
Or you to me? am your Landlord, Puppies? 
uc. This is uncivil. Val. More unmerciful you, 
To vex me with theſe Bacon Broth and Puddings, 
They are the walking ſhapes of all my ſorrows. 

3 Ten. Your Father's Worſhip would have us'd us better, 
_ Val. My Father's Worſhip was a Fool. Lance. Hey, 


Unc. Fie, Coulin. | 
Fal. I mean beſotted td his State, he'd never 
Left me the miſery of ſo much Means elſe, 


If you will talk, turn out theſe Tenants, for 

They are as killing to my Nature, Uncle, 

As Water to a Feaver. Lance. We will go, 

But *tis like Rams, to come again the ſtronger, 

And you ſhall keep your State, Val. Thou lyeſt, I will not. 


(7) — What Broth they're made of.) I am no Sportſman and 


don't know but Broth may be right, tho' I own to call the King! 
Bench and Compter ſo, ſounds odd to me. I would read bath, 


Mr. Symp/on. 
In Confirmation of this, I ſhall add, that the Word Brake: i 


the Line above (when both Lines were wrote as they ſhould be in 


Verſe) would ſtand directly over the Word in diſpute. And in ſuch 


Caſes 'tis very common for the Printer to put Letters belonging do 
one word into another, 


Lance, 


„ Y wo wo) w 


tter, 
ley, 
075 


confirm'd by the firſt Quarto. 
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Lance. Sweet Sir, thou lyeſt,. thou ſhalt, and ſo 
morro Wp. * [Exeunt Tenants, | 
Val. This was my Man, and of a noble breeding: 

Now to your buſineſs, Uncle: Uuc. To your State then. 
Val. * Tis. gone, and Pm glad on*t, name it no more, 

'Tis that I pray againſt, and Heav'n has heard me: 3 

] tell you, Sir, I am more fearful of it. 

I mean of thinking of more Lands, or Livings, 

Than ſickly Men ate travelling o* Sundays, & 

For being quell'd with Carriers; out upon't, q . . 

(8) Caveat emptor, let the Fool out-ſweat 1 7 

That thinks h'as got a catch on't. Unc. This is Madneſs 

To be a wilful Beggar. Val. I am mad then, . 

And. ſo I mean to be, will that content you? 

How bfavel b Sts I live, how jocundly, 3282 

How near the firſt Inheritance, without Ran COP 

How free from title- troubles! Unc. And from Ming too. 
Val. Means? Why all good Men are my Means; my 

Wit's my Plow, | 

The Town's my Stock, Tavern's my Standingchouſe, 

And all the World. knows there's no want; all Gentlemen 

That love Society, love me; all Purſes 

That Wit and Pleaſure opens, are my Tenants; 

Every Man's Cloaths fit me, the next fair Lodging 

Is but my next Remove, and hen H pleaſe 

To be more eminent, and take the Air, 

A Piece | is levied, and a Coach prepared, 

And I go I care not where, what need ſtate here? | 
Unc, Bur ſay theſe means were honeſt, will they laſt, Sir? 
Vai. Far longer than your Jerkin, and wear fairer, 5 

Should- I take ought of you, *tis true, I beg'd now, 

Or which is worſe than that, T ſtole a kindneſ, 

And which is worſt of all, I loſt my way in't; 

Your Mind's enclos'd, nothing lies open nobly, 

Your very Thoughts are Hinds that work for Wg 


(8) — Tool cut-fweat it,] I happily found my ConjeQure here 
Mr. $ Yympſon. 

Mr. Theobald did the ſame; I therefore admit it, tho' I am far 
from condemning the late Reading, Valentine who thinks , Eſtates 
only pompous Troubles, may properly call thcſe who poilcſs them 
the Slaves and Too/s of their Wealth. 


T3 But 


: 
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But daily ſweat and troubls : Were my way 2 
So full of Dirt as this, tis true I'd ſhift it; 
Are my Acquaintance Graſiers? But, Sir, know, 
No Man, that I'm allied to, in my living,, 
But makes it equal, whether his own uſe, _ 
Or my neceſſity pull firſt; nor is this fore d. 
But the meer qual'ty and poĩſure of Goodnels, 7 
And do you think [ venture nothing equal? 
U. You poſe me, Coufiim. 

Val. What's my Knowledge, Uncle. 
Ist not worth Mony? What's my Underſtanding, 
(9) My Travel, Reading, Wit, all theſe digelel, 
My daily making Men, Jome to ſpeak well. 
That too much flegm had frozen up; ſome ofhcs 
That ſpoke too much, to hold their Peace, and put 
Their [Tongues to Penſions ; ſome to wear their Cloaths, 
And ſome to keep em; theſe are nothing Uncle 
| Beſides theſe ways, to teach the way of Nature, 
A manly. love, Community to all 5 
That are deſervers, not examining 
How much, or what's done for them, it is wicked, 
And ſuch a one like you, chews his Thoughts double, 
Making 'em only Food for his Repentance. 

Enter two Servants. 


1 Ser. This Cloak and Hat, Sir, and my Maſter's Love. 

Val. Commend us to thy Maſter, and take that, 
And leave *em at my Lodging. 1 Ser. I ſhall do't, Sir, 

Val. Ido not think of theſe things. 2 Ser. Pleaſe you Sir, 
Pve Gold here for you, Val. Give't me, drink that. and 
Commend me to thy Maſter; look you, Uncle, 

„ ee 

Unc. No ſure, it is your worth, Sir. 

Val. Tis like enough, but pray now fatisfie me, 


(9) My Travel,] My is inſerted in Mr. Theobald's Margin from 
the firſt Quarto, as is the word other three Lines below; which ſhews 
what little Omiſſions ſpoil the Metre; I often take Liberties of ſup- 
plying ſuch Deficiencies by Conjecture, but will never willingly ei- 
ther add or-drop any thing for the ſake of the Metre that ſhall in- 
jure the Senſe, 255 . 

Are 


/$ 
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t theſe ways as honelt's 9 
le arv'd Inheritance, with muſty Co 
The very Rats were fain to run away Rog, | 
Or ſelling rotten Wood by the Pound, like . 
Which Genitemen do af after rn hy th' Ounces ? | 
Do not I know your way of feeding Beaſts ' 
With Grains, and windy (hols 90 o blow up Butchers? 
Your racking Paſtures, wy ve eaten Pap 
As ney ſinging ee sf, their | nes, 
As Aae ks ak eſe arc been 
I tell you, Sir, I woy'd not change ways with h you, 
Unleſs it were os $44 FRE that hour, 
And if 'twere poſſible Þ ſpend it then too, 


955 Fo * all your Beaſts Rumiey; z now you know me. 


wou'd you Mise your ſelf, but ſince > ar 
Bar a ſtran ka to all that fits you. [grown 
Give me but Fave to make jour f Brother's | F ortune. 

pal. Leh {EF £ . 

Unc. From your Tort e, w ich you may recover, 
PII find EDD Ky ave * 1dr, Sir, 
My Brother and my Fs will 8 one Fortune, 
Aud! think what d hold. a meer. vexation, 

Cannot be ſafe for him; I love him better, | 

He's Wit at will, the World has Means, he'll live, 

Without this trick of State, we are Heirs both, 

And all the World before us. Unc. My laſt Offer, | 

And then I'm gone. Val. What ist, and then I'll 
anſwer. | 

: Unc, What think you of a Wife yet to reſtore you, 
And tell me ſeriouſly without theſe trifles. 

Val. And you can find one, that can pleaſe my Fancy, 


You ſhall not find me ſtubborn. Unc. Speak your Woman. 


(10) For all your Beans in Rumnillo now Jou know me. 3 would 


not conclude that there is no ſuch Place in Eng land as Rumnillo 
merely becauſe I never heard of it; but it tobe not ſound like an 


Engliſh name, and what weighs, more with me, it gives a redun- 
dant Syllable to the Verſe. - The Uncle is , before deſcribed as a 
great Graſier; his Beaſts therefore are more likely to be mentioned, 
as the chief of his Wealth than his Beans. Rumney Marſh, in Kent, 


is remarkably famous for fatting, Cattle; I think therefore my 


Conjecture was probably the true reading. ke 
111 Val. 


„ 
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Val. One without Eyes, that is, Self. commendations, 
For when they find they're handſome, they're unwhol. 
ſome; SF TRA, | 
One without Ears, not giving time to Flatterers, 
For ſhe that hears her ſelf commended, wavers, 
And points Men out a way to make 'em wicked; 
(11) One without Subſtance of her ſelf; that Woman 
Without the pleaſure of her Life, that's wanton ; 
Though ſhe be young, forgetting it, though fair, 
Making her Glaſs the Eyes of honeſt Men, 
Not her own Admiration, all her ends 
Obedience, all her hours new Bleſſings, if 
There may be ſuch a Woman. Unc, Yes there may be. 
Val. And without State too. Unc, You're diſpos'd to 
trifle 3 1 7 
Well, fare you well, Sir, when you want me next, 
You'll ſeek me out a better ſenſe. Val. Fare wel, Uncle, 
And as you love your State, let me not hear on*t. [ Exit. 
Unc. It ſhall not trouble you, PI! watch him ſtill, | 
And when his Friends fall off, then bend his Will. [Exil. 
(11) One <vitheat Subfaice of ber folf ]'L-have not diftuitid: the 
Text ef this and the next Line, tho' I can't affix any Senſe to them. 
The only Conjecture I could hit upon is, 1 
One without ſurfeiting on ſelf, that's Voman ; 
One without pleaſure in her Life, that's wanton; © 
One ingenious Friend would read as I do, only retaining the words, 
[SubRlance of her ſelf] and thinks he can fix a pretty clear Idea to 
them, but tis more than I am able to do. Mr. Sympſon would read. 
[One without Subſtance, Ore, or Pelf, that Woman that's without 
the pleaſure of high Life; that's not wanton, tho" young';] But Sub- 
ſtance taken in this Senfe foreſtals what is deſigned as an arch 
Concluſion of the whole, totally to pay» ay. the Uncle. Lone wwith- 
. out State too.] The changes of the next Line ſpoil the Meaſure, which 
I can by no means aſſent to, were there nothing more to be urged 
againſt them: I would not deprive the Reader of any of theſe 
Conjectures, tho' all very unſatisfactory, they perhaps may lead to 
ſome more fortunate one. Since this Play was prepared for the 
- Preſs, Mr, Sympſon has much improved his own Conjecture; tho I 
believe it will not ev'n now ſatisfy. - | 
One without Science of her 4 3 that Woman 
Who with the pleaſure of high Life's not wanton. ' 
At the fame time he informed me, that he had diſcovered the In- 
jury done to our Poets, by turning their whole Play from Verſc 
iato P roſe. 8 8 5 a 
85 Enter 
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hol. 


Speak ſoftly, we are open to Mens Ears. 


I am as haſte ordain'd me, a thing ſlubber'd, 


| 'Tis reaſon I wait my mean Fortune, Luce. You're ſo 


Wit without Mony. 28s 
Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 


Tet I know the cauſe of all this ſadneſs now, 
Your: Siſter has ingroſt all the brave Lovers. [thee 
Jab. She's wherewithal, much good may*tdo her, pri- 


Luce. Fear not, were ſafe, we may ee all that paſs, 
Hear all, and make our ſelves merry with their Language, 
And yet ſtand undiſcover'd ; be not melancholy, ö 
You are as fair as ſhe. Jab. Who 1? I thank vou. 


My Siſter is a goodly portly Lady, 

A Woman of a Preſence, ſhe ſpreads Sattins, ICs 

As the King's Ships do Canvas, everywhere, 

She may ſpare me her Miſen, and her Bonnets, 

Strike her main Petticoat, and yet out- ſail me, 

I am a Carvel to her. Luce. But a tight oneee. 
Jab. She's excellent, well built too. Luce. Yet ſhe's old. 
Jab. She never ſaw above one "FOES. Luce, 

And credit me, after another 1 

Her Hull will ſerve again, a right g good Merchant: 5 

She plays, and ſings too, dances and L diteourtes, 

Comes very near Eſſays, a pretty Poct, 0 

Begins to piddle with Philoſophy; . 

A ſubtil Chymiek Wench, and can extract 

The Spirit of Mens Eſtates, ſne has the Light 

Before her, and can't miſs her choice; for me, 


baſful. | 

Tab. "Tis not at firſt word up and ride, thouꝰ'rt cozen'd, 
That wou'd ſhew mad i'faith? Beſides, we loſe 
The main part of our politick Government, 
If we become provokers ; then we're fair, 
And fit for Mens Embraces, when like Towns, 
They lie before us Ages, yet not carried, 
Hold out their ſtrongeſt Batteries, then compound too 
Without the loſs of Honour, and march off 
With our fair Wedding: Coloun flying. W ho are theſe? 


Enter 
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Enter Franciſco and Lance. " 
en, 


Luce, I know not, nor ] care not. Jab. Prithee. px 
A. well built Gentleman. Jab. But poorly thatcht. 
Lauce Has, he, devour'd yu! too ? Fran. H'as gulp'd 

s me down, Lance. | hing: 

Lance. Left you no means to e Fran, Not a Far. 
Diſpatcht my poor Annuity, I thank him, 

Here s all the hope I have left, one bare ten Shillings.. 
. Youre fit for great Mens ſervices, Fran. on fr, 
But who will take me thus? Meng miſeries Det an 
Are now accounted _ | 
Stains in their Natures. I have eravelled, 5 
And I have ſtudied long, obſerv'd all Kingdoms, 
(12) Know all the Provinces of Art and Manners, 
Yet that I am not bold, nor cannot flatter 
I ſhall not thrive, all theſe are but vain Studies; 
Art thou ſo rich as to get me a, Lodging, Lance? 
Lance. (13) Tl fell the Tiles o my Houſe, wy Keck 
my Hawk elſe, 
Nay death Lell pawn- my Wife: Oh Mr. Francis, | 
That [ ſhould ＋ your Father's Houle fall thus! 

Jab. An honeſt Fello . 

Lance. Your Father's Houſe, that fed a 
That bred up all my Name? Jab. A Entaful F clov. 

Lance. And falbby — | 

Fran. Peace, I know you're. angry, Lance, 

But muſt not hear with whom, he is my Brother, 
And _ you hold him ſlight, my moſt dear Brother: 


(12) — All the Promiles of Art] mi neces in Wer Place 
Mr. Theobald's Reading, and as it ſeems a more proper on have 
inſerted it, tho' the old Reading is certainly Senſe. 

(13) Ti /ell the Titles 5 my Houſe elſe, ny Horſe, my Hawk] 
Mr. Theobald has made a Query in his argin whether. this ſhould 
be Title or Tiles. I make no doubt of determining for the laſt, not 

* becauſe it was my own and Mr. Syn 7 55 s Conjefture long ſince, 
but that the very ſame Expreſſion, | // fall the Tiles of ny N 
occurs in another Play of our Authors. The Argument from the 
Meaſure has not very great weight here, tho? i ought to have ſome, 
the Night Tranſpoſitions of the Particle 17757 being all that is ne- 
ceſſary to make the Verſe, and I ſeldom have occaſion to take greater 
Liberties 1n reſtoring the Metre thro' the whole CIOs 
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A Gentleman, excepting ſome few rabs, 4 
He were too excellent to live here elſe, I 
Fraughted as deep with noble and brave Parts, | 
The iſſues of a noble and manly Spirit, 

As any he alive. I muſt not hear youy 

Though I am tniferable, and he made me fo, 


Yet ſtill he is my Brother, ſtill I love him, 


And to that tye of Blood link my Aﬀe&tions, - _ 
Tab. A noble Nature! doſt thou khow him, Luce? 
Luce. No, Miſtreſs. C 
Tab. Thou ſhou'dſt ever know ſuch good Men; 

What a fair Body and a Mind are married! + 

Did he not ſay he wanted? Luce. What's that t' you? 

Jab. Tis true, but 'tis great pity. Luce. How ſhe 
changes ! | oo 55 

Ten thouſand more than he, as handſome Men too. 

Jab. Tis like enough, but as I live, this Gentleman 
Among ten thouſand thouſand ! Is there no knowing him? 
Why ſhou'd he want? Let Fellows of no merit, 

(14) Slight and puft Souls, that walk like Shadows by, 

(15) Leaving no print of what they are, or poiſe, Þ 

Let them complain. Luce. Her Colour changes ſtrangely. 
* This Man was made, to mark his wants to wa- 

en us; 5 ' 8 "FTIR 

Alas poor Gentleman, but will that fledge him, 

Keep him from cold? believe me he's well- bred, 

And cannot be biit of a noble Lineage, : 


1 


(14) — Puft Souls that wyalk like Shadows, by leaving no print of 
what they are,] The neglect of Metre has here again cauſed a ma- 
terial Error in the Senſe ; had it been attended to, it would almoſt 
have forced the Comma into its proper place. Mr. Synpſon too ſaw. 
the Error in the Senſe, and corrected it. 

(15) Or poiſe.] The Conſtruftion of this is a little difficult, 
leaving no print of what they are, or of what poiſe or weight they 
were, Mr. Symp/on not admitting this, would put voice for poi/ey 
it being the property of Shadows neither to leave print or voice be- 
hind them. And Voice, he ſays, is uſed by our Authors for Fame. 
If this be not admitted he would read, — for thoſe, let them com- 
plain. But 1 carinbt ſee fufficient' reaſon | for 'any' Change. Little 


Difficulties of Conſtruction and Tncorrectneſſes of Language too fre- 


quently occur to ſuppoſe, our Authors not ſometimes really guilty 


of them, 4 we 
+ Mark 
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Mark him, and mark him well. Luce. Is a handſom e. 
Jab. The ſweetneſs of his ſufferance ſets him off, 

O Luce, but where go I? Luce. You can't hide i it. | 
Jab. I wou'd he had what I can ſpare, | Fl 
Luce. Tis charitable. 1 [Tong fal, 
Lance. Come Sir, I'll ſee you lodg'd, you've fed my 

I'll ſteal before you want, 'tis but a hangi | 
Jab. That's a good Fellow too, an honeſt” F chor, 

Why, this would moye a Stone; L. muſt needs know ; © 

But that ſome other time. [Exeunt Lance, and Franciſco, 
Luce, Is the wind there? 

That makes _ me. dente Comes, 1 forgo a buſineſs, 

; Fee L 
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ACT 9 70 SCENE 1. 


Enter Widow, and Luce. 


| Wd. M Y Siſter, and a Woman of 0 baſe a viey! 
| What was the TIE 4 Luce. n an or- 
dinary Man, Madam. 


Wid. Poor? bath aer 
Luc. Poor enough, and no Man knows from whence 


Mid. What cou d ſhe fee? Luce. Only his miſery, 
For elſe ſne might behold a hundred handſomer. 

Mid. Did ſhe change much? Luce. Extreamly, when 
he ſpoke, - | 
And then her Pity, like an Orator, | 
(I fear her love) ram'd ſuch a commendation, 
And follow'd it ſo far, as made me wonder. 

tid. Is ſhe fo hot, or ſuch a want of ey, 
That ſhe. muſt doat upon Afflictions? 
Why does ſhe not go romage all the Priſons, 
And there beſtow her Youth, bewray her Wantonneſs, 
And flie her Honour, common both to Beggary. 
Did ſhe ſpeak to him? Luce. No, he ſaw us not, 
But vs Wks hath _ mainly troubled. _ 

Wi as h* young? ce. Les, young en 

1 _ look de like 10 0 1 


— 


r. 


Mid. O that's a precious Knave: Keep all this private, 
But ſtill be near her Lodging: what you can 


I'll ſtop her heat, 


And ſtands ſo much upon her Excellencies. ä 


«-# 


A Gentleman? Luce. Like ſuch a Gentleman, 
(16) That wou'd pawn ten Oaths for twelve Pence. 
Mid. My Siſter, and ſink baſely l 't muſt not be; 
Does ſhe uſe means to know him ? [I borthoſe. 
Luce. Yes Ma'm, and has employ'd a Squire call'd 


Gather by any means, let m' underſtand : 


And turn her Charity another war. 

To bleſs her ſelf firſt; be ſtill cloſe t' her Counſels; 

A Beggar and a Stranger! There's a Bleſſedneſs 

I'll none of that; I have a Toy yet, Siſter, 

Shall tell you this is foul, and make you find it; 

And for your pains take the laſt Gown I worez; 

This makes me mad, but I ſhall force a Remedy. 
"4 [ Exeunt. 


Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain, and Valentine, 


Fount. Sirrah, we have fo lookt for thee, and long'd 
ſor hee; r | 
This Widow is the ſtrangeſt thing, the ſtatelieſt, 
Bel. She*th put us off, this Month now, for an Anſwer 
Hair. No Man mult viſit her, nor look upon her, 
No, not to ſay, Good morrow, or good even, 
Till that is paſt. | 2 
Val. Sh'as found what Dough you are made of, and 
ſo kneads you : 2 #: 
Are y* good at nothing, but theſe after-games ? 
I have told you often enough what things they are, 
What precious things, thele Widows 
Hair. If we had 'em. 


(16) That would pawn ten Oaths for twelve Pence.] I have not 
ventured to change this, tho? I think it very probable that the Ori- 
ginal might have been 15 | 

hat would pawn twenty Oaths for twenty Pence, 
The Players who were probably the Manglers as well as Editors of 
theſe Plays, and who entirely diveſted this of its Meaſure, in order ' 
to render the Dialogue more low and farcical, would perhaps think 
that twelve Pence ſounded droller than twenty Pence, 

1 | Val. 
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Val. Why | | N 
The Devil has not craft enough to woo 'em, [men, 
There be three kinds of Fools, mark this Note, Gentle. 


Mark it, and underſtand it. Faun. Well, go forward. 


Val. An Innocent, a Knave Fool, a Fool Politick : 
The laſt of which are Lovers, Widow Lovers; 
Bel. Will you allow no Fortune. Val. No ſuch blind one. 
Fount, We gave you Reaſons, why twas needful for us, 
Val. As you're thoſe Fools, I did allow thoſe Reaſons, 
But as my Scholars and Companions damn'd *em : 
Do you know what it is to woo a Widow? 
Anſwer me coolly.now, and underſtandingly, 
Hair, Why, to lie with her, and t'enjoy her Wealth, 
Val. Why, there you're Fools till, crafty to catch 
- your ſelves, | 


Pure politick Fools, I lookt for ſuch an Anſyer ; 


Once more hear me; It is, 

To wed a Widow, to be doubted mainly, 

Whether the ſtate you have be yours or no, 

(17) Or thoſe old Boots you ride in. Mark me, Widows 

Are long Extents in Law upon Men's Livings, 

Their Bodies Winding-ſheets, they that enjoy 'em, 

Lie but with dead Mens Monuments, and beget 

Only their own ill Epitaphs: Is not this plain now? 
Bel. Plain ſpoken. | : 
Val. And plain Truth; but if you'll needs 


Do things of danger, do but loſe your ſelves, 
Not any part concerns your Underſtandings, 
For then you are Meacocks, Fools, and Miſerable, 


(17) — Widows are long Extents in Law upon News, Living: 
»pon their Bodies Winding-/eet,] News was an odd corruption: M 
firſt conjecture was, — upon Men, living upon their Bodies Winding- 


beet. Mr. Theobald read — upon Men's Livings, upon their Bodies 
. Winding ſheet. This ſeemed a better Reading than mine. But till 


it had ſome Obſcurities. That Widows are long Extents in Law 


.upon Mens Livings or Eſtates, is clear ; but how are they Extents in 


Law upon their Bodies Winding-ſheets ? A proper Attention to the 


. Metre gives good Reaſon to conclude the ſecond por to be an In- 


terpolation ; for the Verſe is perfect, and the Senſe clear without 
it. Widows are the Winding-ſheets and Monuments of their dead 


a Husbands. 


March 


itch 


F 
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(18) March off amain, within an Inch of a Fireug, 
Turn me on the toe like a Weather-cock, © 
Kill every day a Serjeant for a twelve Month, 
Rob the Exchequer, and burn all the Rolls, | 
And theſe will make a ſhew. Hair. And theſe are trifles. 

Vul. Conſider'd to a Widow, empty nothings; 
For here you venture but your Perſons, there 
The varniſh of your Perſons, your Diſcretions; 
Why, tis a monſtrous thing to marry at all, 
Eſpecially as now tis made; methinks 11005 
(19) A Man, an underſtanding Man, 's more Wife 
To me, and of a nobler tie, than all theſe trinkets ; 
What do we get by Women, but our Senſes, 
Which is the rankeſt part about us, 'fatisfied, © 
And when that's done, what are we? Creſt-fall'n Cowards; 
What benefit can Children be, but Charges 
And Diſobedience ? What's the love they render 
At one and twenty years? J pray die, Father: 
When they are young, they are like Bells rung backwards, 
Nothing but noiſe and giddineſs; and come to years once, 
There drops a Son by th' Sword in his Miſtreſs's quarrel, . 
A great joy to his Parents: A Daughter ripe too, 
Grows high and luſty in her blood, muſt have | 
A heating, runs away wr a ſupple ham'd Servingman: 
His twenty Nobles ſpent, takes to a Trade, 
And learns to ſpin Mens Hair off; there's another, 
And moſt are of this Nature, will you marry? 

Hount, For my part yes, for any doubt I feel yet. 


(13) — Within an Inch of 4 Fircag,] I believe there is no 
ſuch word as Fircug, Mr. Theobald alters it to. Firelock, and was 
very fond of the Conjecture, for he ſent it me among the few that 
he favoured me with by Letter, but I cannot ſee what danger there 
is in meerly marching near a Firelock, unleſs in the inſtant of Diſ- 
charging, or what relation turning o' the toe like a Weather-cock, has 
to a Firelock. I dare ſay the Authors originally uſed a word that 
ſignified a Place 'to turn upon, where to flip was certain Death; 
the beſt Word I know is Precipice, but that's too far from the trace 
of the Letters. Whirlpool, Furnace, and Spire-top, would give the 
Senſe required, but I ſhall not venture either of them in the Text. 

19 —— More wiſe to me,] Good Senſe, which is the beſt Manu- 
ſcript, lets us ſee at once that w/e is a Corruption, and that our Poets 
undoubtedly wrote Hife. | Mr. Symp/on. 
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al. And this ſame Widow Fuat. If I may, and 


„ 


r ⸗ at oe ds no. ant, 
However you are pleas'd t' diſpute theſe Dangers, _ 
Such a warm match, for you, Sir, were not, hurtful. 

Val. Not half ſo 7 of for you; for me, 


Ohe can't with all the Art ſhe has, make me more miſerable, 


. , 


Or much more fortunate; I have no ſtate left, 
A. benefit that none of you can brag of, 
And there's the Antidote againſt a Widow; 
Nothing to loſe, but that my Soul inherits, 
Which ſhe can neither law nor claw away; 
To that, but little Fleſh, it were too much elſe 
And that unwholſom too, it were too rich elſe ; 
And to all this Contempt of what ſhe does : 
I can laugh at her Tears, neglect her Angers, 
I Hear her without a Faith, ſo pity her 
| = As if ſhe were a Traytor; moan her Perſon, 
| = But deadly hate her Pride; if you cou'd do theſe, 
| li And had but this Diſcretion, and like Fortune, 
| = *T were but an equal venture. Pount. This is Malice. 
Val. When ſhe lies with your Land, and not with you, 
Grows great with Joyntures, and is brought to bed, 
With all the ſtate you have, you'll find this certain 
But is it come to paſs that you muſt Marry, 
Is there no buff will hold you? Bel, Grant it be fo. 
Val. Then chuſe the tamer evil, take a Maid, 
A Maid not worth a Penny ; make her yours, 
Knead her, and mould her yours, a Maid worth nothing, 
There is a virtuous Spell in that word Nothing; 
A Maid makes Conſcience of half a Crown 
(20) A week for Pins and Puppet-ſhows, a Maid, 
ill be content with one Coach and two Horſes, 
Not falling out becauſe they are not matches 
With one Man fatisfied, with one Rein guided, 
(21) With one Faith, one Content, one Bed, one Good, 
| 5 She 


1 —— Pins and Puppeti,] As there is a Syllable wanting in 

tie Meaſure here, I ak ape to ſupply it. Pins and Pernes. 

ſhows ſeem to me rather more expreſſive of a Lady's Pocket Ex- 

pences than Pins and Puppets. | | 

(21) — One Bed, aged /he makes the wiſe,] Mr. Theobald __ 
| | the 
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the wife from the old Quarto, and Mr. Sympſon, -thee aui ſe, both 
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She makes the Wife, preſerves the Fame and Iſſue; 

A Widow is a Chriſtmas- Box that ſweeps all. 
Hunt. Yet all this cannot fink us. Val. You're my 

Friends, 

And all my loving Friends, I ſpend your Mony, 

Yet I deſerve it too, you are my Friends ſtill, 

I ride your Horſes, when I want I ſell 'em; 

eat your Meat, I help to wear your Linnen, 

Sometimes I make you drunk, and then you ſeal, 

For which I'll do you this Commodity, | 

Be rul'd, and let me try her, I'll diſcover her, 

The truth is, I will never leave to trouble her, 

Till I fee through her, then if I find her worthy, 
Hair. This was our meaning, Valentine. 
Val. Tis done then. Er 

I muſt want nothing. Hair. Nothing but the Woman. 
Val. No Jealouſie, my Friends; for when I marry, 

The Devil muſt be wiſer than I take him; 


And the Fleſh fooliſner. Come let's to Dinner, 


And when I'm whetted well with Wine, have at her. 
ES OS + 1 "Ss. 
Enter Iſabella and Luce. | 


Jab. But art thou ſure? Luce. No ſurer than I heard. 
{ſab. That it was he, that flouting Fellow's Brother ? 
Luce. Yes, Shorthoſe told me ſo. | 
Lab. Did he ſearch out the truth? Luce. It ſeems he did. 
Lab. I prithee Luce call him hither, if 

He be no worſe, I ne'er repent my pity. 

Now Sirrah, what was he we ſent you after, 


The Gentleman i'th' black? 


retaining the word aged, which, tho' not Nonſenſe, ſeems to add 
very little to the Senſe, eſpecially to Mr. Theobald's reading, whieh 
to me ſeems as far as he alters, to be the true one. But what con- 
vinces me that [aged] is a ſpurious Word, is, that it utterly ſpoils 
the Meaſure ; my reading is near the trace of the Letters, reſtores 
the Verſe, and gives, I think, a much better Senſe, vix. that a Maid 
when married has one Good, or the ſame Intereſt with her Hus- 
— in contradiction to a Widow, who generally has a ſeparate - 
. | gs 


vol. Il 3 Enter, 
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; Enter Shorthoſe. 


S bort. Pl torn black? 
Jab. Yes, the fame Sir. 
Short, What wou'd your Worſhip with him ? 
Laab. Why, my Worſhip 
Wou'd know his Name, and what he is. 
Short. Is nothing, 
He is a Man, and yet he is no Man, 
Jab. You mult needs play the Fool. 
Short, *Tis my profeſſion. 
Jab. How is he a Man, and no Man? 
Short. He's a Beggar, 
Only the ſign of a Man, the Buſh pull'd down, 
Which ſhows the Houle ſtands empty. 
Jab. What's his Calling? Short. They call him Beggar 
Jab. What's his Kindred? Short. Beggars. 
1jab. His Worth? $Shert, A learned Beggar, a poor 
1ſab. How does he live? [ Scholar, 
Short. Like Worms, he eats old Books. 
Jab. Is Valentine his Brother? Short. 's Begging Brother, 
Jab. What may his Name be? Short. Or/on. 
Jab. Leave your fooling. 
= Short. Y ou had as good fay, leave your living, 
IF Jſab. Once more 
; | Tell me his Name directly. SHort. I'll be hang'd firſt, 
Uoleſs I heard him Chriſtened, but I can tell 
What fooliſh People call him, "Jab. What ? 
Short. Franciſco, 
Jab. Where lies this Learning, Sir? 
Short. In Paul's Church- yard forſooth. 
Jab. 1 mean the Gentleman, O Fool. 
Short. O that Fool, 
He lies in looſe Sheets every where, that's no where. 
Luce. You have glean'd, Shorthoſe, ſince you came 
P the Country, to London: 
You were an arrant Fool, a dull cold Coxcomb; 
Here every Tavern teaches you, the pint Pot 
Has fo belabour'd you with Wit, your brave Acquaintance 
That * you Ale, ſo fortified your Mazard, 4 


00 
lar, 
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That 
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That there's no talking to you. Jſab. Is much improy'd, 
A Fellow, 4 fine Diſcourſer. Short. I hope fo, 
] have not waited at the tail of Wit My 
So long to be an Aſs. Luce. But ſay now, Shorthoſe, 
My Lady ſhou'd remove into the Country. 
Short, I had as lieve ſhe ſhould remove to Heav'n, 
And 's ſoon I'd undertake to follow her. 
Luce. Where no old Charnico is, nor no Anchoves, 
Nor Maſter fuch-a-one, to meet at the Roſe, _ 
And bring my Lady ſuch-a-ones chief Chamber-maid. 
Jab. No bouncing Healths to this brave Lad, dear 
Shorthoſe, | 
Nor down o'th* knees to that illuſtrious Lady. 
Luce. No Fiddles, nor no lufty noiſe of Drawer, 
Carry this pottle to my Father Shortboſe. 
Jab. No Plays, nor gally Foiſts, no ſtrange Embaſſadors 
To run and wonder at, till thou bee*ſt Oyl, _ 
And then come home again, and lye by th* Legend. 


| Luce. Say ſhe ſhou'd go. Short. If I fay, Ill be hang'd, 
Or if I thought ſhe'd go. Luce. What? 


Hort. I'd go with her. f 

Luce. But Short boſe, where thy Heart is 

Jab. Do not fright him. 

Luce. By this Hand Miſtreſs tis a Noiſe, a loud one, 
And from her own Mouth, preſently to“ be gone too, 
But why, or to what end? Short. Mayn't a Man die firſt? 
She'll give him ſo much time. Jab. Gone o*th* ſudden ? 
Thou doſt but jeft, ſhe muſt not mock the Gentlemen. 

Luce. She's pat them off a Month, they dare not ſee her, 
Believe me, Miſtreſs, what I hear I tell you. 

Jab. Is this true, Wench ? Gone on ſo ſhort a warning! 
What trick is this? She never told me of it, 

It muſt not be; Sirrah, attend me preſently, 

You know Pye been a careful Friend unto you, 

Attend me in the Hall, and next be faithful, 

Cry not, we ſhall not go. Short. Her Coach may crack. 
| I [Exeunt. 
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: Enter Valentine, Franciſco, and I gre. 


Val. Which way to live! How dar'ſt thou come to 
To ask ſuch an idle queſtion ? [Town, 

Fran. Methinks ' tis neceſſary, | © No 
Unleſs you cou'd reſtore that Annuity 
You have tipled up in Taverns, _ 

Val. Where haſt thou been, | 
Arid. how brought up Franciſco, that thou talk*ſt 
Thus out of France? Thou wert a pretty Fellow, 
And of a handſom Knowledge; who has ſpoil'd thee ? 

Lance. He that has ſpoid himſelf, to make him ſport, 
And by his Copy, will ſpoil all comes near him : 
Buy but a Glaſs, if you be yet ſo wealthy, 
And look there who? Val. Well ſaid, old Copihold. 
Lance, My Heart's good Freehold, Sir, and fo you'll find 
This Gentleman's your Brother, y'r hopeful Brother, [it; 
For there's no hope of you, uſe him thereafter. 

Val. Een 's well as I uſe my ſelf? what wou'dſt thou 

have, Frank ? © 3 

Fran, Can you procure me *a hundred pound ? 
Lance. Hark what he ſays to you, 
O try your Wits, they ſay you're excellent at it, 
Your Land has lain long Bed-rid, and unſenſible. 

Fran. And Þ I forget all wrongs; you fee my State, 

And to what wretchedneſs your will has brought me; 
But what it may be, by this Benefit, 
If timely done, and like a noble Brother, 
Both you and I may feel, and to our Comforts. 

Val. A hundred pound! doſt thou know what thov'ſt 

md OF. - 

Fran, I faid a hundred pound. Val. Thou haſt ſaid more 
Than any Man can juſtifie, believe it. 
Procure a hundred pounds! I fay to thee 
There's no ſuch Sum in Nature, forty ſhillings 
There may be now i'th' Mint, and that's a Treaſure ; 
J have ſeen five pound ere now, but let me tell it, 
And *tis as wonderful as Calves with five Legs; here's 
Five ſhillings, Frank, the harveſt of five Weeks, 
And a good Crop too, take't, and pay thy firſt TG. 


e to 
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thou 


- Senſe which the former Reading ſeems not to be; the Conjecture 
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J will come down and eat it out. Fran. * Tis Patience 
Muſt meet with you, Sir, and not Love. 

Lance. Deal roundly, at : 


And leave theſe fiddle faddles. Val. Leave thy prating, 


Thou think'ſt thou art a notable wiſe Fellow, 
Thou and thy rotten Sparrow-Hawk z two o' the reverent. 

Lance. I think you are mad, or if you be not, will be, 
With the next Moon ; what wou'd you have him do ? 

Val. How? Lance. To get Mony firſt, that is to live, 
You've ſhew'd him how to want. Fal. Slife how do I live? 
Why, what dull Fool wou'd ask that Queſtion ? 

(22) Three hundred three pilds more, ay and live bravely : 
The better half o'th* Town live gloriouſſy, 

And ask what States they have, or what Annuities, 

Or when they pray for ſeaſonable Harveſts: 

Thou haſt a handiome Wit, ſtir int? the World, Frank, 
Stir, ſtir for ſhame, thou art a pretty Scholar: | 
Ask how to live? write, write, write any thing, 

The World's a fine believing World, write News. 

Lance. Dragons in Suſſex, Sir, or fiery Battels 
Seen in the Air at ¶purge. Val. There's the way, Frank, 
And in the tail of theſe, fright me the Kingdom 
Wi'a ſharp Prognoſtication, that ſhall ſcowr them, 

(23) (Dearth upon Dearth) like Levant Taffaties, 
Predictions of Sea-breaches, Wars and want 
Of Herrings on our Coaſt, with bloody Noſes. 

Lance, Whirl-winds ſhall take off th* top o' Grantham 
And clap it on St. PauPs, and after theſe, [ Steple, 
A Lenvoy to the City for their Sins. | | 

Val. Probatum eſt, thou canſt not want a Penſion, 
Go ſwitch me up a Covey of young Sholars, 
There's twenty Nobles, and two loads of Coals, 

Are not theſe ready ways? Coſmography 


(22) Three 5 three pilds more, ] 1. 66 Three hundred whe 
dreſs richly, or in three pil'd Velvets. 
(23) Like leven Taffaties,] Levant or Turky Taffatics is good 


therefore, which is Mr. Sympſon's, tho' advanc'd with dou by him, 
I think a very happy one. | | 


-W3 Thou'rt 
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(24) Thou'rt deeply read in, draw me a Map & the 


Mermaid, | 
I mean a Mid-night Map to ſcape the Watches, 
And ſuch long ſenſleſs Examinations, 985 
And Gentlemen ſhall feed thee, right good Gentlemen 
I cannot ſtay long. Lance. You've read learnedly, 
(25) And wou'd you have him follow theſe Chimeras ? 
Did you begin with Ballads? Fran. Well, Pl! leave you, 
] fee my Wants are grown ridiculous, | 
Yours may be ſo, I will not curſe you neither; 
You may think, when theſe wanton Fits are over, 
Who bred me, and who ruin'd me; look © y'r ſelf, Sir, 
A Providence I wait on. Val. Thou art paſſionate, 
Haſt been brought up with Girls? | 


Enter Shorthoſe with a Bag. 


Short. Reſt you merry, Gentlemen. 
Val. Not ſo merry as you ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Short. Pray ſtay a while, and let me take a View of you, 
I may put my Spoon into the wrong Pottage-pot elle, 
Val. Why, wilt thou muſter us? Short. No you're not he, 
You are a thought too handſome. [peep lo ? 
| Lance, Who wou'dſt thou ſpeak withal, why doſt thou 
x Short. T'm looking Birds neſts, but 1 can find none 
In your Buſh-beard, I'd. ſpeak with you, black Gentle- 
Fran. With me, my Friend ? [man. 
Short. Yes ſure, and the beſt Friend, Sir, 
It ſeems, you ſpake withal this Twelve- Month, Gentleman, 
There's Mony for you. Val. How? 
Short. There's none for you, Sir, 
Be not ſo brief, law how it itches at it; 
Stand off, you ſtir my Choler. Lance. Take't, tis Mony. 
Short, You are too quick too, firſt be ſure you have it, 
You ſeem to be a Faulkoner, but a fooliſh one. 
Lance. Take't, and ſay nothing. 


(24) — 4 Map from the Mernaid,] Both Senſe and Meaſure con- 
firm the trifling Alteration which I've made, but I ſhould have 
| ventured it without a Note, had it not been neceſſary to mention 
that the Mermaid was probably a famous Tavern. Valentine in the 
next Scene bids Franciſco meet him at the Mermaid, | 
{25) =o Megeras,] Former Editions. 


Short, 


NS 


Wit without Many. * 
10 Short. You are cozen'd too, 
"Tis take't, and ſpend it, Fran. From whom came it, Sig? 
$hort. Such *nother word, and you fhall have none on't. 
Fran, I thank you, Sir, 1 doubly thank you. 
Short, Well, Sir, | | 
Then buy you better Cloaths, and get your Hat dreſt, 
| And tell your Laundreſs to waſh your Boots white. 
u, Tran. Pray ſtay, Sir, may'nt you be miſtaken ? 
Short. I think I am, 
| Give me the Mony again, come quick, quick, quick. 
Fran, I wou' d be loth render, till Pm ſure it be ſo. 
r, Short, Hark in your Ear, is not your Name Franciſco 7 
Fran, Yes. 
Short, Be quiet then, *t may Thunder a hundred times, 
Before ſuch — fall: Don't you need it? Frau. Lows 
Short. And it is thought you have it, , 
Fran, Yes, I think 
| J have, 
ly Short, Then hold it faſt, it is-not fly-blown : 
You may pay for the Poundage, you forget your: þ ſelf, © 
be I have not ſeen a Gentleman ſo backward, 
? A wanting Gentleman. Fran. Your Mercy, Sir, 
* Short. Friend, you have Mercy, a whole Bag full of 
Mercy. 
4 Be merry with it, and be wiſe, Fran. I would Kin, 
u. Ik it pleaſe you, Sir, but know —— 
Short. It does not pleaſe me, 
8 Tell oer your Mony, and be not mad, Boy. 
Val. Vou have no more ſuch Bags? ; 
Short, More ſuch there are, Sir, 
But few I fear for you, I've caſt your Water, 
ſe You've Wit, you need no Mony. [Exit 
ö Lance. Ben't amaz?d, Sir, 95 
'Tis good Gold, good old Gold, this is Reſtorative, 
And in good time, it comes to do you good, { 
Keep it and uſc't, let honeſt Fingers feel it, 
Yours be too quick, Sir. 
Fran, He nam'd me, and he gave*t me, but from whom 
Lance, Let *em ſend more, and then examine it. 
This can be but a Preface, 
. U 4 Fran. 
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Fran. Being a Stranger, 
Of whom can I deſerve this? B Sir, of any Man 
That has but Eyes, and manly Underſtanding 


To find Mens wants, good Men are bound to do ſo. 


Val. Now you ſee, Frank, there are more ways than 
certainties, 
Now you believe: What Plow brought you this Harveſt, 
What ſale of Timber, Coals, or what Annuities? - , 
Theſe feed no Hinds, nor wait the Expectation 


Of Quarter-days, you ſee it ſnow'rs in to you. 


You are an Aſs, lie plodding, and lie fooling, 


About this Blazing Star, and that bopeep, 


Whining, and faſting, t' find the natural Reaſon 
Why a Dog turns twice about before he lie down, 
W hat- uſe of theſe, or what Joy in Annuities, 
Where every Man's thy ſtudy, and thy Tenant, 
J am aſham'd on thee. Lance. Yes, I have ſeen 


This Fellow, there's a wealthy Widow hard by. 


Val. Yes, marry is there. Lance. I think he's her Servant, 
Or I am cozen'd elſe, I am ſure bn't. 

Fran. I am glad on't. Lance. She's a good Woman, 

Fran. I am gladder. 

Lance. And young enough, believe. 

Fran. I am gladdeſt of all, Sir. 

Val. Frank, you ſhall lye with me ſoon. 

Fran. Thank my Mony. 

Lance. His Mony ſhall lye with me, three in a Bed, Sir, 
Will be too much this weather. Val. Meet m' af the Mer- 
And thou ſhalt ſee what things = [maid, 

Lance. Truſt to your ſelf, Sir. | Exeunt Fran. and Lan. 


(26) Euter Fountain, Hairbrain, and Bellamore. 


Fount.. O Valentine! Val. How now, why do you look 
Bel. The Widow's going, Man, [ſo? 
Val. Why, let her go, Man. 

Hair. She's going out o'th* Town, 


26) Enter Fountain, and Bellamie,) Mr. Theobald has juſtly added 
Hairbain to the other two, and has put the initial Letters of his 
Name to it, the uſual Mark to thoſe Emendations where he in- 
tended a Note. 

Val, 
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val. The Town's the happier, 
J wou'd they were all gone. Fount. We can't come 
To ſpeak with her. Val. Not ſpeak to her ? Bel. She will 
Be gone within this hour, either now Val. 
han Fount. Hair. Now, now, good Valentine. Val. I'd rather 
March i'th' mouth o'th' Gude but adieu, 
eſt, If ſhe be *bove ground, go, away to your Pray*rs, | _ 
Away I fay, away, ſhe ſhall be ſpoke withal. {Zxeunt. 


Enter Shorthoſe with one Boot on, Roger, and mary 


Rog. She will go,  Shorthoſe. 
Short, Who can help | it, Roger ? 
Ralph. [ within. ] Help down with the bag 
Rog. By and by Ralph, 
I am making up o'th' Trunks here. Ralph, Sherthoſe. 


Short. Well. 
Ralph. Who looks to my Lady's Wardrobe ? Hun- 
. Hum, Here. 
ant, Ralph. Down with the Boxes in the Gallery, Train, 
And bring away th' Coach Cuſhions. Short. Will'tnot | 
, No conjuring abroad, nor no devices 


To ſtop this Journey: ? Rog. Why go now, why now, 
Why o'th' ſudden now? what Preparation, 
What Horſes have we ready, what Proviſion | 
Laid in ”th* Country? Hum. Not #n Egg, I hope. 
| Rog. No nor one drop of good drink, Boys, there's 
Sir, th* Devil. 


Ler. Short. J heartily pray the Malt be muſty, and then 
aid, We muſt come up again. Hum. What ſays the Steward? 
AN, Rog. He's at's wits end; for ſome four hours ſince, 


Out of his haſte and providence, he miſtook 
The Miller's mangy Mare, for his own Nagg. [ney. 
ook Short. And ſhe may break his Neck, and fave the Jour- 
ſo? Oh, London, how I love thee! Hum. I've no Boots, 
Nor none Il buy : Or if I had, refuſe me | 
If I would venture my ability, 
Before a Cloak-Bag, Men are Men. Short. For my part, 
- his It I be brought, as I know't will be aim'd at, 
. To carry any dirty dairy Cream- pot, 
Or any gentle Lady of the Laundry, 
Val, | Chambring, 
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Chambring, or wantonneſs behind my Gelding, 

With all her Streamers, Knap-ſacks, Glaſſes, Gugawes, 

(27) As if I were a running Frippery, 

Pl! give *em leave to cut my Girts, and flay me. 

(28) I'll-not be troubled with their Diſtillations, 

At every half mile's end, I underſtand my ſelf, 

And am relolv'd. Hum. To morrow night at Oliver; ! 

Who ſhall be there Boys, who ſhall meet the Wenches ? 
Rog. The well brew'd ſtand of Ale, we ſhould have 
met at! 8 
Sbort. Theſe Griefs, like to another Tale of Troy, 

Wou' d mollifie the Hearts of barbarous People, 

And make Tom Butcher weep, Antas enters, 

And now the Town 1s loſt. 


Enter Ralph. 


Ralpb. Well whither run you? 
My Lady's mad. Short. I wou'd ſhe were in Bedlam. 
Ralph. The Carts are come, no Hands to help to load 
The Stuff lies in the Hall, the Plate. l' em? 
[Widow within.] Why Knaves there, 
Where be theſe idle Fellows. Short. Shall I ride with one 
Wid. Why where I fay?, | Boot? 
Ralph. Away, away, 't muſt be fo, 
Short, O for a tickling Storm, to laſt but ten days. 
HD | | [ Excunt, 
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K e T III. 8 C EN E I: 
| * Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 
Luce. JDY my Troth, Miſtreſs, I did't for the beſt. 
1/ab. It may be ſo; but Luce, you've a Tongue, 


A Diſh of Meat in your Mouth, which if *twere minc'd, 
Luce, A nd 


| (a7) Flippery.] 


* 


(28) Difiibations] Former Editions, both Mr. Theobald, Mr. Symp- 


ſon, and 1 agreed in theſe two Corrections. a 


Wou'd 


r 
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Wou'd do a great deal better. Luce. I proteſt, Miſtreſs. 
l Jab. Twill be your own one time or other: Walter. 
Walter. | within.) Anon forſootn. 2 
Jab. Lay my Hat ready, and my Fan and Cloak, 
You are ſo full of Providence; and Walter, 
Tuck up my little Box behind the Coach, 
And bid my Maid make ready, my ſweet ſervice 
2 To your good Lady Miſtreſs; and my Dog;  _ 
we Good let the Coachman carry him. Luce. But hear me. 
Jab. Iam in Love, ſweet Luce, and you're ſo skilful, 
That I muſt needs undo my ſelf; and hear me, . 
Let Oliver pack up my Glaſs diſcreetly, 
And ſee my Curls well carried. O ſweet Luce, 
You have a Tongue, and open Tongues have open 
You know what, Luce. Luce. Pray be ſatisfied. 
Jab. Yes, and contented too, before I leave you. 
(29) There is a Roger, which ſome call a Butler, 
I ſpeak of certainties, I don't fiſh, Luce, 
ad Nay do not ſtare, I have a Tongue can talk too: 
* And a Green Chamber Luce, a Back-door 
Opens t'a long Gallery; there was a Night, Luce, 
Do you perceive, do you percelve me yet? 
t? O do you bluſh, Luce ? a Friday night | 
I faw your Saint, for t'other Box of Marmalade, 
All's thine, ſweet Roger; this I heard and kept too, | 
Luce. As you're a Woman, Miſtreſs. 1/ab. This I allow 
As good and Phyſical ſometime, theſe Meetings, 
. And for the cheering of the Heart; but Luce, 
To have your own turn ſerv'd, and to your Friend 
To be a Dogbolt. Luce. I confeſs it, Miſtreſs. 
1/ab. As you have made my Siſter jealous of me, 
And fooliſhly, and childiſhly purſu'd it, 
I have found out your haunt, and trac'd your purpoſes ; 
For which mine Honour ſuffers ; your belt ways 
Muſt be applied to bring her back again, 
9 And ſeriouſly and ſuddenly, that ſo 
: I may have Means to clear my ſelf, and ſhe 


(29) — Call a Butcher, ] There was a Roger in the Family, 


” but he was the Butler and not a Butcher, and there can ſcarce be 
any doubt of his being the Perſon ſpoke of here. Mr, Symp/or. 
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ſhe retorts upon her the Sarcaſms of this Scene, 
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A fair Opinion of me, elſe you peeviſh—— 
Luce. My Pow'r and Pray'rs, Miſtreſs. 

Jab. What's the matter? 
Enter Shorthoſe, aud Widow. 


Short. J have been with the Gentleman, he has it 
Much good may do him with it, 
Vid. Come, are you ready? 


(30) You love to delay time, the Day goes on. 


Lab. I've ſent for a few Trifles, when thoſe come; 
And now I know your Reaſon. [ſineſs, 
Wid. Know your own Honour. then; (about your bu- 
See the Coach ready preſently,) I'll tell you more then. 
e [ Exe, Luce, and Shorthoſe. 
And underſtand it well, you muſt not think your Siſter 
So tender- eyed as not to ſee your Follies; . 
Alas I know your Heart, and muſt imagine, 
And truly too, tis not your Charity | 
Can coin ſuch Sums to give away as you've done, 
In that you have no wiſdom Jabel, 
No nor Modeſty, 
Where nobler uſes are at home I tell you, 
I am aſham'd to find this in your Years, 


Far more in your Diſcretion, none to chuſe 


But things for Pity, none to ſeal your Thoughts on, 


But one of no abiding, of no name; 


Nothing to bring you to but Cold and Hunger : 

A jolly Joynture, Siſter, you are happy, 

No Mony, not ten Shillings. Iſab. You ſearch nearly. 
Wid. I know it as I know your folly, one | 


That knows not where he'll eat's next Meal, take's reſt, 


Unleſs it be Yth* Stocks; what Kindred has'e, 

But a more wanting Brother, or what Virtues ? 
Jab. You have had rare Intelligence, I ſee, Siſter. 
Wid. Or ſay the Man had Virtue, 

Is Virtue in this Age a full Inheritance ? 


(30) — The Day grows on,] Tho' this is Senſe, yet Mr. Sym en 
thinks it neceſſary to make the Poets conſiſtent with themſelves, and 
reads goes, becauſe Jſabella uſes that Expreſſion to her Siſter when 


What 


| 
| 
| 


What Jointure can he make you, Plutarth's Morals, 


Or ſo much penny rent in the ſmall Poets?! | 

This is not well, tis weak, I grieve to know it. 
Jſab. And this you quit the Town for? Mid. Is*t not time? 
Jab. You are better read in my Affairs than I am, 

That's all T have to anſwer; Fl go with you, 

And willingly, and what you think moſt 

P11 fit and laugh at. | Siſter, tis not Folly 

But good Diſcretion governs our mean Fortune. 
Wid. I'm glad to hear you ſay fo. Jab. L am for you. [ Exe. 


Enter Shorthoſe, and Humphry, with riding Rods. 

Hum. The Devil cannot ſtay her, ſhe will on't, 
Eat an Egg now, and then we muſt away. 

Short. I am already gauPd, yet I will pray, 
May London ways henceforth be full of holes, 
And Coaches crack their Wheels, may zealous Smiths 
(31) So houſel all our Hackneys, that they may feel 

„ 4 75 Com- 

(31) Ss houfel all our Hackneys,] I have had a literary Debate with a 
Gentleman of Learning on this Paſſage. Houſel ſignifies the Euchariſt, and 
there not ſeeming the leaſt Connexion between the Euchariſt and Smiths 
laming Horſes, he would read hoze-ave/l, to bons in the Foreft Laws figni- 
fying expeditare, to draw the Soles of the Feet. The Conjecture is very 
ingenious, but I obſerv'd, that it would not correſpond with the Context, 
for zea/ous and Compunction being both egui vocal, and evidently referring 
to ſome religious Rite, require the intermediate Verb to be equivocal alſo, 
and that houſe] was probably the true one, if it had any Senſe applica- 
ble to Horſes as well as to the Sacrament. I therefore conjectur d that 
it might ſignify to prepare for a Journey, as the Euchariſt given to dying 
Perſons is 84110 Viaticum. On conſulting Gloſſaries I found this highly 
probable, if not certain. Minfew ſays, Houfel is not the Sacrament in 
general, but only when adminiſtred to dying Perſons, (Thus Shakeſpear 
uſes it, unbouſel d, unanointed, unanel d, ſpoken by the Ghoſt in Hamlet.) 
Spe/man explaining the Viaticum, gives Heuſel as its Equivalent, and re- 
fers to Forteſcue De Laudibus Legum Anglia, Cap. 22. Cum ad Mortis ar- 
ticulum infirmaretur ultimum quogue Viaticum Chriſti videlicet Corpus ſump- 
et: Which is thus tranſlated by the great Se/den. Being brought in 
Deſpair of his Life, and thereupoh receiving his Howſe/, Had Howfel 
been the Sacrament in general, it would have been the Howſel. Thi 
ſeems deciſive. But the Gentleman does not admit it to be quite ſo, for. 
he produces many Authorities for Hufe/, Hoauſel, or Hoſel (for it's ſpelt 
three ways) ſignifying the Euchariſt in general. He ſays the ſame Spei- 
man renders Huſel-Gang, Aditio Euchariſtiz, a going to the Euchariſt; I 
can't find this in Selman, but doubt not its being there, tho" I _—_ 

g 1 6 
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Let Mims be angry at their St. Bel Stwagper, 


A But of Malmſie for his Mares. Short. 'Tis very good. 


Vol. 2. p. 343. who quotes an old Regiſter of Honeton, Devonſhire, of 3 


% 


Compunction in their Feet, and tire at Highgate, | F 
May't rain above all Almanacks until! 5 
The Carriers ſail, and the King's Fiſhmonger 21 ! 
Ride like Arion on a Trout to London. 

Hum. At St. Albans, , 1 | 1 
Let all the Inns be drunk, not an Hoſt ſober 
To bid her Worſhip welcome. Short. Not a Fiddle, 
But all preach'd down with Puritans; no meat 
But Legs of Beef. Hum. No Beds but Wool-packs, ] 
Short. And all thoſe ſo cramm'd  _ a 
With Warrens of ſtarv'd Fleas that bite like Bandogs; 


And we pals in the heat on't and be beaten, 
Beaten abominably, beaten Horſe and Man, 
And all my Ladies Linnen ſprinkled o'er 
With Suds and Diſh-water. 
Short, Not a Wheel but out of Joint. 
„ Enter Roger laughing. 
Hum, Why doſt thou laugh? | 
© Rog. There's a Gentleman, the rareſt Gentleman, 
And makes the rareſt ſport. Short, Where, where? 
Rog. Within here, | 
H'as made the gayeſt ſport with Tom the Coachm 
So tew'd him up with Sack that he lies laſhing 


— Hed , Y ff ei 


_ Reg. And talks and laughs, and ſings the rareſt Songs, 


the Engliſh is falſe printed, becauſe the Latin is falſly tranſlated ; for 
Aditio Euchariſtiæ is a going of the Euchariſt, and Huſel-Gang is evi- 
dently the Gang of People attending it. So that Spelman ſtill confirms 
the Interpretation. The next Authority is Willis s Notitia Parhamentaria, 


. / .,I7.0 tt... ed *%_ tows 


Chapelry, which in Hen. VII[th's Reign contain'd 700 houſeling People, 
This may be underſtood in the reſtrain d Senſe of the Word, but if it is 


not, it only ſhews that the Word was ſometimes underſtood of the Sa- | 
crament in general; but it does not annul the Authority of Selen above, F 
as it is join d with Shakeſpear and our Authors, who cannot be under- 
ſtood without interpreting Houſel in the Senſe of Viaticum. May zealous [ 
Smiths ſo hou/el, i. e. prepare our Horſes for the Journey that they may 
feel Compunction in their Feet. It is indeed a little profane, but that I'm 
ſorry for; our Authors are not ſo cautious of this as we might wiſh l 
them, tho' they are much more ſo than moſt of the Comic Writers f If 
their Age, or of any Age ſince. 11 


. 


And 
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And Sborthoſe he's ſo maul'd the Red Deer Pies, 
Made ſuch an Alms Prh* Buttery. Short. Better ſtill. 


Enter Valentine, and Widow. 


Hum. My Lady in a rage with the Gentleman? 
Short, May he anger her into a Fever. [ Exeunt. 
IVid. I pray you tell me, Sir, who ſent you hither? _ 
For I imagine *tis not your condition, 
You look ſo. temperately, and like a Gentleman, 
To ask me theſe wild queſtions. Val. Do you think 
] uſe to walk of 8 gentle Lady, | 
Or deal with Women out of Dreams from others ? 
Wid. You have not known me ſure? Fal. Not much. 
Wid. What reaſon ON EY 
Have y* then to be ſo tender of my Credit, 
You are no Kinſman? Val. If you take it fo, 
The honeſt Office that I came to do you, 
Is not ſo heavy but I can return it: 
Now I perceive you're proud, not worth my Viſit. 
(32) Vid. Pray ſtay a little, proud. 
Val. Yes, monſtrous proud, 
| griev*d to hear a Woman of your value, 
And your abundant parts ſtung by the People, 
But now I ſee tis true; you look upon me 
As if I were a rude and ſawey Fellow 
That borrow'd all my Breeding from a Dunghil, 


Or ſuch a one, as ſhou'd now fall and worſhip you 


In hope of Pardon : You are cozen'd Lady, 

I came to prove Opinion a loud Liar, 

To ſee a Woman only great in Goodneſs, 

And Miſtreſs of a greater Fame than Fortune, 

— . ; | | [now, 
Wid. You're a ſtrange Gentleman, if I were proud 

I ſhou'd be monſtrous angry, which J am not, 

And ſhew the effects of Pride; I ſhou'd deſpiſe you, 

But you are welcome, Sir : To think well of 


(32) Fam y, 4 little proud.] Mr. Sener reads, Pray ſay a 
little N 47 this as well as the old Reading ſeems ta acknow- 


ledge the Charge in part, which afterwards ſhe abſolutely denies. 
The Change of the Points ſeems to give a much more natural Senſe. 


Our 


—_— Th - 4 — op 
>; 
: * > Aa 
* 
Dre 
. 


— 


N 
*» 1! EEE EEE EE CC SCC CCC EECCENITS 
” == 2 * r nes» gg err 2 — . . erer. 
* . ů ——— NG 98 2 . — — 9. 5 A : 
We 20 " REELS 5 
” n — hos — . K — — —— —e— 
22 2 rr 
—- 
— 


308 Wit without Mony. 


Our ſelves, if we deſerve it, it is, 

Sir, a Luſtre in's, and every good we have, 
(33) Strives to ſhew gracious, what uſe is't elſe old Age, 
W hich, like Sear-trees, is ſeldom ſeen affected, 

Stirs ſometimes at rehearſal of ſuch Acts 

As is daring Youth endeavour'd. Val. This is well, 


And now you ſpeak to the purpoſe, you pleaſe me, 


But to be Place-proud? Wid. If it be our own, 
Why are we ſet here with diſtinction elſe, 
Degrees, and Orders given us? In you Men, 
»Tis held a coolneſs, if you loſe your Right, 


Affronts and loſs of Honour: Streets, and Walls, 


And upper ends of Tables, had they Tongues, 
Could tell what Blood has follow*d, and what feud 
About your Ranks; are we ſo much below you, 
Thar *till you have us, are the tops of Nature, 
To be accounted Drones without a difference ? 
You'll make us Beaſts indeed, 

Val. Nay worle than this too, | 
Proud of your Cloaths, they ſwear a Mercers Lucifer, 
A Tumour tackt together by a Taylor, | 
Nay yet worſe, proud of red and white, a varniſh 
That Butter- milk can better. Mid. Lord, how little 
(34) Will vex theſe poor blind People! If my Cloaths 
Be ſometimes gay and glorious, does it follow, 
My Mind muſt be my Mercer's too? Or ſay my Beauty 
Pleaſe ſome weak Eyes, muſt it pleaſe them to think, 
That blows me up, that every hour blows off? _ 
This is an Infant's Anger. Val. Thus they ſay too, 
What though you have a Coach lin'd through with Velvet, 
And four fair Flanders Mares, why ſhou'd the Streets 

be troubled 5 2 100 

Continually with you, till Car- men curſe you? 


Can there be ought in this but pride of Shew, Lady, tt 
And Pride of Bum-beating, till che learngd Lawyers 


With their fat Bags, are thruſt againſt the bulks 
Till all their Cauſes crack? Why ſhould this Lady, 


(33) — O Age, like Seer-trees is ſeldom ſeen affected, Nirs ſomt- 
times,] Here a Monoſyllable dropt had hurt the Senſe and Meaſure. 
(34) = Poor blind People,] Mr. Sympſon would read put-blind, 


And 


| but the Text does not ſeem to want any Amendment. 
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And t'other Lady, and the third 1 11 85 
And Madam at Mile: end, be daily viſited, [left | 
(35) And your poor Neighbours with courſe Naps ne 

Faſhions conferr'd about, Pouncings, and Painting, 
And young Mens Bodies read on lle Anatomics 7 101 


Mid. You're. very credulous, or 9 BA. 
And ſomewhat deſperate to deliver this; 845, 257 26 10 
To her you know not, but you-ſhall confeſs we, T 
And find I will not ſtart; in us all Meetings BN 


Lie open to theſe lewd: Reports! and our e Thoughts at 
Church, : 12 379% 


Our very Weitem, ſome with Frag 

Which all ſhou'd fear to judge, at leaſt nm . 

Are mingled with your Memories; cannot ſleep, * 

But this ſweet Gentleman ſwims in our: Fancies, 

That ſcarlet Man of War, and that ſmooth Senior 

Not dreſs, our Heads without new Ambuſſies, 5 

How to ſurprize that Greatneſs, or that wy ri il E 
Our very Smiles are ſubject to Conſtructions; 2 
Nay Sir, it's come to this, we cannot piſh, 3705: 5 881 
But 'tis a favour for ſome Fool or other 
Should we examine you thus, were't not poiliblte 
To take you without Perſpectives ? Val. It —_ 8 

But theſe excuſe not. 

IVid, Nor yours, forceino Truth, Sir, * it: 
What deadly Tongues you have, and to thoſe Tongues 
What Hearts, and whiat Inventions? O' my Conſcience, 
And 'twere not for ſharp Juſtice, you would venture 
To aim at your owii! Mothers, — count it ge” 

To ſay you'd done ſo: All you think are var 

And cannot err; *tis we ſtill chat ſhew:double, © .- © 
Giddy, or gorg'd with Paſſion; we that build 5 
(36) Babels for Mens Confuſions, we that Sar. re) 
As Day does is warm Light, our Killing Curſes 


635 77] Former Edit. 

(36) == or Mens Co nchiffont,)] There would 1 think 1 no 
Proof of this Emendation, "had J oaly my own Conjecture 10 rely 
opon';" I ſent it Mr, Theobald, and he ſeems' to have made it long 
defore ; for in very old Ink is wrote, ann Confufions, and then in 
new Ink, e AQtarro. Mr. Hafen too ſends mie 5 WY that. it 
Was his Reading. 


or. II. | Over 
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(37) Over God's Creatures, next to Devils in Malice: 
Let us intreat your good words. Val. Well, this Woman 
Has a brave Soul. Mid. Are not we gaily bleſt W 
(38) And much beholden to you for . 1 
You may do what you lift, we what beſeems 
And dy do that too, and preciſely,” 
Our Names are ſerv'd in elſe at 2 : 
And belcht abroad in Taverns. Val. O moſt brave Wench, 
And able to redeem an Age of Women. 
+: Wid; You are no Whoremaſters ? Alas, no, Gentlemen, 
It were an impudence to think you vicious: 
You are ſo holy, handſome Ladies fright) you, 
You are the cool things of the time, the Temperance, 
Meer Emblems of the Law, and Veils of Virtue, 
You are not daily mending like Dutch Watches, 
And plaſtering like old Walls; they are not Gendemen, 
That with their ſecret fins increaſe our Surgeons, | 
And lie in Foreign Countries, for new ſores 3 | 
Women are all theſe Vices; you're not envious, 
Falſe, covetous, vain-glorious, irreligious, 
Drunken, revengeful, giddy- eyed like Parrots, 
Eaters of others Honours. Val. You are 
Wid. No by my Troth, and yet I cou'd ſay more ie too, 
For when Men make me angry, I am miſerable. 
Val. Sure*tis a Man, ſhecou'd not bear*tthus bravely elle 
It may be I am tedious. Mid. Not at all, Sir. 
Jam content at this time you ſhou*d/ trouble me. 
Val. You are diſtruſtful. fl 
Wid. Where I find no Truth, Sir, 10 
Fal. Come, come, you re full of er- 
Wid. Some I have, 
I were too near the Nature of a God ale": 


37) ar * 4 to the Devils Malic The q Chang ber 
bod], improves the Senſe and Meaſure. - +1, 0 Fe 
(38) — For your Subſtance ?] The Widow. is. declaiming at the 
Libertiniſm of Men; and as a Contraſt, ſhews the Reſtraint they yn 
n of Cenſure inflict on the Women. It is not the ſhare of 
Falncshavee or Wealth that falls wo, the. Female Sex whi hich, the com- 
Plains of; as the old Reading Implies, and therefore it bas e 


Connexion with the Context, 35 ng ſeems 2 gre tha 15 
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Wit winbous Mony, 
Val. You're monftrots Peeviſh. #1 Y A (no? 1 . 
Mid. Cauſe they are monſtrous Fooliſh, © © 

And know not how to uſe that ſhould try me. 
Val. pf er ner anſwer'd thus; were you ne*er Drunk, 
7 Lady n 1, Mi. Atti WT 3 ue TH: HEL 

Why do you ask that queſtion ? Val. For that Sin 

That they moſt charge yon with, is this Sin's Servant, 


2 i 
C. FP 

| * 

» 


They ſay you are monſtrous | 
Mid. What, Sir, what? Val. Moft ftrangely, © 
Wid. It has a name ſure ? Val. Infinitely luſtful, 

Without all bounds, they ſwear you kill'd your Husband. 
Wid. Let's have it all, for Heay*n'sfake; tis good Mirth, 
Val. They ſay you will have four now, and thoſe four 

Stuck in four quarters, like four Winds to cool you: 

Will ſhe not cry nor curſe ? © id. On with your Story. 
Val. And that you're forcing out of diſpenſations 

With ſums of Mony to that purpoſe. Mid. Furt 

Husbands! Should not I be ble t, Sir, for example? 

Lord, what ſhou'd I do with them ? Turn a Malt-mill, 

Or Tithe them out like Town-bulls to my Tenants, 

You come to make me angry, bur you cannot. 
Val. I'll make you merry then, you're a brave Woman, 

And in deſpite of Envy a right good onq̃q 

Go thy ways, troth thou art as good a Woman, 

As any Lord of *em alt can lay his Leg over, 

do not oft commend your Sex. Nia, It feems fo, 


Your Commendations are ſo ſtudied” for. | 
A al. I came to ſee you and ſift you into Flowt, _ 
To know your pureneſs, and Pye found you excellent, | 


I thanlt yo; U di 8: 


Continue fo, and ſhew Men how to trad. 
And Women how to follow : Get an Husband, 
An honeſt Man, for you are a good Woman, 
And live d in from Scandal, let him be too 
An underſtanding Man, änd to that ſtedfaſt; ” 
'Tis pity: your fair Figura ſhould miſcarry, , 
And then you're fixt: ——_— Pray ſtay a little, i 
EE, | 1 
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I love your company now you are ſo daft, 

And to my diſpoſition ſet ſo even. 
Val. I can no longer. | Ht [Exit 
Vid. As I live a fine Fellow, 1 

This manly handſom Bluntneſs ſhews him * 

What is he, or from whence? Bleſs me, four n 

Hou prettily he fooled me into Vices, | 

To ſtir my Jealouſie, and find my Nature ; 

A proper Gentleman: I am not el o' th' ſudden, 

Such a Companion I cou'd live and die with ; iy 

His Angers are meer Mirth, 


Enter Iſabella. 


Jab. Sade come, Pm ready. 
Wid. Are you ſo? Jſab. What ails ſne? 
The Coach ſtays, and the People, the day goes on, 
I am as ready now as you deſire, Siſter : 
Fie, who ſtays now, why do you fit and pout thus? 
Wid. Prithee be quiet, I'm not well. 
Jab. For Heav*n's fake 
Let's not ride ſtaggering in the Night, come pray take 
Some Sweet-meats in your Pocket, if your Stomach — 
p Wid. I have a little buſineſs. Jab. To abuſe me, 
(39) You ſhall not find new Dreams, and new Wulpiciony 
To horſe there all. 
Mi. Lord, who made you a Commander! 
Hey ho, my Heart. _ 
Jab. What, is the Wind come thither, | 
And Coward like, do you Joſe your Colours to em? 
Are ag lick o'th* Valentine? Sweet-Siſter? 


(39) — Find new Dreams and new Suſpicions, to "_ a) 
What, was any body to be horsd with Dreams, e. The abſolute 
Nonſenſe of this Paſſage a ſmall difference in pointing, and the ad- 
dition of one Letter will clear up entirely. New Dreams and neay Su, 
picions — To ha wwithal. i. e. Iſabella orders all the Servants to 
mount their Horſes, to which the e anſwers. | 

Lord, who made you Commander? Mr. Symp/en. 

The old 1 oes not ſeem to me to, be Nonſenſe: It may 
mean, you ſhan't find new Suſpicions to make you horſe away 
from 3 But the Anſwer ea ſhews that Mr. Sympſon's Con» 
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Come let's away, the Country will ſo quicken you, 
And we ſhall live ſo ſweetly ; Luce, y'r Lady's Cloak; g.- 


' Nay, you have put me int' ſuch a of going, 


I wou'd not ſtay for all the World; if I live oo | 5 
You have ſo knock d this love into my Head. 
I ſhall love any Body, and I find my body, N 

1 know not how, ſo apt — pray let's be gone, Siſter, 
1 ſtand on Thorns. . Wid. I prithee 1ſabella, 

T'faith I have ſome buſineſs 7 2 concerns me, 

I will ſuſpe& no more; here, wear that for me, and 
II pay the hundred pound you owe your Taylor. 


Enter Shorthoſe, Roger, Humphry, Ralph. 
Jab. 1 had rather go, but 


Mid. Come walk in with me, 
We'll go to Cards, unſaddle the Horſes ens 


Short. A Jubile] a Jubile! we ſtay, Boys. LR Exeunt. 


Enter Uncle and Lance: Fountain, Bcllamore no 
LED Hairbrain un. 


8 Aa they behind us ? 
Lance. Cloſe, cloſe, ſpeak aloud, Sir. 
Unc. I'm glad my Nephew has ſo much Diſcretion, 
At length to find his wants. Did ſh' entertain him? 
Lance. Moſt bravely, nobly, and gave him ſuch a wel- 
Unc. For his own fake, do you think? | ſome? 
Lance, Moſt certain, Sir, 
And in his own Cauſe he beſtir'd himſelf too, 
And wan ſuch liking from her, ſhe dotes on him, 
H' as the command of all the Houſe already. 
Unc. He deals not well with's Friends. 
Lauce. Let him deal on, 


And be his own Friend, he has moſt Th of her, 


Unc. I wonder they wou'd put him 
Lance. You're in the right on't. 


A Man muſt raiſe himſelf, I knew he'd cozen 'em, 


And glad I am he has: He watch'd occaſion, 
And found it th? nick. Unc. He has deceiv'd me. 
Lance, I told you, howloe'er he wheel'd about, 
He wou*d charge home at 3 How I cou'd laugh * 
3 0 
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To think of theſe tame Fools! 
Unc. Twas not well done, f 
Becauſe 8 him, yet Se a 1 
Bel. Hark you, Gentlemen. 1 
Unc.” We are upon a buſineb, pray cad u us; 3 
They have it home. 1 
(49), 2 Come, let! it work good even gelten 
| [Exeunt Uncle and Lance, 
Fount, 'Tis true, he is a Khave, Lever weak it,” 
air. An we Ire Fools, tame Fools. 
el. e let's go ſeck him 


. He thalt hang'd before he Polt us d, kau, 
8 e Enter Iſabella and Luce. 28 


Fab. Art ſure ſhe love. bien La, Am: 1 fore 1 live? 
And I have clapt on ſuch a Commendation 


Oa your Revenge. Yah, Faith he's a — Gentleman. 
Luce. Handſom enough, and that her Eye has found out. 


1jab, He talks the belt they ſay, and yet the maddeft. 


Luce, H'as the right way. Ti. Hon is oh 
Luce. Bears it well, c 


As if ſhe car'd not, but a Man may "A A | 
With half an Eye through all her forc'd Behavibur, \ 
And find who is her Valentine. 1/ab. Come let's go ſee her, 


(41) I long to perſecute. Lace. By no means, Miſtreſs, 
Le her take better hold firſt, Lab. 1 cou d burſt now. 


| [Extunt. 
Euter Valentine, Fountain, Be ENTS, Peg Hairbraio, 
Val. e me _ your r benefits, you ſon 


£ 


1 on 1 "Wed Edit. A KEW Mr. Th 
bald and Mr. Sympſon. Js FO * . 


(41) — To proſecute.) The ſmall Change I have made ſeems 
warranted both by Lzce's Anſwer, and Wabellas Project of vexing 


her Siſter, which Luce aſterwards expreſſes by the ſame Word; S7iʃl 


they perſecute her. 


(42) Tou fotten, fold,] The Reading I have ſubſtituted, is from 
Mr: "Theobald Margin and 1 think it 8 very happy Conjecture. 


P 
1 
\ 
( 
\ 
: 
| 
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And brought thoſe barking Mouths that gap'd like 


Bung-holes | bk 5 

To utter Senſe? Where got you Underſtanding? 
Who taught you Manners and apt Carriage 
(43) To rank your ſelves? Who fil'd you in fit Taverns ? 
Were thoſe born with your Worſhips when you came hi- 
What brought you from the Univerſities © -* ther? 
Of moment matter to allow you, )). 
(44) Beſides your Small- Beer Sentences? © 

Bel. Tis well, Sir. In A an ak 

Val. Long Cloaks with two hand Rapiers, boot-hoſes 
(45) With penny-poſes, _ * 20 OE 
And twenty Fools opinions, who look'd on you, 
(46) But piping Kites that knew you wou'd be prizes, 
And Prentices in Paul's Church- yard, that ſcented - *_ 
(47) Your want of Britain's Boos. 


(43) — Who fire ue] The Emendation here I ſent Mr. Thus. 


bald. and I find that he had long fince made it, for it ſtands in very 


old Ink, and then in new. Fir Duarte. *. r 5 
(44) Small baſe Sentences ? ] Old Quarto, Small. bare. True 
Reading reſtored by Mr. Theobald and Mr. Synmp Ms. 
(45) Viib penny: poſes,] I think it very probable that ſome Words 
are loſt here, that would have had more relation to penny: peſes t 
what now precedes them, and have completed the VerſmdſmGQ. 

(46) But piping Rites that knew you would be prizing,] Kites is a 
Term for Sharpers, as in the firſt Page of this Par, 

Maintaining W. for Kites and Cure. 
That this therefore is the true Reading here I cannot doubt, for 
the Epithet piping expreſſes the Noiſe which the Kite makes in ſeek- 
ing his Prey, and cannot, I believe, be joined to any other Word 
with Propriety. Both Mr. Sy1mpſon and Mr. Theobald conjectur'd, 
Wights, but gave it up. The Change of the laſt Word is equally 
neceſſary to the Senſe. „ 

47 — Britain's Books.] This was a voluminous Writer ſueer' d 
by ſeveral Wits of our Author's Age. The initial Letters of his 
Name were mentioned in the Scornful Lady, P. 300. And Mr. Theo- 
bald there calls him Broughton, quoting Ben Sohn for's AlchymiP. 
But Mr: Sympſon has found him mentioned by Broome in his Merry 
Beggars, where he is call'd Britain; and by Sir Fohn Sucklin , 
his Goblins, by the Name of Briton : And as they all agree in Cha- 


rater, there can be no doubt of their meaning the ſame Perſon: One 


may collect from them that his Works were full of formal high- 
flown Compliments, and are therefore very properly apply'd here. 


5 5 | > £ 4 Enter 
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az n 25 Enter Widow and Lute. 58 85 0 
Fount.. This cannot ſave you. 
Val. Taunt my Integrity, you Wheps? | 
Bel, You ma? tale -þ 
The ſtock we gave you. out; but ſee no further 


Hair. You tempt our Patience, we have found you wry 
And what your truſt comes to, you are well feather' d, 


Thank us, and think now of an honeſt Courſe, 


'Tis time; Men now begin to look, and narrowly 


Into your tumbling tricks, they're ſtale. 
Mid. ls not that he? 


Luce. Tis he. id. Be ſtill and — ä 


Val, How mis'rable will theſe poor Wretches be | 8 | 


When J forſake em! 


But things have their neceſſities. I'm Samy to what a a 
Vomit muſt they turn again; » 


Now to their own dear Dunghil breeding; ne'er hopes! 5 


After I caſt you off, you Men of Motley, _ 
You moſt undone things below pity, any 
That has a Soul and fix Pence dares relieve you, 


My Name ſhall bar that Bleſſing; there's your Cloak, 


Sir, keep it cloſe to you, it may yet preſerve you 

A fortnight longer from the Foo 3 your us 

Pray be cover d, | 
And there's the Sattin that your wats ſent me, 
Will ſerve \ you at a Sizes yet. Fount, Nay, faith Sir, 


You may Cen rub theſe out now. Val. No ſuch Relick, 
Nor the leaſt rag of ſuch a ſordid weak neſs | | 


Shall keep me warm; theſe Breeches are mine own, 
Purchas'd, and paid for, without your Compaſſion, 
A Chriſtian Breeches founded in Black-Friers, + 
And ſo I will maintain dem. Hair. So they ſeem, Sir. 
Pal. Only the thirteen Shillings in theſe Breeches, 
And the odd Groat, I take it, ſhall be yours, Sir, 
A mark to know a Knaye by, pray preſerve it, 
Do not diſpleaſe more, but take it preſently, 
Now help me off with my Boots. 
Hair. We re no ebe Sir. . 


Fal. For once you ſhall be, do it willingly, 


Or 


. rn P e. D 
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Or by this Hand I'll make you, Bel. To our own, Sir, 
We may apply our Hands. Val. Therr's your ITY 
You may deſerve a ſtrong pair, and a Girdle 
Will hold you without Buckles ; now Pm perfect, 
| And now the proudeſt of your Worſhips tell me, 81 
ö I am beholding to you. Fount. Vo fich matter. TS 
| Val. And take heed how you pity the, hm —_—__ 
| Exceeding dangerous to prate of A 
(48) Which are the poorer, you or f no Puppies 255 
| without you, or y0u without my Knowledge? 
Be Rogues, and fo be gone, be Rogues, reply *"Y 
For if you do": 2 
Bel. Only thus much, 5 wel * Th Air 
Is ſharper far than is our Anger, Sir, 


| And theſe you might reſerve to rail in warmer, 
\ Hair. Pray have a care, Sir, of your Health, 152 hs, 
Val. Yes Hog-hounds, 20100 5 


More than you have o' your wits; tis cold, and 1 

Am, very ſenſible, extreamly cold too, 20k 

Yer I'll not off, *till J have ſhanvd: theſe Raſcals; thee 

I have: indur'd. as ill heats,as another, Feen on: — 

(49) And almoſt every way that one can 'periſh; 

My Body, you'll bear cola, 'but they the blame on t „ 

I'm colder here, not a poor 4 

Pe Enter Uncle with'a B Ae 

Unc) Tee rarely ta; en, and now he 4450 ke wills oP) 
Lance. To him, and tew him, abuſe him, nip him doſe. 
Unc. _ 3 now, Couſin,” upnihg your ſelf this 
weather 


Val. As you uy 1 in a bot fir; thank my Friends. 


CY 


3 


480 — Poser. - Tax are now Puppies 1 Hero the Senſe ad. 
Meaſure have equally ſuffered. How flat is it” meerly to call them 
Puppies? He had called them Whelps, and worſe Names before, I 
ſent my Emendation to Mr. Theobald, and find it in his Margin. 
Mr. Sympſom too ſays that he hit upon the ſame. 

(49) 4nd ewery way 4 ene could periſh my Bach. pon ll bear the blame 
o'; } Here both Senſe and Meaſure ſeem entirely loſt, nor can I re- 
ſors either without taking Liberties, which 1 doubt will be thought 
unwarrantable, I have given the only tolerable Senſe which 1 could 


pick qut of the Wreck that is left; but am far from impoſing m 
Additions as the genuine Text. 22 


. | Une, 


818 ee 
Mae hy he x e - _ 174 br 12 5744. 0 
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All Freemen, Dale ought r appear like bann 
( z) Old Adam, 9g n | 

fair Fig-leaf ſufficient, Une. Take. me with 
Were theſe your Friends that clear d you thus Pl 

Val. Hang Friends, vl 
And even Reckonings thr cake Friends. "wh 

Unc. I thought ti 0 4 
There had been no fach 11 Ling. no duch Purchaſe, 
(For all the reſt is Labour) as @ Liſt| 1 
Of honourable Friends; do ſuch Men as you, sir, 6d | 
In lieu of all your Underſtandings, Eravels,: 4. (64) 
And thoſe great gifts, of Nature, ,aim-*t no more 0 
Than caſting off your Coats? I'm ſtrangely cozen'd. 
Lance. Should not the Town ſhake at the cold you 
And all the, Gentry ſuffer interdiction, feel * 
No more ſenſe ſp1 all things Goth and Vandal, 

ill you bę ſumm id again, Velyets and Scarlets, | 

Foe hae) with Gold . and Cloth of Silver 
Turn'd into Snaniſb Cottons forta Penance, 
Wits blaſted with your Bulls, and Taverns wither d, 
As though the * MF. at St. loans ines 

Val. Centlemen, ; 


t 


* 
«7 7 $74 


( 5 — . Strangely Ty Mr. Theoball 9 1 in his | Margin that 
mew'd is a term in Falconry for ſhedding of Feathers; it is deriv'd 
from | mutr to change, and is a very juſt Emendation. The word 
ſumm'd below, is another term in Falconry, and fignifies full-plymed, 
boch proper to Lance who is a Falconer as well as "Tenant, 


(51) O74 Adam, ] Here, I believe, ſomething is loſt that would 


petal have filled up both Senſe and Meaſure. 
Take 


AY” — 2 ——— ww. 


rern 


Wit without Mony 319 
Take Breath a while and hear me; you imagine now, 
By th twirling of your Strings, that I'm at th laſt, as alſo 
That m' Friends are flown like Swallows after Summer. 

Unc. Yes, Sir. 

Val. And "that I have no more in this poor Pannier, 
To raiſe me up again above your Rents, Uncle. 

Lic. All this I do believe. Val. You have no mind 
To better me. Unc. Yes, Couſin, and t that end 55 
come, and once more offer you A hae 
My Pow'r is Mafter of. Val. Tis a match het 2E 
Lay me down fifty Pounds there, Lic. There it is, Sir. 

Val. And on it write, that ou are pleas d to n 
As due unto my Merit, without caution 
Of Land redeeming, tedious thanks, or thrift 
Hereafier to be hop'd for. Unc. How? © 


LY 
» 1 


[Luce ie a Suit and Letter at the Dar. 


Val. Without daring, 
one you are Drunk, to reliſh of Reyilings, © 
To which you're prone in Sack, Uncle. 


> * 


* 4 5 


Unc. I thank you, Sir. 04.658 "03 96 
Lance, Come, come away, let the young wann 
lay awhile, 
Away I ſay, Sir, let him go forward with M 
His naked Faſhion, ' he'Il ſeek you to morrow 3 ; 
Goodly weather, ſultry hot, lee how I ſwent! 
Unc, Farewel, Sir. [Exeunt Uncle and Lande. 
Val. Wou'd 1 ſwear too, m monſtrous vert. aud 
cold too; 


And theſe are but thin Pumps to walk the Streets in; N 

Cloaths I muſt get, this Faſhion won't fadge with 1 1 

Beſides, 'tis an ill Winter wear. — What 3 art thou? 

Yes, they are Gloaths, and rich 15 214 Fool? 's 

e ene 

And if I ſhou'd utter — What's this Pap 

Let this be only worn by the moſt 'noble 

And moſt deſerving Gentleman Valentine. 

—Dropt out o'th? "Clouds! I — they're full of "Gold 

too wel, 

PII leave my wonder, and be warm again, 

In the next Houſe Pll ſhife, [ Exit. 
: ä 
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AE. IV. 8 xx. 


£12: 111: Ember: — Uncle, and Lance. ws 


% 


Fran. Wi; do 150 den thus with him? 'Tis 4 un 
noh y. | 
Thee. Peace, Cautin, peace, you are. 100 tender of hm 
He muſt be dealt thus with, he muſt be cured Wh 
The violence of his Diſcale, Franciſco,.. ,_.... ... 
Muſt not he jeſted with, tis grown, infe jous, - 
And now ſtrong Corroſives mull. cure him. BY 4 
Lance. H'as had a Stipger, 3 
Has eaten off his Gloaths, the next his Skin comes. 
Unc... And let it ſearch him to the Bones, tis _ 
*Twill make him feel it. | 
Lance. Where be his noble Friends now? 
Will his fantaſtical O 1 cloath him, 
Or th? learn'd Art of having nothing | feed him > 
Uuc. It muſt needs greedily, 
For all his Friends have flung him off, he's e 
And where to skin himſelf again, if I know, 
Or can deviſe how he ſhou' d get himſelf e 
His Spirit muſt be bow'd, and now we r him, 1 
Have him at that we hoped fer. e Be 
Lance. Next time we meet him 
Cracking of Nuts, with half a Cloak about him, 
For all means are cut off, or horrowing fix Pence, 
To ſhew his Bounty | in the Potrage Ordinary 1 
Fran. Which way went he? 
Lance. Pox, why thou'd you ask after him? 
Vou have been trim'd already, let 'm take his Fortune, 
He ſpun it out himſelf, Sir, there's no pity. 
Unc. Beſides, ſome good to you now, — this Miſery. 
Fran. I riſe upon his Ruins! fie, fie, Uncle, 
Fie honeſt Lance. Thoſe Gentlemen were baſe People, 
That cou'd fo ſoon take fire to his Deſtruction. 


Unc. You are a Fool, you are a Fool, a young Man. 


Enter 


S2 HDBYT >a FIT > 5 1'*=} 
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Enter Valentine... 4 


yal. Good morrow Vacle, morrow 1 * Fran, 
And how d' ye think BOY how ſhew Matters ever 
Morrow Bandog. 
Unc. How 
Fran. 8 "bi Man vi bo forllken wy 10 Friends? 
Val. Thou'rt bagdſome, Frank, a pretty Gentleman, 
faith, thou look'ſt well, yet here. may be thoſe In 
That look as handſome. ace, Surely he can Conjure 
And has the Devil for his Taylor. Tic. New and Rent 
'Tis moſt impoſſible he ſhould recover. : 
Lance. Give him this luck, and fling him bo the Sea, 
Unc. *Tis not he, 
Imagination cannot work this Miracle Ont $1 GOQUI 
| Val. Yes, yes, tis ke, I will aſſure 11 Unite," IEA 
The very he, the he your Wiſdom plaid with, ; 
I thank you for't, neigh'd at his Nakednefs, 
And made his Cold and Poverty your Falle; 
You ſee; I live, and th* beſt can do no more Uncle, 
And though I have no State, I keep the Streets Kill; 
And _— my pleaſure in the Town, like a poor Gen: 
tleman, 
MWear Cloaths to keep me warm, poor things they eg 
Can make a ſhew too if I liſt, yes Uncle, | 
* And ring a peal i“ my Pockets, ding, dong, Unele, | 
Theſe are mad fooliſh ways, but who can help *em ? * 
Unc, Lam amaz'd, . Lance. I'I fell my Copyhold, , 
For ſince there are ſach excellent new nothings, 25 
Why ſhou'd I labour? Is there no Fai iy haunts him, 
No Rat, nor no old Woman? Une. You are Valentine? 
Val. I think fo, I can't tell, I have been call'd ſo, 
4 And ſome ſay Chriſten'd ; why do you wonder at me, 
A And ſwell, as if you had met a Ro 5; eant faſting, * 
Did you &er know Deſert want? You are Fools, 
A little ſtoop there may be to allay him 
He'd grow too rank elſe, a ſmall Eclipſet to ſhadow him, 
But ant he muſt break, glowingly again, 
n. And with as great a luſtre, ook you Uncle 
Motion and Majeſty. Unc. I am N 
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| Fran. I'm of his Faith. 
Val. Walk by his careleſs Ma 
And turn again and. walk, and look thus, Uncle; 2 
T aking ſome one by th? Hand whom he loves beſt, 
Leave em to th* Mercy of th' Hog - market, come bs 
Fortune is now my Friend, let me inſtruct thee, L 8) 
Fran. Good morrow, Uncle, I muft needs go with him, 
Val. Flay me, and turn me out where none Inhabts, 
Within two 3 T ſhall be thus again 
Now wonder , and ne at vt own Ignorance, 


L Val. r F ra 

' Unc. 1 do believe him. | | 
Lance. So do I, and beridy | 8 
Upon my Conſcience, bury him ſtark naked,” * 
He'd riſe again, within two hours füt d. 
Sow Myſtard-ſeeds, they can't come up fo thick | 
As his new Sattins do, and Cloths of Silver, 
There is no, ſtriving, Unc, Let him play awhile then, en, 
And let's ſearch, out what hand - 

Lance. Ay, there the Game . le 


Enter Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 


Fuunt. Come, let's ſ peak for our ſelves, we ve 109 90 
him ſure enough, AT, ek 
His Nakedneſs dare not pe ; out to croſs us. 
Bel. We can have no dmittance. 5 
Hair. Let's in boldly, e ge 6 
And uſe our beſt. Arts, 1. ſhe deigns to fir, 8355 
We're all content. | 
 Fount. Much good may do her with him, 
No civil Wars. Bel. By no means. Now do 1 
Much wonder in what old tod Ivie ne 
Lies whiſtling; for Means, nor Cloaths he hath ide,” 
Nor none wi [ truſt him, we've made that ſide ſure, | 


We'll teach him a new wooing,, Hair. Say it is 


His Uncle's ſpite; Fount, *Tis all ong, PATSY 
I has rid us fair of an incumbetance, 

And makes us ys about to out el de 
Who are theſe d, 5 
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15 e Euter Ifabe] a and Luce. e | 


Jab. Not de this Man yet! well, I ſhalt be wiſer 
But Luce, didſt &er know a Woman melt r 
Shes finely hurt to hunt. 1 i . 

Luce. Peace, the three Suitors. 

Jſab. I cou'd fo titter now and logs To was loſt, Eur 
And I mult love, I know not What; OG Ci, 
What pretty gins thou haſt to haleer-Woodcocks mY 
And we mult into th Country i in all haſte, Luce. * 

Luce. For Heav'n's fake, Miſtreſs. - 

Jab. Nay, Ive done, WIDE 115 "1 
I muſt laugh though but Scholar, F ſhall ack your” \ 

Fount. *Tis 'r Siſter. Bel. Save you, Ladies. SN 

Jab. Fair met Gentlemen, h H 
You're viſiting my Siſter, J aſſure my ſelf, & 1b 

Hair. We wou'd fain bleſs our Eyes. e TOE. 

Jab. Behold and welcome 
You'd ſee her? Fount. *Tis our buſineſs. 8 n 

Jab. You ſhall ſee ger, APY 
And you ſhall talk with her. 

Luce, She will not ſee em, een <4" 
Nor ſpend a word. 0 ga e 

Jab. I'll make der fret a Mou 1 i WY 


Nay now Pye found the Scab, 1 will 10 fratch ber. 


Luce. She can't endure em. 5 fi i 
Jab. She loves em but too dearly; my 
Come follow me, 1'll bring you to th* party, 71 611 1 
Then make your own Conditions, Gentlemen 1 
Luce. She's ſick, you knodũ᷑ꝝ—. bum t OS 
Jab. V'll make her well, or kill her 4 


And take no idle anſwer, you are Fools the, 
Nor ſtand off for her State, ſheſl frofn you alf dies L + 
But urge her ſtill, and though ſhe fret, ſtill follow ber; 25 
A Widow muſt be won ſo. Bel. She f aks bravely.” 1 
Jab. I'd fain ha' a Brother i“. La e Meg 
And if if ſhe call br Dinner to ave you; U 10 7 
Be fure you ſtay; follow her into her — 2 A 
1 the retire to Pray, pray with her, and boldly, 


Like 
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Like honeſt Lovers. Luce. This will kill her. 


Fount. You've ſhewed us one way, do but lead the tother. 


26. I know you ſtand. o*thorns, come II) diſpatch 
uce. If you Tine Aer, his. [you, 


Jab. I've loſt my aim. A 01 tl Eau, 
Enter Valentine, and Franciſco. 


From. Did you not ſee * em ſince? 
Val. No, hang em, hang em. 
Fran, Nor won't you be ſeen by em Pi 
Fal. Let *em alone, Frank, | 
P11 make em their own Juſtice, and a jerker. 
Fran. Such baſe diſcourteous Dog-w helps, 
Val. I hall dog em, 
And double dog em, ere I've done. 
Fran. Will you go with me, 
For I wou'd fain find out this piece of bounty, 
It was the Widow's Man, that I am certain of. 
Val. To what end wou'd you go? 
Fran. To give her Thanks. 
Val. Hang giving Thanks, haſt not ** parts deſerve it! 
T includes a further will to be beholden ; 
can do no more at door; if you 
Wiles there lies your way. Fran, I hope you'll 9. 
Val. No not in Ceremony, and t a Woman, | 
With mine own Father, were he living, Frank; - 
I would to th* Court with Bears firſt, if it be 
That Wench I think it is, for t other s wiſer, 
I wou'd not be fo lookt upon, and laught at, 
So made a Ladder for her Wit to climb upon. 
(For 'tis the tarteſt Tit in Chriſtendom, 
1 know her well Frank, and have buckled with he's 
So lickt, and ſtroaked, flear'd upon, and flouted, ' 
And ſhown to Chamber-maids, like e Beaſt, 
She'd purchas'd with her penny. 
Fran. Youre a ſtrange Man, 
But do you think it was a Woman? Val. There' ; 
No doubt on't, who can b' there to do it elſe ? 
Beſides the manner of the Circumſtances, 


9 b * 4 . 
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Fran. Such Courteſies, who ever does dem, Sir, 
Saving your Wiſdom, muſt be more lookt into. 
And better anſwer d, than wi deſerving flights 


Or what we ought to have conferr'd upon us. 


Men may ſtarve elſe, Means are not gotten now 
With crying Im a gallant Fellow, a good Solafery." 
A Man of Learning, fit to be employ'd;, ' - 
Immediate Bleſſings ceaſe like Miracles, 
And we muſt grow by ſecond Means. I pray 
Go wi' me, ev'n as you love me, Sir. | 
Pal. I'll come to thee, | 75 
But Frank, I will not ſtay to hear your Fopp/ti ries, 
Diſpatch thoſe ere I come, Fran. You will not fail me; 
Val. Some two hours hence PE me.” * 
Fran. I thank you, | 
And will look for you, Nel | te 


Euter Widow, Shorthoſe, * Roger. 


"Wd. Who let in theſe Puppies? 
You ſeveral blind Raſcals, drunken Knaves, # 
Short, Yes foriooth, Pt Ved em in Freſentl 3 
Gentlemen. 
Mid. Sprecious, you blown Padding, bawling Rhanet 
Short, | bawl as loud 's 1 can, wou'd you have me fetch 


Upon my back ? Ws Cem 


Mid. Get em out, Raſcal, out with em, I 
I ſweat to have em near me. An 
Short. 1 ſhow'd ſweat more 
To carry em out, Roper. heyne Gentlemen, Madan: 
Short, Shall we get em into ta. "Battery" * make 
'em Drunk? | 
Wid. Do any thing, ſo I be card. 


Enter Iſabella, Fountain, Bellamore, aud Hairbrain, 


Jab. Now to her, Sir, fear nothing, 
Rog. Slip alide, Boy, 

I know ſhe loves em, howſbeet ſhe carries k, 

And has invited 'em, m' young Miſtreſs told me ſo, © 
Short, Away to Tables then. Exe. Sborh ys 
Jab. I ſhall burſt with the ſport. ont. 5 
Vol. II. Y  Feunts 


gab _ Wil Ade Ma, 


Fount, You are too curious, Madam, and too Fall 
Of preparation, we expect it not. [cent 

Bel. Methinks the Houſe is handſom, ev'ry plice de 
What need you be ſo vext? Hair. We are no Stranger, 
Fount. What though we come ere you expected „ ; 
Do not we know your Entertainments, Madam. | 
Are free, and full at all times? | 

Mid. You are merry, Gentlemen, 

Bel. We come to b' merry, Madam, very merry, - 
Love to laugh heartily, and now and then Lady 
A little of our old Plea. Mid. I am buſie, 
And very buſie too, will none deliyer me? _ 

Hair. There is a time for all, you may be buſie, 
But when your Friends come, you've as much pow'r, 

Wid. This is a tedious Torment. | 


Fount. How handſomly : * 
This little piece of Anger ſhews upon her 
| (52) Well, Madam, you know how to grace your ſelf, 
Bel. Nay every thing ſhe does breeds a new iweetnels, 
Wid. J muſt go up, I mult go up, I have _ 
A buſineſs waits me ; ſame Wine for th* Gentlemen. 
Hair. Nay, we'll go with you, we ne'er law yout 
Chambers yet. 135 
Jab. Hold there, my Boys. 
Mid. Say I go my Prayers? | 
- Pount. Well pray with you, and help your Meditations, 
Wid. This's boiſterous ; or ſay I go to ſleep, 1 
Will you go ſleep. with me? Bel. So ſuddenly 
Before Meat will be dangerous, we know, 
Your Dinner's ready, Lady, you'll not ſleep. 
Wid. Give me my Coach, I'll take the Air. 
Hair. We'll wait on you, 
And then your Meat after a quickned Stomach. 
Nad. Let it alone, and call my Steward to me, 
And bid him bring his reckonings into th* Orchard: 
Unmannerly rude Puppies —— _ hag Widov 
Fount. We'll walk after you, K 
And view the pleaſure of She Places | 


(52) You know not how to ith your ſelf} o the Negative ſeems 
to hurt both Senſe and Mealure, I have expung'd it. | Ih 
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Jab. Let et not reſt, J 13651 
t, For if you give her breath, ſhe'll ſrorn and 1. yew 
e · Seem how ſhe will, this 18 the way to win her, 
. Be bold and: proſper. 6 | 
Bel. Nay if we do not tire her. [Exeunt Lovers, 
ſab. Ill teach you to worm me, wad Lady Siſter, 
And peep into my Pri vacies to ſuſpect me, 
I'll torture you, with that you hate, moſt daintily, 
And when I've done that, l at that you love moſt. 


1 What have you done? ſhe chaſes and funes 
outragiouſly, 
t, And ſtill they Perſecute her. Jab. Lag way chey do ſo, 
m. I'll teach her to declaim againſt my Pities; | 


Why is ſhe not gone out o'th' Town, but gives = 
Occaſion for Men t! run mad after her Pi 1 3&7 
Luce. I ſhall be hang c. 
Jab. This in me d been high Treaſon, 
Three at a time, and private in her Orchard! | 
I hope ſhe wil caſt up her Reckonings Ar rr now. a 


Enter Widow,” © 


mid. Well, I ſhall find who brought em. 
Jab. Ha, ba, Aa: 1h 8 
Wid. Why do you laugh, Siſter? fear me . 0 
Your trick, -*cwas neatly done of you, and wall - 
Becomes your Pleaſure. ' | 
Jab. What have you done wich em? 8 
Vid. Lockt em 1 by Orchard, there ron make. em 
And caper too, before they get their ne 16 10 
Unmannerly rude Puppies. ft 
Jab. They're — ſavey, 
(53) But yet 11 let *em out, and once more 1 al fem 3 
Why were they not beaten out? Hig, I was about it, 


fs, 


Out 


INS, 


low. But *cauſe they came as Suitors. N 99? 
Jab. Why did you not anſwer” em? 1 8 
3 —— SC em.] I ha pil found m 77 age bere 
eems le 'd by the old Quarto, oy No Mr Mr. Sympſor. 
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Mid. They are ſo impudent they will receive none: 
More yet! ow came theſe in? 


Enter Franciſco and. pinot 1 5 


Lance.” At the Door, Madam. | : 
Js It is that Face. Luce. This is the Gn 
Wid. She ſent. the Money to? 3001 5 85 fame, 5 
Jab. Pill leave you. | 
They have ſome buſineſ00. 
Mid. Nay, you ſhall tix, „ Siſter, 
They re Strangers both to 0; how her chow alters! 
Jab. Pm ſorry he comes no. 
Mid. I am glad he is here now though. 
Who wou'd you ſpeak. WD, Gentlemen ? 
Lance. You Lady, 
Or your fair Siſter there, e 4 is a S 
That has receiv'd a benefit. Vid. From whom, Sir? 
Lance, From one of you, a8 he ſuppoſes, Madam, 
Your Man deliver'd it. Wid. I pray go forward. 
Lance. And of ſo great a Goodneſs that he dares not, 
Without the tender of his Thanks and Service, 
Paſs by the Houſe. Vid. Which is the Gentleman? 
Lance. This, Madam. Wd. brew? _ your Name, Sir? 
Fran. They that know me 
Call me Franciſco, Lady, one not ſo Rad 
To ſcorn {6 timely a Benefit,” nor ſo wretehed, 
To hide a Gratitude.” Mid. It is well beſtow'd then. 
Fran. Your fair ſelf, or your Siſter, as it ſeems, 
For what Deſert I dare not know, unleſs 
A handſome Subject for your Charities a WW 
Or aptneſs in your noble Will to do it, 
Have ſhowr'd upon my Wants a timely — 
Which makes me rich in Thanks, my beſt Inheritance. 
Va. bm forry *rwas not mine, this is the Gentlewoman; 
Fie, do not bluſh, go roundly to the mattef, . 
The Man's a pretty Man. 0 
Jab. You have three fine one. 
Fran. Then to you, dear Lady? 
Lab. I pray no more, Sir, if I may Pperſwade you, 
Your only aptneſs to do this is Recompence, i A 
A 


m; 


nd 


And more than 4s ed. Fran. But good Lady. 

Tab. And for me further to b- acquainted. with it, 4 
Beſides the imputation of vain Gloty, * 
Were greedy thankings of my ſelf, I did it 
Not to be more affected to; 1 did it, % k 
And if it happen'd where 1 thought i it fitted 
I have my end; more to enquire is curious 
In either of us, more than that ſuſpicious. 40 07 drs! 

Fran. But gentle Lady, twill be neceſſary.” ' 

-Tſab. About the N way! ONS E Wi SS VL 
Do not fright it, £4 * 7 
Being 10 Pic 540 and tender ſighted; DONG 1 
With the blown Face of Complements, it blaſts i 1. 

Had you not come at all, bur thought your Thanks - 
T had been too much, twas not to ſee your Perſon. - 

Mid. A brave 4iſſembling Rogue,” ac how ſhe car- 

ries it? 

Jab. Though I bcheve ſow Kinder; or har you, 
Though I affect a good Tongue well or try you, 
Though m' Years defire a Friend, that I raven eh ö 

Wid. A plaguy cunning 9 . | 

Jab. For ſo I carried i it, 

(34) My end's too glorious in mine Eyes, ant I better | 
The goodneſs 1 propounded with I" IL TBG ; 

Wid. Fear her not, Sir. 33 

Jab. You cannot catch me, Siſter. ö | | 

Fran. Will you both teach, and tie my Tongneup, Lady: e 

Jab. Let it ſuffice you have t, *twas never _—__ 


Whilſt good Men wanted it. 


Lance. This is a Saint, ſure. 

Jab. And if you be not ſuch a one, reſtore it. 

Fran. To.commend my ſelf, | 
Were more officious-than you think my Thanks Os we + 
To doubt I may be worth your Gift a Treaſon, | 
(55) Both to mine own good and to AY pm, 


(54) — 4nd bees FY Goodneſs, ] This Sentence has _—_ 
dark in it, which J cannot clear up: She would ſeem to ſay, that ihe 
intended to enhance the Goodneſs of her Action by Concealment. 

(5 5) To mine qaun good and under flanding, ] Here again the Mea- 


ſare and Senſe were equally hurt, It is by no means conſonant to the 
þ Modeſty 


* 


But Mit without Moy. 


I know my Mind clear, and though Modeſty ..-.- _ - 
Tells me, 15 he who doth, i eat intrudesʒs 
Yet I muſt think ſomething, and of ſome Seaſon, 

Met with your better taſte, this had not been elſe. -- 
Mid. What ward for that, Wench? -..,,., - - 
ab. "Las, it never danch dme e dag 2 l a 
Fran. Well, gentle Lady, yours is the firſt Mony 

I ever took upon a forc'd ill Manners/1, |, , 
Jab. The laſt of me, if ever/you uſe other. 
Fran. How may 1 do, and your way, to be thought 

A grateful Taker? Jab. Spend it, and ſay nothing, 

Your Modeſty may deſerve more. Mid. O Siſter, 

Will you bar [Thaokfulneſs.! > | te 1 
Jab. Dogs dance for Meat. 

Wou'd ye have Men do worſe? For they can ſpeak, 

Cry out like Wood. mongers, good deeds by the hundreds, 

I did it. that my beſt Friend ſhould not know it, 

Wine and vain Glory does as much as Ielles | 

If you will force my Merit, againſt my Meaning, | 


J 


rr 


e it in well beſtowing it, in ſnewing 5 
It came to be a benefit, and was ſoz | 
And not examining a Woman did irt. 


Or to what end, in not believing, ſometimes. 

Your ſelf, when Drink and ſtirring Converſation | | 
May ripen ſtrange perſuaſions. Fran. Gentle Lady, | 
were a baſe Receiver of a Courteſie 
And you a worſe. Diſpoſer, were my Nature 
Unfurniſh'd of theſe fore-ſights. Ladies honours 
(56) Were ever in my Thoughts unſpotted Ermines, 


Modeſty of Franci/co to commend his own Underſtanding, when it 
was not called in Queſtion ; but to ſay that he would not doubt his 
own Merit, ſince one of ſo good an Underſtanding had diſtinguiſh'd 
it, this is in Character. Mr. Sympſon had made this Addition be- 
fore I ſent it him. - | . | 
(56) ——— Unſpotted Crimes,) My: Conjecture in this place was 
Shrines, but Mr. Theobald has, I doubt not, hit upon the true 
Word ; for beſides its Propriety to the Epithet, he has proved it by 
a Parallel Paſſage of our Poets. Monſieur Thomas, Act 4. Scene 1, 
| — O that Honeſty 
That Ermine Haneſiy, unſpotted ever. 


Till I faw this, I was fully fatisfy'd with my own Emendation, * 


2 
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Burns not to common Eyes; your fears are virtuous, 
And ſo I ſhall preſerve em. Jab. Keep but this way, 


And from this place to tell me fo, you've paid me; 
And ſo I wiſh you ſee all Fortune. **, "Sue. 


md. , 7—7˖6ṽ RR 3 
he Woman wilt be thank'd, I do not doubt it. 
Are you ſo crafty, carry it ſo preciſely? . © 
7) This is to awake my Fears, not to abuſe me; 
I ſhall look narrowly ; deſpair not Gentleman, 5 


There is an hour to catch a Woman in, OO 

If you be wiſe, fo, I muſt leave you too; Y 

Now Ill go laugh at m' Suitor s. [Extt. 
Lance. Sir, what courage? [ tutes 


Fran. (58) This Woman is a Founder, and cites Sta- 
To all her benefits. Lance. I ne er knew yet, 
So few Tears and ſo cunning, yet believe me 8 
She has an itch, but how t' make her confeſs it, 
For't is a crafty Tit, and plays about you. 
Will not bite home, ſhe would fain, but ſhe dares not; 
Carry your ſelf but ſo diſcreetly, Sir, er 
That want or wantonneſs ſeem not to ſearch you, 
I now condemn, and mention it only to ſhew, how little Depen- 
dence one ought to have upon the moſt plauſible ConjeQtare ;, and 


that to be poſitive and dogmatical, does not become a verbal Critick. 


Mr. Symp/on read with.me Shrines, but entirely agreed in the Prefe- 
rence of Ernie. | | 


{ $7) —— Or tg abuſe me,] This Reading ſeems wrong, could Ja- 
be 


bella carry it ſo preciſely on purpoſe to make her Siſter more watch- 
ful of her? The flight Change I have made gives this Senſe ; your 
Behaviour which was intended to lull my Fears afleep, ſhall not fo 
abuſe me, but make me more vigilant. Mr. Smpſon does not admit 
this, but would read, : pn | 
I; this to wake my Fears, or to abuſe me? 

But how could ſhe ask fo abſurd a Queſtion ? | 

(58) — 4 Founder and cites Statutes,] This is ſomewhat obſcure, 


but I believe the meaning is, This Woman is a Founder or Builder 


up of my Fortunes, and like the Founder of a College has no other 


Motive than the Statutes or Commands of Heaven to be Charitable. 


Or perhaps, ſhe is a Founder of my Fortunes, and mentions Statutes 
to me which ſhe expects me to conform to. Founder is uſed in the 
ame Senſe in the Captain, Act 1. Scene 3. 

imagine Me | 
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Stand faſt, and like your ſelf. 
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And you ſhall ſee her open. Fran. I do love has. 
And were.I rich, wou'd give two thouſand pound, 
0 59) To wed her Wit but one hour, oh tis a Paragon, 
And ſuch a ſpritely way of Pleaſure, ha Lande. 
8 => Your ha Lance broken once, Wenn, cry, ho, 
Ho, Lance. 
Fran. Some leaden landed Rogue will d this 
Wench now, 
When all's done; ſome ſuch Youth will carry her, 7 
And wear her, greaſie out like ſtuff, ſome. Dunce 
That knows no more but Markets, and admires e 
But a a long charge at Sizes; O the Fortunes! 


Enter Iſabella and Luce. . 5 8 7 { 07! 
Lance. Comfort your lf. : Pei aha, 
Luce. They are here yet, and alone too, 
Boldly upon't; nay, Miſtreſs, I ſtill told you, 


How you would find your trult, this 'tis Ms Wenne. 
Your Charity upon a Bo. e 

Lance. Now, what's tho matter? 
Jab. Prichee no more, Wench. pt 


Luce. What was his want to pong 2 Je. Ti nue. 
Luce. Or Miſery, © | 


Or ſay he had been Yth* Cage, was dert no Mercy. - 7 
To look abroad but yours? Jab. I am paid for tooling, 


Luce. Muſt every {light Companion that can purchaſe 
(60) A ſhew of Poverty and Beggary 


Fall under your Supt; Lance. Here's new matter, 
Luce. 


(59) —*Tis a Dres This is an odd Animal co a ins 5 com- | 


Pare his Miſtreſs to; had the been a Termagant or a Spit fire it 
might have been proper. Paragon is very near the trace of the Let- 


ters, and is uſed: both by Shakeſpear and others of our Authors Age, 


for an unparagon'd Beauty, 
(60) — And beggarly Planet, A ſhew of a beggarly Planet, does 


not lock like a genuine Expreſſion; the word Planet, indeed, or 


Wanderer, ſeems proper in the Place, and if it be preſerved, we ſhould, 
1 think, read, 


A ſhew of Poverty, each beggarly Planet 
Fall under your Compaſſion ? | 


| The Verſe runs better, as I have put it in the Text, but the Reader 


will 
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Luce. Nay, you are ſerv'd but too well, here he ſtays yet, 
Vet as:}live. Fan. How her Face akers on me ! 

Luce. Out of a confidence, 1 we | 
Jab. Pm glad ont. 

Fran. How do you, gentle Lady? 

| | Tab. Much aſnam' d, Sir, 

But firſt ſtand further off me, you're infe&ious, 
To find ſuch Vanity, nay almoſt Impudence, 
Where I believ'd a Worth: Is this your Thanks, 
The Gratitude you were ſo mad to make me, 
This your trim Counſel, Gentlemen? 

Lance. W hat, Lady? : 

Jab. Take your device again, it will not ſerve, _— 
The Woman will not bite, you're finely eee 
Drop it no more for lame. 

Luce. D' you think you're here, Sir, | 
Amongſt your Waſt-coateers, your baſe Wenches 
That ſcratch at ſuch occaſions? You're deluded : 

This is a Gentlewoman of a noble Houſe, 
Born to a better Fame than you can build her, 1516101 
And Eyes above your pitch. Fran. I do acknowledge— 

Jab. Then I beſeech you, Sir, what could you ſee,” 
(Speak boldly, and ſpeak truly, ſhame the N 
gs my behaviour of ſuch eaſineſsse 
That” you durſt venture to do * 

Fran. Lou amaze me, | Y 
This Ring is none of mine, nor did 1 Air 5001 

Luce, I ſaw you drop it, Sir. Jab. I took it up too, 
Still looking when your Modeſty ſhould miſs it, 
Why, what a Childiſh part was this? Fran. I vow. 

I/ab. Vow me no Vhs, for he that dares do chis, 
Has bred himſelf. to boldneſs, to forfwear too; 
There take your-gewgaw, you are toad much * 
And I repent my part, as you grow older 
Grow wiſer if you can, and fo tarewel, Sir. 


f Exeunt Tabella, and Luce. 


will pleaſe to take his thoice.” Mr. Sympſon dees not admit either of 
theſe Conjectures, but would read, 


A ſhew of Poverty and beggarly Plaint. 
But 5. thew of a beggarly Plaint, ſeems as harſh to me as the old 


ding, 


+ a 
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Lance. Grow wiſer if you can? She's put it to you; 
"Tis a rich Ring, did you drop: it? Hun. Ne tf 
Ne'er ſaw't afore, Lance. F 

Lance. Thereby hangs a Tail chen: n ban | 
What flight ſhe makes to catch her elk: Loos up; 8 Si 
You cannot loſe her if you would, how Gantify'- 

She flies upon the Lure, and cunningiy 


(61) She makes her ſtops! whiſtle and ſhe'll come t to you 


Fran. I wou'd I were ſo happy. 

Lance. Maids are Clocks At; 
The greateſt Wheel, they ſhow; goes goweſt to us, 
And make us hang on tedious hopes 3 the leſſer | 
Which are conceal'd, being often oyl'd with Wines, 
Flee like deſires, and never leave that Motion, row, 
"Till the Tongue ſtrikes; ſne is:Fleſh, Blood, and Mat: 
| Young as her purpoſe, and as ſoft as pityy .; 
No Monument to Worſhip, but a Mould ' 0 
To make Men in, a neat one, and J know e 330 | 
How &er ſh' appears how, which is near enough, 
You are ſtark blind if yo' hit not ſoon; at Night 8 
He wou'd venture forty Pounds more but to feel 
A Flea in your Shape bite her: Drop no more Ring 

forſooth, | +. 
This was the prettieſt thing to 1065 her Hear by. 

Fran. Thou put*ſt me in much reer 

Lance. Put your ſelf in Belo 
Good comfort, don't ſhe point you out the 2 
Drop no more Rings, ſhe Il drop her ſelf into Neue — 

Fran. I wonder m' Brother comes not. | 

Lance. Let him alone, | 
And feed your ſelf on your own Fortunes 3 come 
Be frolick, I let me be monſtrous wiſſc c 
And full of counſel; drop no more Rings ata 

_» | Exenmt. 


Enter Widow, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 


id. If you will needs be fooliſh you muſt b' us'd ſo: 
W ho ſent for you? Who entertain'd you, Gentlemen? 
Who bid you welcome hither ? You came crowding, 


(61) Stops! ] Mr. Symp/en thinks it ſhould be foops, 


CC Mie Bt Ba 


And 
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nd im allen bold ; preſt on 8 Patie 
| 250 if I — a Houſe 5 all Com _ 
And of all ſorts: Will have your Wil, will vex me 
And force a liking from you I ne'er ow'd you? 
Funt. Fr all this we will dine with you. 
Bel. And Pr all this 
7 Will have a better Anſwer from you. Wi 4. You 
| Shall neither have an Anſwer nor a Dinner, 
| Unleſs you uſe me with a more ſtaid bs 
And ſtay my time too, 


Enter Iſabella, Shorthoſe, Rage Hu 
Ralph, with Diſhes of Meat. a 


| Iſab. Forward with the Meat now, 
Rog, Come, Gentlemen, march fairly. ; 3700 

Short. Roger, you you; j 
Are a weak Serving · man, your white Broath runs from 
Fie, how I ſweat under this Pile of Beef; 

An Elephant can do more! Oh for ſuch a Back now, 

And in theſe times, what might a Man arrive at! 

Gooſe, graſe you up, and Woodcock march ae 
'm almoſt foundred. 

H/id. Who bid you bring the Meat er +, 1 
Away you Knaves, I will not Dine theſe two hours: 
How am I vext and chaf*d! go carry it back, 

And tell the Cook that he's an arrant Raſcal, 
To ſend before I call'd. 2 

Short. Fg: about, 1 emen, 2 
Beat *mournful March then, and give ome Support 
Or elſe I periſh ———= » LExeunt — 

Jab. It does me much good 
To ſee her chaſe thus, 

Hair. We can ſtay, Madam, and will ſta and dwell here, 
'Tis a good Air. 

Fount. I know you've Beds enough, 

And Meat you never want, | 
Fid, You want a little 
Bel. We dare to pretend no. Since you are churliſh, 
We'll give you Phyſick, you muſt purge this 2 
It burns you and decays you. 
Wal, 
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id. If Id you out once, Ea 
I'd be at the 1 of a Portcullis for nn 


Ener Valentine. 8 


Val. Good: morrow; noble Lady. _ 5 * ** 
Mid. G'd morrow, Sir. Let e W 


How ſweetly now he looks; and Wes full manly! 


W hat Slaves were theſe to uſe him 101 * 

Pal. 1 hee oh 2 
To look a young Man I call Brother, WS 1155 

Wid. Such a one 5 tu? 
Was here, as I remember your own — 

But gone almoſt an hour ago. Fal. Good F'en then; 

Wid. You muſt not go fo ſoon, Sir; there are here 
Some Gentlemen, it may be you're acquainted win 

Hair. Will nothing. make him n 

Fbunt. How glorious 1 efLSUN2Y 

Bel. It is the very he; does it rain Fortihes, 

Or. has he a Familiar : 0 Fun How doggedly 
He looks too? , 

Fount. *Tis bejohd Faith, let's be going. 

Pal. Where are theſe Gentlemen?” Hh. Here.” 

Val. Yes, I know em, 1 LY 
And will be more familiar. Bet. Moron, Madan: 

Vid. Nay ſtay and dine. 

Val. Vou'll ſtay till I talk with you, | 
(62) And not dine never, but faſting fly my F ury 3 * 
You think you have undone me, tliink fo ſtill, 

And ſwallow that belief, till you be company © 
Only for Court-hand Clerks, and ſtarv'd Attornies, 
Till you break in at Plays like Prentices | 


For three a Groat, and crack Nuts with the Scholars 


In penny Rooms again, and fight for Apples, 


Till you return to what I found you, People 


Betray'd into the hands of Fencers, Challengers, 
Tooth - drawers Bills, and tedious Proclamations | 


(62) — But faſtingly my Fury, ] Mr. Sympſon reads but faſting 2 
my Fury: My firſt e was, bide my Fury, butas fly is neareſt 
the trace of the Letters, and ſeems to me good Senſe, I think it 


moſt * y the 8 Mr, Theqbald reads, bidz, 1 
In 
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In Meal-markets, with throngings to ſee Cut-purlſes, 


Stir not, but hear, and mark, I'll cut your Throm dt 
Till Water- works, and rumours of New-Rivers n 


Ride you again, and run you into Queſtions 


Who built the Thames, till you run mad for Lotteries, 
And ſtand there with your Tables to glean wp 1. by 
The Golden Sentences, and cite *em ſecretly iT 
To Serving-men for ſound Eſſays, till Taverns 

Allow you but a Towel-room to Tipple 

Wine in, that th' Bell hath gone for twice, and Glas | 


That look like broken Promiſes, tied up 


With wicker Proteſtations, Engh/ſb Tobacco 
With _ Pipes, not in half a Year once burnt, and 
Bisket 
That Bawds have rub'd their Gums upon 28 Corals 
To bring the mark again, 
(63) Till this hour, Raſcals, ſhall, 
Till this moſt fatal hour ſhall come again, 
Think I ſit down the Loſer. 
Wid. Will you ſtay, Gentlemen? 
A piece of Beef, and a cold CO 8 all, 
You know you're welcome. 
Humph, That was caſt t' abuſe us. 
Bel. Steal off, the Devil's in his Anger: 92 
Wid. Nay I am ſure pegs of 
You will not leave me ſo diſcourteouſly,.. 
Now I've provided for you. Val. What do you 3 


| Why e do ye vex a Woman of her Goodneſs, _ . | 
Her State and Worth? Can yo' bring a fair Certificate + 


That you deſerve to be her F ootmen? Husbands, 
Puppies? 

Husbands for Whores * Bawds, away you Winders 

Do not look big, nor prate, nor ſtay, nor grumble, - + 


And when you're gone, ſeem to laugh at my fury, IP." 


And light this Lady, I ſhall hear, and know this: 
And though I am. — to light for Women, 50 


(63) Tell this hour Raſcals h, this moſt iel 25 avill 2. 
again,] Tho“ I have departed a good deal from the old Reading, 45 
as I have reſtored what I think to be the denſe, and the n 
Rope it will be ö 2512 
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As far as they are good I dare preſerve em: 

Be not too bold, for if you be I'll ſwinge you, 

And ſwinge you monſtrouſly without all pit, 

Your Honours now may go, avoid me mainly. [ZExeiny, 
id. Well, Sir, you have deliver'd me, I thank you, 

And with your Nobleneſs prevented Danger, 

Their Tongues might utter, we'll all go and eat, Sir. 
Val. No, no, I dare not truſt my ſelf with Women; 

Go to your Meat, eat little, take leſs eaſe, * 
And tie your Body to a daily Labour, 

You may live honeſtly, and ſo I thank you [Exi, 
Mid. Well, go thy ways, thou art a noble Fellow, 

And ſome means I muſt work to have thee know it. 

15 Exit. 


* * > a. j. * " 


nt. Mt OE ts AM WW 5 * * . 
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A C s NR 1 
Enter Uncle and Merchant. 


Unc. OST certain ' tis her Hatds chat hold kim up, 
And er Siſter relieves Frank. 
Mer. I'm glad to hear it: 
But wherefore do they not purſue this Fortune 
To ſome fair end? Unc. The Women are too crafty, 
And Valentine too coy, and Frank too baſhful ; 
Had any wiſe Man hold of ſuch a Bleſſing, 
They'd ſtrike it out o'th flint but they would form i. 


Euter Widnw and Shorthoſe. 
Mer. The Widow ſure, why does ſhe ſtir ſo early? 


Wid. * Tis ſtrange, I cannot force him t underſtand me, 


And make a Benefit of what Fd bring him: 
Tell my Siſter Ill 
Uſe my Devotions at home this Morning, 


She may if ſhe pleaſe go to Church. Short. Hey h ho. 


Wid. And do vou wait u 175 her with a4 Torch, ob : 

Short. Hey PO Mid. You lazy Knave. . 

Short. Here's ſuch a tinkle Ea h 
t 


1 
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That we can neer lie quiet, and ſleep our Prayers out. 

Ralph, empty my right Shoe, pray, that you made 

Your Chamber-pot, and burn a little Roſemary in't, 

I muſt wait upon my Lady. This Morning Prayer 

Has brought me into a Conſumption, ' 

I've nothing left but Fleſh and Bones about me. 
Mid. You drouſie Slave, nothing but Sleep and 

Swilling ?. [ been, 

Short, Had you been bitten with Bandog-fleas as I've 


And haunted with the night Mare. 


Mid. With an Ale: pot. 
S bort. You wou'd have little liſt to Morning Prayers, 
Pray take my fellow Ralph, he has a Plalm Book, | 
Jam an iy avg Man. Vid. Get ready quickly, 
And when ſhe's ready, wait upon her handſomely 
No more, be gone. Short, If I do ſnore my part out — 
| 2 Short. 
Unc. Now to our ppl 
Mer. Good morrow, Madam. 
Mid. Good morrow, Gentlemen. 
Unc. Good Joy and Fortune. 
Mid. Theſe are good things, and worth my thanks, 1 
thank you, Sir. | late 
Mer. Much Joy I hope youll find, we came to Sratu- 
Your new knit Marriage- band. Wi 4. How 5 
Unc. He's a Gentleman, a 
Although he be my Kinſman, my fair Neice. 
Vid. Neice, Sir? 
Unc. Yes, Lady, now I may ſay fo, Py 
Tis no ſhame t you, I ſay a Gentleman, 
And winking but at ſome light Fantaſies, 
Which you moſt happily m' affect him for, 
As bravely carried, 8 nobly bred and managꝰ d. 
Wid. What is al this? J underſtand/you not, 


What Neice, what Marriage-knot ?. 


Unc.. Il tell you plainly, . 
You are my Neice, and Valentine the Gentlem ans 
Has made you ſo by Marriage. 

Mid. Marri e? Unc. Yes, Lally; 


And t'was a noble and a virtuous Part, 1 = 
* 0 
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To take a falling Man'to your Protection 
And buoy him up again to all his Glories. SEP 
Wid. The Men are- ſurely mad. 12 
Mer. What though he wanted 
Theſe out ward things, that fly away like Shadows,: . 
Was not his Mind a full one, and a brave one? 
You've Wealth enough to give him gloſs and outſide, | 
And he has Wit enough to love a Lady, 
Duc. I ever thought he wou'd do wal, 
Mer. Nay, I knew, 
(64) Howe'er he wheel'd about like a looſe Gabi 
He wou'd charge home at length, like a brave Gentle 
man: 
Heav'n's Bleſſing 0 your Heart, Lady, we're ſo bound 


, To honour you, in all your Service lo 


Devoted to you. 

-- Unc. Do not look fo ſtrange, Widow, 

It muſt be known, better a general Joy; 1 

No ſtirring here yet, come, come, you can't hide it. 
Wid. Pray be not impudent, theſe are th* fineſt Toys, 

Belike then I am married? Mer. You are in 

A miſerable Eſtate 1'th? World's account elſe, 


I wou'd not for your Wealth it come to doubting. 


Mid. And I am great with Child? 

Unc. No, great they ſay not, 
But *tis a full opinion you're with Child, 
And there's great joy among the Gentlemen, 


Tour Husband hath beſtirred himſelf fairly. 


Mer. Alas, we know his private hours of Entrance, 


How long, and when he ſtaid, cou'd name the Bed too, 


Where he paid down his firſt „„ 
Wid. I ſhall believe anon. 11 
Unc. And we conſider for ſome — 5 Reaſons, 

You'd have it. private, yet take your own Pleaſure; 


(64) Cabine,] — A Carbine i is a Term for a Horſe Soldier, 
and us'd by our Authors in another Flay, ſo that I cannot doubt 
of its being the genuine Reading, tho' Mr, * os 2 for I ſent 
it him, and find it in his Margin with a Q. did not 
know whether it was in uſe in our AAS Tus. Lang r. Symp- 
ſon's Concurrence, ho oe he had corrected it ſo at . 


ing. 


And 


les 


0; 
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And ſo good morrow, my beſt Neice, my frecteſt, 
Mid. No, no, pray ſtay, | 
Unc, I know you wou'd be with him, 
Love him, and love him well. 
Mer. You'll find him noble. 
This may beget 
Unc. It muſt needs work upon her. 
I [Exeunt Uncle and Merchant. 
Wid. Theſe are fine bobs run married, end with 
Child too! © + © 
How longs this been, I trow 7 ? They ens ee Fellows, 
They ſhould not come toflout 3 married, and bedded}; 


The World takes notice too! Where lies this 'May- 


game ? 


I cou'd be vext extreamly now, and rail too, 


But *tis to no end; though I itch a little, . 
Muſt I be ſeratcht 1 know not how ? Who waits chere? | 


© Emer Hamphry « a Servant 


Humpb. Madam. a [only 
Mid. Make ready my Coach N . walt you 
And hark you, Sir, be ſecret and be ſpeedy, 
Inquire out where he lies, Humph. I ſhall oy E Madam. 
Vid. Married, and got with Child i“ a dream ! *tis 
fine i' faith; 
Sure he that did this, would as better waking. Exit, 


Enter Valentine, Franciſco, Lance, and a By oy with, 
a Torch, 
[ Frank ? 


val. Hold thy Torch handſomely : How doſt thou, 
Peter Baſſel, bear up. Fran. You've fried me ſoundly, 
Sack do you call this Drink ? | 
Val. A ſhrewd Dog, Frank, 
Will bite abundantly. Lance. Now cou'd I fight, 
And fight with thee. 
Fal. With me, thou Man of Memphis ? 
Lance. But that thou'rt m' own natural Maſter, yet 
My Sack ſays thou'rt no Man, thou art a Pagan, 
And pawn'ſt thy Land, which is a noble Cauſe. 


Vor, II. : | 2 Pal. 
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Fal. (65) No arms, nor harms, good Lancelot, deat 
Lance, Th | | 5 | 

No fighting here, we will have Lands, Boy, Livings, 

And Titles, thou ſhalt be a Vice-Roy, Lance ; 

Hang fighting, hang't, tis out of faſhion, 

Lance. I wou'd 5 | 
Fain labour you into your Lands again, 
Go to, it is behoveful. Fran. Fie Lance, fie. 


Lance. I muſt beat ſome Body, and why not my Maſter, 


Before a Stranger ? Charity and beating 
ins at home. BS. 2 | 
Val. Come, thou ſhalt beat me. Lance. I 
Won't be compelled, and you were two Maſters, - 
I ſcorn the Motion, | 5 57 
Val. Wilt thou ſleep? Lance. I ſcorn ſleep. 
Val. Wilt thou go eat? = AND 
Lance. I ſcorn Meat, I come for rompering, 
I come to wait upon my Charge diſcreetly 
For look you, if you will not take your Mortgage again, 
Here do I lie St. George, and fo forth. 
Val. And here do I, St. George, beſtride the Dragon, 
Thus with my Lance. ® 
Lance. I ſting, I ſting wi' my Tail. 
Val. Do you fo, do you fo, Sir? P11 Tail you preſently, 
Fran. By no means, do not hurt him, 
Val. Take this, Nelſon; | 
Now riſe, thou Maiden-Knight of Malligo, 
Lace on thy Helmet of inchanted Sack, 
And charge again, | | 
Lance. III play no more, yo? abuſe me, will you go? 
Fran. I will | 
Bid you good morrow, Brother, for ſleep I can't, 
1 have a thouſand Fancies. Val. Now thou'rt arriv'd, 
Go bravely to the matter, and do ſomething 
Of worth, Frank. 
Lance. You ſhall hear from 's. [| Exe, Lance and Fran, 


(65) — Nor arms.] Either it muſt be a repetition of both Words, 
[No arms, no arm, ] or elſe the Letter I have added is neceſſary, 
which gives ſome little humour, and therefore was probably the Ori- 
Zinal. I find it confirm'd by Mr. Theobald. 


Val. 
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a | 7:7. This Rogue, 

If he'd been ſober, ſure had beaten me, 

Is the moſt tettiſh Knave. 


Enter Uncle, Merchant, and B oy with a Torch, 


Unc. *Tis he. Mer. Good morrow. [luſty, 
Val. Why, Sir, good morrow t' you too, and you're fo 
r, Vou' ve made your Brother a fine Man, we met 
im. . | 
Val. ] made him a fine Gentleman, he was 
(66) A Fool before, brought up amongſt the Miſt 
Of Small-Beer row lads z what would you have 
with me ? 5 | 
Mer. 1 come to tell y*, your lateſt hour is come. 
Val. Are you my Sentence ? 5 
Mer. Th' Sentence of your State. | 
Val. Let it be hang'd then, and be hang*d high enough, 


n I may not ſee it. Unc, A gracious Reſolution. _ 
: Val. What would you have elſe with me, will you 
go drink, | 


And let the World ſlide, Uncle? Ha, ha, ha, Boys, 
Drink Sack like Whey, Boys. 1 8 
y Mer. Have you no feeling, Sir ? 
Val. Come hither, Merchant: Make m' a Supper, thou 
Moſt reverend Land-catcher, a Supper o' forty pounds. 
Mer. What then, Sir? | | 
Val. Then bring thy Wife along, and thy fair Siſters, 


(66) — Amongſt the midf of Small-Beer Brew-houfes,} How 

much the ſlight Change I have made improves the Senſe, the Rea 
der of Taſte will inſtantly ſee. He will probably wonder how any 
one could miſs it, and think it ſcarce deſerves a Note. But for my 

1 own part, I ſeveral times read o'er the _— without ſeeing the 

7 Corruption, and am at laſt the Diſcoverer, tho“ Mr. Theobald and 
Mr. og (whoſe Abilities no one will I believe doubt) had very 

y 


accurately ſtudied the Play. The ſame thing has frequently happen'd 

n, to me with regard to their Emendations 3 and I doubt not but every 

ſenſible Reader will find out many more, which we have all three 

I; miſſed, as obvious and certain as this. What therefore I would often 

inculcate is, that the Reader ſhould not be too ſevere upon us for 

4 ſoch Overſights: Becauſe the fame thing has happened to all Editors 

of Books which abound with ſuch numerous Corruptions as do our 
Authors P lays. - | 
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Thy Neighbours and their Wives, and all their Trinkets, 
Let me have forty Trumpets, and ſuch Wine, Fad 
Well laugh at all the Miſeries of Mortgage, 
And then in ſtate I'll render thee an Anſwer. * 

Mer. What ſay you t' this? 
Unc. I dare not ſay, nor think neither. [Sir, 
Mer. Will you redeem your State? ſpeak to the point, 
Val. No, not if it were mine Heir in the Turks Galliesy 
Mer. Then IT muſt take an order? ü 
Val. Take a thouſand. | 
I will not keep it, nor thou ſhalt not have it, 
Becauſe thou cam'ſt Pth* nick, thou ſhalt not have it, 
Go take Poſſeſſion, and be ſure you hold it, 
Hold faſt wi? both Hands, for there b* thoſe Hounds 
VVV 
Will ring you ſuch a Knell; go down in Glory, 
And march upon my Land, and cry, AlPs mine; 
Cry as the Devil did, and be the Devil, 8 
Mark what an Echo follows, build fine March- panes, 
| To entertain Sir Silk-worm and his Lady, | 
And pull the Chappel down, and raiſe a Chamber 
For Miſtreſs Silver-pin, * to lay her Belly in, 
Mark what an Earthquake comes. Then fooliſh Merchant, 
My Tenants are no Subjects, they obey nothing, 
And they are People too were never Chriſten d. 
(67) They know no Law nor Conſcience, they'll de- 
yvour thee, „ DT En eames ak ne 
An thou art mortal Staple ; they'll confound thee 
Within three Days; no Bit nor Memory. _. 
Of what thou wert, no not the Wart upon 


1 


(67) m— They l] devour thee ; and | , 
Don Mortal, the Stopple, they'll confound thee,] Out of this 
Abyſs of Darkneſs I hope that I have retrieved both Senſe and Meaſure, 
and I have the leſs doubt of it, as they mutually confirm each other. 
My Reading gives this Senſe, They'll devour thee, if thou art made 
of mortal Stuff, or according to mortal Standard; it might perhaps 
be wrote An thou art mortal, Staple; calling the Merchant by that 
Name. Mr. Sympſon had hit off the word Staple before he received 

my Note, and read, 1 1 : 
Thou Mortal of the Staple; i. e. Thou Man of Merchandiſe. 
When different Readings are equally. Senſe, Conjecture cannot decide, 
which was the Original, | . 
10 ; Thy 
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Thy Noſe there, ſhall be ever heard of more; | 
Go take Poſſeſſion, 


And bring thy Children down, to roſt like 8 


They love young Toaſts and Butter, Bor- bell Suckers; 


As they love miſchief, and hate Law, they're Cannibals; 
Bring down thy Kindred too, that be not fruitful, 


There be thoſe Mandrakes that will mollifie *em, 


Go take Poſſeſſion. I'll go to my Chamber; 


Afore Boy. [ Exit. 


Mer. He's mad ſure. U. He's half drank; 1ure : 


And yet J like th' unwillingneſs to loſe it, 


This looking back. Mer. Yes, if he did it handily; 


But he's fo harſh and ſtrange. 


Unc. Believe it *tis his Drink, Sir, 
And I am glad his Drink has thruſt it out. 
Mer. Cann'bals ? if &er I come to view his Regiment, 


If fair Terms may be had. Unc. He tells you true, Sir, 


They are a Bunch of the moſt boiſterous Raſcals - 
Diſorder ever made, let em be mad once, 

The Pow'r of the whole Country can't cool 'em; 

Be patient but a while. Mey, As long as you will, Sir, 
Before I buy a bargain of ſuch Runts, . 
Ill buy a College for Bears, and live among em. 


Enter Franciſco, Lance, and Boy with a Torch. 


Fran. How doſt th* now? 

Lance, Better than I was, and ſtraighter, 

But m* Head's a Hogſhead ſill, it TOs and tumbles, .. 

Fran. Thou'rt cruelly paid. 

Lance. J may live to requite it, 
To put a Snaffle of Sack | m' Mouth and then ride me 
Very well. [ now, 

Fran. *Twas all but Sport, III tell thee what I mean 


. mean to ſee this Wench. 


Lance, Where a Devil is ſhe? 

And there were two, *twere better, 
Fran. Doſt thou hear 7 

The Bell ring? Lance. Yes, yes. 
Fran, Then ſhe comes to Pray'ts, 


Z 3 | Early 
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Early each Morning thither: Now if I 
Cou'd but meet her, now I'm another mettle. 


Enter Iſabel, and Shorthoſe with a Torch. oh 


Lance. What light's yon? [her, 
Fran Ha, tis a light, take her by the Hand and court 
Lance. Take her below the Girdle, ou. ne'er ſpeed elſe, 
It comes on this way ſtill, oh that I had 
But ſuch an Opportunity in a Saw-pit, 
How it comes on, comes on! *cis here. 
Fran. Tis ſne: 
Fortune, I kiſs thy Hand — Good morrow, Lady. 
Jab. What voice is that, Sirra, do you ſleep 
As you go? tis he, I'm glad on' t. Why, Shorthoſe 25 
Short. Les, forſooth, I was dreamt, I w's going to 
Lance. She ſees you 's plain as I do. [ Church, 
Jab. Hold the Torch up. 
hort. Here's nothing but a Stall, and a Butchers 
Dog aſleep in't, 
Where did you ſee the Voice ? 
Fran. She looks ſtill angry. 
Lance. To her, and meet, Sir. Jab. Here, here: 
Fran. Yes, Lady, 
Ne'er bleſs your ſelf, I am but a Man, 
And like an honeſt Man, now I will thank JO oo 
Lab. What do you mean, who ſent for 5, who de- 
ſir'd you? 
Short. Shall I put out the Torch, Forſooth ? 
Jab. Can 1 -, 
Not go about my private Meditations 
But ſuch Companions as you muſt ruffle me? 
You'd beſt go with me, Sir? Fran, It was my purpoſe. 
Jab. Why, what an Impudence is this! you'd beſt, 
Being ſo near the Church, provide a Prieſt, 
And perſwade me to Marry you, 
Fran, *T was my meaning, 
And ſuch a Husband, {* loving, and fo careful, 
My Youth, and all my Fortunes ſhall arrive at —— 


Hark you ? 
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Jab. *Tis ſtrange you ſhou'd be thus unmannerly, 

Turn home again, Sirra; you'd beſt now force 

My Man to lead your way. 

Lance, Yes, marry ſhall he, Lady, 

Forward my Friend. Iſab. This is a pretty Riot, 4 

It may grow to a Rape. Fran. D' you like that better? 

I can raviſh you an hundred times, and never hurt you. 
Short, I can fee nothing, I am aſleep ſtill, 

When you have done tell me, and then II wake, Miſtreſs. 
Ijab. Are you in earneſt, Sir, do you long to be hang'd? 
Fran, Yes, by my troth, Lady, in the fair A 
Tab. Shall I call out for "help? 

Fran. No by no means, 

That were a weak trick, Lady, 

111 kiſs, and ſtop your Mourh. 
Laab. You'll anſwer all theſe ? 
Fran, A thouſand Kiſſes more. 
Jab. I was ne'er abus'd thus, 

You'd beſt give out too, that you found me willing, 

And ſay I doted on you? Fran. That's known already, 

And no Man living ſhall now carry you from me. 
Jab. This is fine faith. 

Fran. Tt ſhall be ten times finer, 
Jab. Well, ſeeing you're fo valiant, keep your way, 
I will to Church. Fran. And I'll wait upon you. 

Jab. And *tis moſt likely that there is a Prieſt, 

If you dare venture as you now profels, 

I'd wiſh you look about you tho*, to do 

Theſe rude Tricks, for you know, the Recompences, 

And truſt not to my Mercy. Frau. But I will, Lady. 
Jab. For I'll ſo handle you. 

Fran. That's it I look for. 
Lance. Afore, thou Dream. Short, Have you done? 
Jab. Go on; 

Sir, follow if you dare. Fran. If I don' t, hang me. 
2 Tis all thine own, Boy, an it were a Mil- 

ion, 


God a Mercy Sack, when wou'd Small- Beer have done 


this ? bf [Exeunt. 
Z4 Knocking 
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Knocking within. Enter Valentine. 
Val. Who's that that knocks and bounces, what a Devil 


Ails you, is Hell broke Joo or do you keep 
An "he Mill? 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. *Tis a Gentlewoman, Sir, 
That muſt needs ſpeak with you. Val. A Gentle woman 
What Gentlewoman, what have I to do with Gentle 
women? 

Serv. Shell not be anfiver'd; Sir. 

Val. Fling up the Bed 
And let her in, Pl try how gentle ſhe is [Exit Servant, 
(68) This Sack has fill'd my Head fo full of Babels, 
I'm almoſt mad ; what Gentlewoman ſhould this be 1 
J hope ſWas brought no butter Print along with her 
To lay to my Charge, if ſhe have I' forſwear it. 


Enter Widow and Servant. 


id: 0 you're a noble Gallant, ſend off your Servant 
pray. [ Exit Servant, 
Val. She will not-raviſh me? by this light ſhe looks 

As ſharp ſet 's enen what wou'dſt thou, Wo- 
man? 

Mid. O you have us'd me kindly, and like a Gentleman, 

This is to truſt t' you. Val. Truſt to me, for what? 

Wid. Becauſe I faid in Jeſt once, that you were 
A handſom Man, and one I could like well, 

And fooling, made you to believe I _"_ you, 
And might be brought to marry. | 

Val. Th' Widow's drunk too. 

Wid. Vou out of this, which is a fine Diſcretion,- 
Give out the matter*s done, you've won and wed me, 
And that you have put fairly for an Heir too, 

Theſe are fine Rumours to advance my Credit : 
Pth* name of miſchief what d' you mean ? 
Val. That you lov*d me, 


(68) — Bable,] Former Editions, | 
hes And 
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and that you might be brought to marry me ? 


Why, what do you mean, Widow ? 


Mid. *T was a fine trick too, 
To tell the World that though you had enjoy 4 
Your _ Wiſh which you wiſh'd, the Wealth you 

aim*d at, 

That I was poor, which is moſt true, I am, 
Have fold my Lands, 
Becauſe I love not thoſe Vexations, | 
Yet for mine Honour's ſake, if y* muſt be prating, 
And for my Credit fake !'th' Town. 

Val. I tell thee, Widow, 
| like thee ten times better, now thou'ſt no Lands, 
For now thy hopes and cares lye on thy Husband, 
If e' er thou marry'ſt more. 

Wid. Have not you married me, 
And for this main cauſe, now as you report it, 
To be your Nurſe? _ 

Val. My Nurſe? why, what am I grown, 


Give me the Glaſs; my Nurſe? 


Wid. Lou ner ſaid truer, 
I muſt confeſs I did a little favour you, | 
And with ſome labour might have been perſwaded, 
But when I found I muſt be hourly troubled, 
With making Broths, and dawbing your Decays 5 
With Swadling, and with ſtitching up your Ruins, 
For the World fo reports. Val. Do not provoke me. 

Wid. And half an Eye may fee. 

Val. Do not provoke me, 
The World's a lying World, and thou ſhale find it, 
Have a good Heart, and take a ſtrong Faith to thee, 
And mark what follows, m' Nurſe, yes, you ſhall rock me: 
Widow, I'll keep you waking. 

Wid. Youre diſpos'd, Sir. 

Val. Yes marry am I, Widow, and you'll feel it, 


Nay and they touch my freehold, I am a Tiger. 


Mid. I think fo. 
Val. Come. 

WV1d. Whither ? | 

Val, Any whither, - | [Sings. 
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The Fit's upon me now, tbe Fit's upon me now, 
Come quickly, 7 Lady, the Fit's upon me now, 
The World ſhall know they re Fools, 
And ſo ſbalt thou do too, 
Let the Cobler medale with his 7 ” 

The Fit's upon me now, 


Come take me quickly, while I'm in this vein, 
Away with me, for if L have but two hours t* conſider, 
All th* Widows i'th' World cannot recover me. 
Wid. If you'll go with me, Sir. 
Val. Yes, marry, will I, 
But tis in anger yet, and I will marry thee, 

Don't croſs me, yes, and I will lie with thee, 
And:get a whole bundle o' Babies, and I'll kiſs thee; 
Stand ſtil] and kiſs me handſomely, but don't provoke me, 
Stir neither Hand nor Foot, for I am dangerous, 

I drunk Sack Yeſternight, don't allure me : 

Thou art no Widow of this World, come i' Pity, 

And i' ſpite I'll marry thee, not a word more, 
And then 1 my be brought to love thee, Widow. 


[ Exenmt. l 

Enter Merchant, and Uncle, at ſeveral Doors. A 
Mer. Well met again, and what good news yet ? 

Unc, Faith nothing. Ir 

Mer. No Fruits of what we ſowed? N 


uc. Nothing I hear of. 
Mer. No turning in this tide yet? 
Unc. Tis all flood, 
And 'till that fall away, there's no expecting. 


Euer Franciſco, Iſabella, Lance, Shorthoſe, a Torch, 


| Mer. Is not this 's younger Brother? | , 
Unc. With a Gentlewoman 
The Widow's Siſter, as I live he ſmiles, 
He's got good hold; why well faid Frank Pfaith, 
Let's . and mark, 
Jab. Well, you're the prettieſt Youth, 
And ſo you've handled me, think you have me 1 
ran. 
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Fran. As fore as Wedlock. 
Jab. You d beſt lye with me too. 


Fran. Yes, indeed will I, and get ſuch black-ey*d Boys. 
Unc. God a Mercy, un. 


Jab. This is a merry World, poor imple Gentle women 


That think no harm, can't walk about their Buſineſs, 
But they muſt be catcht up I know not how. 
Fran, I'II tell you, and I will inſtruct ye too, 
Hz! I caught you, Miftreſs ? . 
Jab. Well, and *twere not for 


Pare Pity, I would give you the flip yet, 
Bot being as it is. n 


Enter Valentine, Widow, and Ralph, with a Torch. | 


Iſab. My Siſter, as I live, your Brother with her! 
] think you're the King's Takers. Dur. Now it works, 

Val. Nay, you ſhall know I am a Man. | 

Vid. I think fo. 

Val. And ſuch proof you ſhall have. 

Mid. 1 pray, ſpeak ſoftly. 


too, 
Jam no Nurſe- child, I went for a Man, 
A good one, if y*can beat me out oth? pit: 
W/id. 1 did but Jeſt with you. Val. Vl handle you, 
In earneſt, and ſo handle you : Nay, when 
My Credit calls, Wid. Are y mad, 
Val. Jam mad, I am mad. 
Fran. Good morrow, Sir, I like your Preparation 
Val. Thou haſt been at it, Frank. 
Fran. Yes, faith, tis done, Sir. 


Lal. Along with me then, never hang an Arſe, Widow. i 


Tab. *Tis to no purpoſe, Siſter, 

Val. Well faid, Black-brows, 
Advance your Torches, Gentlemen. 

Unc. Yes, yes, Sir. 

Val. And keep your Ranks. 

Mer. Lance, carry this before him. 

Unc. And carry it in State. | 


35 
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Enter Myficians, Fountain, Hairbrain, Bellamote. 


Val. What're you, Muſicians? _ | RE 
(69) I know you, come you in, and what are thoſe 
Behind you? Muſi. Gentlemen that ſent us, Sir, 
To. give the Lady a good Morrow. Yal. O $ 8 
I know them, come, Boy, ſing the Song I taught you, 
And ſing it luſtily ; come forward, Gentlemen, . 
You're welcome, now we're Friends, go get th* Prieſt read 
And let him not be long, we have much buſineſ: 
Come, Frank, rejoyce with me, thou'ſt got the ſtart, Boy, h 
But I'll fo tumble after; come, my Friends, lead, 
Lead cheerflly, and let_your Fiddle ring, Ben, B 
My Follies and my Fancies have an end here, 


Diſplay the Mortagage, Lance, Merchant 11! | 
n 
Unc. Afore, afore. 5 
Val. And now confeſs and know, 
Mit without Mom, ſometimes gives the Blow: 
| | |  [Exeunt omnes, 


(69) 7 now you coming] Beſide the obſcurity of this Expreſſion, 
which I take to have been a meer een hical Error, [coming for 
come in] a Syllable is wanting to the Meaſure, which I have taken 
the Liberty to ſupply, believing either [ you] or ſome other Mono- 
ſyllable as indifferent to the Senſe has been dropt. One may eaſily 

believe, that ſuch Miſtakes may have frequently happened in a 
Play, where there have been viſibly ſuch numerous Corruptions, and 
where the Meaſure was ſo ſhockingly di ded, that not twenty 
Lines in the whole were deſignedly printed as ſach, in any former 
Edition,, This I hope I have generally reſtored ; and that by the 
aſliftance of Mr. Sympſon and Mr. Theobald's * „I have retrieved 
many Paſſages which were corrupted. I am far from preſuming a 
that all our Conjectures are right; or that ſeveral Blunders are not 


Rill left untouched. #114 Fs 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
M E N. 


WOLFORT, an Uſurper of the Earldom of Flanden, 
Gerrard, falſely called Clauſe, King of the Beggars, Father. 
in. La io Flore. 

Hubert, an honeſt Lord, a Friend to Gerrard. 

Florez, falſely called Goſwin, 4 rich Merchant of Brugge, 
Hempskirke, a Captain under Wolfort. 


Herman, 4 Courtier, - UM 
4 Merchant, - * { Inhabitants of Flanders, 


Vandunke, @ drunken Merchant friend 10 Gerrard, fall: 
6 re Fatber 10 Bertha. Jay 
anlock, and A 
4 Merchants, i 
Higgen, 
* gg, f Three Nuaviſb Beggars. 
napp, f 8 
thn 5 Two Gentlemen diſgui ſed under thoſe 
Ginkes, 3 Names, of Gerrard's Party. 
Clown, | 
Boors. 
Servants, 
Guard. 
A Sailor. 


1 


— 


„„ 4 WOMEN. 

| Jaculin, Daughter to Gerrard, belov'd of Hubert. 8 
Bertha, called Gertrude, Daughter to the Duke. of Brabant, 

Miſtreſs to Florez. ha | 


Margaret, Wife io Vandunke. 
Mrs. Frances, a From, Daughter to Vanlock. 


SCENE FLANDERS. 


BEGGAR® 


her. 


BEGGARS BUSH. 


1 o 3 


ACT" ei 
Enter a Merchant and Harman. 
MzRCHAN 15 
s he then taken ? 


Mer. He was not in diſgrace ? 
Hier. No Man more loy'd, _ 
unn Nor more deſery'd it, being the only Man 
That durſt be honeſt in this Court. 
Mer. Indeed 
We've heard abroad, Sir, that the State hath ſuffer*d 
A great change, ſince the Counteſs's Death. 
er. It hath, Sir. | | | 
Mer. My five years abſence hath me a Stranger 
So much to all th? Occurrents of my Country, 
lt, As you ſhall bind me for ſome ſhort Relation 
To make me underſtand the preſent Times. 
Her. ] muſt begin then with a War was made, 
And ſev'n Years with all cruelty continued, 
Upon our Flanders by the Duke of Brabant, 
The cauſe grew thus, during our Earl's Minority, 
Wolfort, who now uſurps, was employ'd thither, 
To treat. about a Match between our Earl and 


Th' Daughter and Heir of Brabant: During which Treaty 
Stoln 


The Brabander pretends, this Daughter was 


PS Her, And brought back ev'n now, Sir. 
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356 Beggars Bu. 
Stoln from his Court, by practice of our State, 


Molfort being then the only Man of mark, 


He did diſcharge with Honour, 


Of his beſt Men of Arms tyr'd, or cut off) 
To leave the Field, and ſound a baſe Retreat 


That hitherto he fits down by his loſs. 
Again to tempt his Fortune, But this Victory 


£ nt Gs Dog} 
— 


The ſtrong aſſurance of his Pow'r, for then 


Made ſo by full indulgence to their Rapines, 


Though we are all confirm'd, *twas a ſought Quarre! | 


To lay an unjuſt gripe upon this Earldom, As 
It being here believ*d the Duke of Brabant B 
Had no ſuch loſs, This War 76550 proclaim'd, | 

Our Earl, being then a Child, although his Father Fo 
Good Gerrard liv'd, yet in reſpect he was Ar 


Chos'n by th' Counteſs's favour for her Husband, 
And but a Gentleman, and Florez holding 
His Right unto this Country from his Mother, 
The State thought fit in this defenſive War, 


To make him General. 
Mer. Which place we've heard 


Her. Ay, ſo long, | 
And with ſo bleſt Succeſſes, that the Brabander 
Was forc'd (his Treaſures waſted, and the choice 


Back to his Country: But ſo broken both 
In Mind and, Means, e'er to make head again, 


Nor daring, or for Honour, or Revenge, 


More broke our State, and made a deeper hurt 
In Flanders, than the greateſt Overthrow- 

She e' er receiv*d : For Wolfort, now beholding 
Himſelf, and Actions, in the flattering Glaſs 
Of Selt-deſervings, and that cheriſh'd by 


All Captains of the Army were his Creatures, 
The common Soldier too at his Devotion, 


And ſecret Bounties; this Strength too well known, 


And what it cou'd effect, ſoon put in practice, If 
As further'd by the Child-hood of the Earl, 0 

And their improvidence, that might have 3 0 A 
The heart of his Deſigns, gave him occaſion | 


To ſeize the whole, and in that plight you find it. . 
| 1 Mer. 
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Mer. Sir, I receive the knowledge of thus much, | 

As a choice favour from you. 
Her. Only I muſt add, | Fa 

Bruges holds out. 
Mer. Whither, Sir, I am going. 

For there laſt Night I had a Ship put in, 

And my Horſe waits me. 

Her. I wiſh you a good Journex. Rau. 


Enter Woltort, Hubert, Ge. 25 
Vol. What? Hubert ſtealing from me? Who dif 


arm'd him? 
'Twas more than I commanded; take your Sword, 
] am beſt guarded with it in your TIO; M jon 1 b«þ 
I've ſeen you uſe it nobly. _ e baod't 
Hub. And will turn it „ ben wot 


On my own Boſom, ere it ſhall be daun ä 
Unworthily or rudely. Je 
Mol. Wou'd you leave mne 
Without a farewel, Hubert? F he a Friend - 
Unwearied in his ſtudy ta advance you? Wi gi 
What have I &er poſſeſs'd which was not yours? 
Or either did not court you to command it? 
Who ever yet arriv'd to any Grace, ow Dor fil?! 
Reward or Truſt from me, but his Apes WU 
Were by your fair Reports of him prefer d). 
And what is more, I made my ſelf your Servant, 0 
In making you the Maſter of thoſe Secrets Vs 
Which not the rack of Conſcience:cou*d 3 dum me, 
Nor I, when I askt Mercy, truſt my Prayers . 
Yet after theſe aſſurances of Lower: i't 6 1 
Theſe tyes and bonds of Friendſhip, to forlake. me? 1 
Forſake me as an En' my? 6a guns yak 534 TI 
Give me a Reaſon. DES 
Hub. Sir, and fo I will, itt 1 I 
If may doꝰt in private; and you hear it. | 
Wol. All leave the Room: Lou have your Win, ſit down 
And uſe the liberty of our firſt Friendſhip. . 
Hub. Friendſhip? oo, _ ptov'd Traitor _— 
that vaniſh'd, | | 
Vor, II, A a a "ite 
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Nor do I owe you any thought but hate, 
I know my flight hath forced my Head; 
And ſo I may make you firſt underftand 
What a ſtrange Monſter you have made 70 ſelf „ 
] welcome it. 

mol. To me this is ſtrange Language. | 

Hub. To you ? Why what are you * 

Mol. Your Prince and Maſter, 

T he Earl of Flanders. 

Hub. By a proper Title! 

Rais'd to't by Cunning, Circurnvention, ern 
Blood, and Proſcriptions. ä 5 

Wal. And in all this Wiſdom, - 

Had I not Reaſon? When by Gerrard's Plots 

I ſhou'd have firſt been call'd t' a ſtrict Accompt 

How, and which way I had conſum'd that mals | 

Of Mony, as they term it, in the War, 

Who underhand had by his Miniſteers 

Detracted my 2 Actions, made my Faith / 

And Lo r ſpected, in which failing | 

He fought my Life by Practice. 

Hub. With what Fore-head ? 

Do you ſpeak this to me? Who, „ellen, 
Mul, and will ſay *tis falſe. 

Woll. My Guard there. 

Hub. Sir, 
You bad me ſit, and promis d you would 3 
Which I now ſay you ſhall; not a ſound more, 

For I that am Contemner of mine own, 
Am Maſter of your Life ; then here's a Sword 
Between you, and all aids, Sir : 'though you blind 
The credulous Beaſt, the Multicude, You oY not 
Theſe groſs Untruths on me. ; 
Hol. How? Groſs Untruths ? Th 


Hub. Ay, and it is a favourable Language, A 
They had been in a mean Man Lies, and foul ones. | Ar 


Mol. You take ſtrange Licence. \.. 
Hub, Yes, were not thoſe Rumoufs | 
Of being call'd unto your Anſwer, ſpread W 
By your own F ollawers? ? And weak Gerrard rough 
But 


Puniſh'd by any formal courſe of Law, 
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That you were dangerous; yet not to be 


But firſt to be made ſure, and have your Crimes 
Laid open after, which your quaint Train taking, 
You fled unto the Camp, and there crav d hum y 
protection for your innocent Life, and that, 
Since you had ſcap'd the fury of the War, 
You might not fall by Treaſon : And for proof, 
You did not for your own ends make this danger; 
Some that had been before by you ſuborn'd, i 
Came forth and took their Oaths they had been hir'd 
By Gerrard to your Murther. This Site heard, 
And eaſily believ*d, th' inraged Soldier 
Seeing no further than the outward Man, 
Snatch'd haſtily his Arms, ran to the Court, 
Kill'd all that made reſiſtance, cut in pieces 
Such as were Servants, or thought Friends to Githard, 
And vow'd the like to him. Vol. Will you yet end? 
Hub. Which he foreſeeing, with his Son, the Earl, | 
Forſook the City; and by ſecret ways, 
As you give out, and we would gladly have it, 
Eſcap'd their Fury: Though tis more than TY 
They fell among the reſt: Nor ſtand you there 
To let us only mourn the impious means 40 
By which you got it, but your Cruelties Whos = 
So far tranſcend your former bloody Ils, 
As if compar'd, they only wou'd appear 
Eſſays of Miſchief; do not ſtop your Ears. 
More are behind yet. n 
Mol. O repeat them not, 0 
Tis Hell to hear them nam'd. HY 
Hub. You ſhould have thought, 
That Hell would be your . re when you did TRI, 
A Prince in nothing but your Princely — . 
And boundleſs Rapines. eee | 
Mol. No more, I beſeech you. 
Hub. Who was the Lord of Houſe EY that flood 
Within the proſpect of your covetous Eyc? 
A 2 2 | Wl. 
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Mol. You are in this to me a greater Tyrant, 
Than &er I was to ax. jor 30550 

= 20s, end this; 7 1 ot) {x | 
The general Grief. Now to my private wrong 
The loſs of Gerrard's Daughter Faculin : © 
The hop'd-for Partner of my lawful Bed, 
Your Cruelty hath frighted from mine Arms; 
And her I now was wandring to recover, 
Think you that I had reaſon now to leave you, 
When you are grown ſo juſtly odious, 
That ev'n my ſtay here, with your Grace and Favour, 
(1) Makes my Life irkſome? Here, Sir, freely take it, 
And do me but this Fruit of all your Friendſhip : 
That I may die by you, and not your Hang-man. 

Wo Oh Hubert, theſe your Words and Reaſons have 

As well drawn drops of Blood from my griev'd Heart, 
As theſe Tears from mine Eyes; Deſpiſe them not. 
By all that's ſacred, I am ſerious, Hubert. 
You now have made me ſenſible, what Furies, 
Whips, Hangmen, and Tormentors, a bad Man 
Do's ever bear about him: Let the good | 
That you this Day have done be ever number*d 

The firſt of your beſt Actions. Can you think, 
Where Goſwin is, or Gerrard, or your Love, 

Or any elſe, or all that are proſcrib'd ? 

I will reſign, what I Ufurp, or have: 

Unjuſtly fore the Days I have to live 

Are too too few to make them Satisfaction 

With any Penitence: Yet I vow to practiſe 
All of a Man. „ $3 lin 

Hub. O that your Heart and Tongue 


(1) Here ſurely tale it,] This Adverb does not Took like a genuine 
one; it may indeed be underſtood, but not without ſtraining it from 
its uſual meaning. But what weighs moſt with me is that a Sylla- 
ble is loſt in the Verſe, which I ſuppoſe to be the firſt of the Ad- 
verb freely, and then it would ſtand in the Manuſcript Sire/y z which 
the Printer would naturally make ſureſy. Mr. Symp/on has fince {ent 
me his Reading, ſecurely. This had occutr'd to me, but when com- 
par'd with the former, it appeared not quite ſo natural to the Con- 
text. | 90 397 wo © 57 cngiu;; 
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Did not now differ! — „ 0 
Mol. By my Griefs they dd b uche 


Take the good Pains to ſearch them out : Tis "EY it. 


You have made clean a Le Tho Truſt me, you have, EY 
And made me once more t for the . 1 
[ hope, of good Men. news e a 
Hub. Sir, do not abuſe TY 1 
My aptneſs to believe. 
Mol. Suſpect not you a e 
A Faith that's built upon fo true a 'Sorrow : 
Make your own Safeties; ask thee all the tg” © gow 
Humanity can give, Hempskirte too ſhall © 
Along with you to this ſo wiſh'd diſcov'ry,  _ 
And in my Name profeſs all that you 9 ; 
And I will give you this help tot; I have 
Of late receiv'd · certain * ag 
That ſome of them are in or about Bruges 
To be found out: Which I did then interpret, 
The cauſe of that Town's ſtanding out againſt me ; 3 
But now am glad, it may direct your purpoſe 
Of giving them their Safety, and me Peace. eher 
(2) Hub. Be conſtant to your Boonen, and you'll 


have it. | TIE [Exeunt. | 
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1 Mer. 'Tis much that you deliver of this Ogo. 
2 Mer. But ſhort of what I cou'd, yet have the 9 0 
3) Confirm it tue, and by a general Oath, 2 


(2) — You 1 17. Former Edit. 4 
(3) - Yet have the Country  . i # 
Ton firm'd it true, and by a general Oath, 3 
And not a Man hazard his edit in 1 This is bot Gram- 
mar, nor, if it were, could it be ſuppoſed that the whole Country 
had really taken an Oath to the Truth of this Account. The Mit- 
take aroſe from the Editors taking have for the Sign of the Perſect 


Tenſe; whereas it is here not the auxiliary but an active Verb. 1 
ould have the whole Country to 1 es evhat TI ſay. 


a 3 And 
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And not a Man hazard his Credit in it 
He bears himſelf with ſuch a Confidence 
As if he were the Maſter of the Se,, 
And not a Wind, upon the Sailors — 
But from one part A was his Factor, 
To bring him in the beſt e 
Merchant e' er ventur'd for. obs 
I Mer. Tis ſtrange, | 
2 Mer. And yet 
This do's in him deſerve the Jeat of wonder, 
Compar'd with other his peculiar Faſhions, 
Which all admire: He's Voung, and Rich, at leaſt, 
Thus far reputed ſo, that fince he liv'd 
In Bruges, there was never brought to Harbour 
So rich a Bottom, but his Bill wou'd paſs | 
Unqueſtion'd for her FOG: | 
3 Mer. Yet he ſtill _ 
| Continues a good Mann. 
2 Mer. So good, that N 5 
To doubt —— wou'd be held an Injury 
Or rather Malice, with the beſt that Traffick ; 
But this is nothing, a great Stock, and Fortune, 
Crowning his Judgment in his Undertakings 2 
May keep him u 8 that way: But that Wealth 
Shon'd want the Pow! r to make him dote on it, ] 
Or Youth teach him to wrong it, beſt commends ] 
His conſtant Temper ; for his outward Habit, . 
»Tis ſuited to his preſent courſe of Life: 
His Table furniſh'd well, but not with Dainties 
That pleaſe the Appetite only for their rarenes, 
Or their dear Price: Not giv'n to Wine or Women, 
Beyond his Health, or warrant of a Man, 
I mean a good one; And fo loves his State 
He will not hazard it at f 1 | f 
Upon the aſſurance of a well- pen'd Letter, 
Alchou h a Challenge ſecond the Denial, 
From ſuch as make th* opinion of their Valour 
Their means of Feeding. 


1 Mer. Theſe are ways to thrive, 
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(4) And yet the means not curgd, What follows? 
2 Mer. This 
Makes many Venturers with hin in their Wiſhes, A 


For his Proſperity : For when Deſert - 


Or Reaſon leads im to be liberal, 0 
His noble Mind and ready Hand eentend 


Which can add moſt to hi free 6 = 


Or in their Worth, or ſpeed to make them ſo. 
Is there a Virgin of good Fame wants Boer? 
He is a Father to her; or a Soldier | 
'That in his Country's Service,” from the War © 
Hath brought home only Sears, and Want ? His Houſe 
Receives him, and reheves Fim with that care | 
As if what he poſſeſ'd had been laid up 5 
For ſuch good uſes, and he Steward of it. 
But I ſhoald loſe my ſelf to ſpeak him further 
And ſtale, in my Relation, the much good 
You may be witneſs of, if your remove 
From Bruges be not ſpeedy. 

1 Mer, This _— 1 goal 
I do aſſure you, will not haſten ie; £44 
Nor wou'd I wiſh a better Man to deal with 
For what I am to part With. | 

3 Mer. Never doubt it, | 5 
He is your Man and ours, ay I wiſh 
His too much forwardneſs t eee all Bargains 
Sink him not in the end. 

2 Mer. Have better hopes. 
For my part I am confident ; here h* comes. 


Enter Goſwin, and the Fourth Merchant 44 


Gof. I take it at your own rates, your Wine of Gurus; 
But for your Candy Sugars, they have met 
With ſuch foul Weather, 8 are e 0 1 Þ 
I cannot fave in them. 

4 Mer. I am unwilling 


(4) 2 Mer. What follows, 1 
Makes) Laſt Edition. — What 78 this,] Old Folio. The at- 
tempt to amend the firſt Reading by the Addition of a Comma does 
not ſeem ſufficient; I hope I have more effectually coriected it. 


A a 4 To 
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To ſeek another Chapman : Make me offer 
Of ſomething near the Price, that may alle me. 
You can deal for them. - 

Goſ. I both can, and will, | 
But not with too much loſs z your Bill of Lading bi 
Speaks of two hundred Cheſts, valued by you 
At thirty thouſand Gilders, I will haye them 
At twenty eight; ſo, in the payment of 
Three thouſand Sterling, ou fall only in 
Two hundred pound. | 

4 Mer. Vou know, they are fo cheap - — 

G. Why look you, I'Il deal fairly; there's in Prifon, 
And at your ſuit, a Pirate, but unable 
To make you Satisfaction, and paſt hope 
. To live a Week, if you ſhou'd proſecute 

What you can prove againſt him: Set him free, 
And you ſhall; have your Mony to a eee 
And preſent Payment. 1 10% J 
4 Mer. This is above wonder, 
A Merchant of your Rank, that have at Sen 
So many Bottoms in the e of 
Theſe Water-Thieves, ſhou'd be a means to fave em; 
It more importing you for your own ſafety, 
To be at charge to ſcour the Sea of them | 
Than ſtay the Sword of Juſtice, that is ready 
Io fall on one ſo conſcious of his Guilt 
That he dares not deny it. ha i 
G0. You miſtake me, 
If you think I wou'd cheriſh in this Captain; 
The wrong he did to you, or any Man; 
I w's lately with him, (having firſt, from others 
True Teſtimony, been aſſur'd a Man 
Of more deſert never put from the Shore) 
I read his Letters o* Mart from this State granted -. 
For the recov'ry of ſuch Loſſes, as 
He had receiv? 'd in Spain, *twas that he ls A d 
Not at three Tuns of Wine, Bisket, or Beef, 
Which his Neceſſity made him take from you. 
If he had pillag'd you near, or ſunk your Ship, 
Or thrown your Men o er. board, then he deſervd 


The 
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/ 
8 


1 


Beggars Buſh. 365 

The Laws extreameſt Rigour. But ſince want 4) 

Of what he cou'd not live without, compell'd him 

To that he did (which yet our State calls 9 

I pity his Misfortunes, and to work you 

To ſome Compaſſion of them, I come up 

To your own Price : Save him, the Goods are mine; 

If not, ſeek elſe-where, I'll not deal for them. 

4 Mer. Well, Sir, for your Love, T _— wy * led | 
To change my Purpoſe. 7 
Gof. For your Profit rather,”  .) 364 * 
4 Mer. T'll preſently make means for his Dicturge, 

rl when, I leave you. 

2 Mer. What do you think of this? 
1 Mer. As of a deed of noble = guided 
By a ſtrong Judgment. 

2 Mer, Save you, Maſter ou, agen f 
G00. Good Day to all. e er 
2 Mer. We bring you te refuſal - A od nk 

Of more Commodities atu nol lo BI hor bop 
Gofe Are you — | 391 wot 

O' the Ship that laſt Night = aue che Harbour? 
1 Mer. Both of the Ship, and N 5 
Gof. What's the Fraight7 5 11 9 
1 Mer. Indico, Cochineel, * Chyna Stuff 1. 
3 Mer. And Cloth of Gold, m b 
G. Rich Lading. 0 

For which J were your Chapman, but n 
Already out of Caſh. 
1 Mer. I'll give * 1 403 DTT NM 

For the moiety of all. LOI} 
Gof. How long? e Wee e 28! 01 
3 Mer. Six e 2-948 3 | By b9-f 
Gof. Tis a fair Offer; which, * i agree 

About the Prices, I, with thanks, accept of, 

And will make' preſent Payment of the reſt ; 

Some two hours hence I'll come aboard, + 
1 Mer, The Gunner 1912 

Shall ſpeak you welcome. . 
G0/. PII not fail. 5 
3 Mer. Good Morrow. 22 Merle 


of. 
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Goſ. Heav'n grant my Ships a ſafe Return, nee, 
The Day of this great Payment: As they are 7 
Expected three Months ſooner; and my Cat 
Stands good with all the World nur hf cid + 3 
Emer Gerrard. rel o 

Ger. Bleſs r my good Maſter, © I tb | 
The Prayers of your poor Beadſ- man ever fall 
Be ſent up for Jou. 

Goſ. God o' mercy Clauſe, 1 Rea 
There's ſomething to put thee in mind hereafter we 
To think of me. | 
Ger. May he that gave it you, 
Reward you for it, with —.— 85 Mader. 

Go. 1 thrive the better for "ny ee 

Ger. I hope ſo. | 
Theſe three Years have l fed upon your: Bvbcins) | 
And by the Fire of your bleſt 
And yet, good Maſter, pardon me, that muſt, 
Though I have now receiv'd 1 pong preface 
To make one ſute more to you. 

Go.. What ist, Clauſ e? n 

Ger, Yet do not think me Impudent I beſeech'1 you, 
Since hitherto your: Charity hath prevented _ + 
My Begging your relief, tis not for Mony "nxt 
Nor Cloaths, good Maſter, but your good Word for me. 

Go. thou ſhalt have, Claaſe, for I think thee 

hone 

Ger. To Morrow then, dear Maſter, take the rrouble 
Of walking early unto Beggars Buſh,  _ 
And as you ſee me, among others, Brethren | 
In my Affliction, when you are demanded : 
Which you like beſt among us, point out _ 76) 
And then paſs by, as if you knew me not. 

Goſ. But what will that advantage thee? 

Ger. O much, Sir. 
*Twill give me che preheminence of the reſt, 
Make me a King among 'em, and protect me 
From all abuſe, ſuch as are ſtronger, might 
Offer AP Age; Sir, at your better leiſure 


hartty;warm'd _ 


— 2 2 


I will inform you further of the good 

It may do to me. | 
Goſ. Troth thou mak? me - 1 

Have yon a King and Common- wealth among you "a 
Ger, We have, and there are 8 are govern'd worle. 


Goſ. Ambition among Beggars? 
Ger. Many great ones 


Wou'd part with half their States, to 2 the Place, 

And Credit, to beg in the firſt File, Maſter: 

But ſhall I be ſo ac bound. (0, your ee Un 

In = Petition? 1 
Goſ. That thou ſhalt not miſs of, 

Nor any worldly Care cuba me e 1. 

] will be early there. 


Ger. Are —_ my Maſter. „ 4 
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A C H. SCENE 1. 
20 


Enter Higgen, Rerret, Prigg; Claoſe,. hela, Sm 1 
8 Gltiles, "and alben Reber, * - 
Hig. OME Pritices of the R AR . 

: GC You o' the Blood, — 5 . Lord, 
And thefe, what Name or Title, e er they bear, 
I arkman, or 2 Patrico, 3 Cram or 840 Garen, | 
5 Frater, or 6 Mram man; Dips 
That ſtand in fair Election fo the Tile Ws 
Of King of Beggars, with the Command ang, 

. Higgen, your Grator, in this Inter- regnum, 

That whilom was your y Dommerer, doth beſeech you 
All to ſtand fair, and put your ſelves in Rank, ö 

That the firſt Comer, may at his firſt View 


Mr. Theobald 2 us in his Margin 3 of all 
the Cant * ne who were 2 3 or Paſſes. 
2. Stroling Prieſts that marry under a „. nteel Im 

tor, appearing in divers Shapes. 4 A Beggar born „ Ach 


as beg with Sham Patents. 6. Beggars pretending to be Mad. 7. Pre- 
— to have his Tongue cut oat; f cz * 7 


() Make a free choice, to ſave us further eſtion. Fre 
. Fer. Prigg. Tis done, Lord Higgen. EC 0 rn 10 PlI 


Hig. 'Thanks to Prince Prigg, Prince Ferret. 
Fer. Well, pray my Maſters all, Ferret be choſen, 
J are like to have a merciſul mild Prince of me. 
Prigg. A very Tyrant, I, an arrant Tyrant, Or 
If &er I come to Reign; therefore look to't, 
Except you do provide me 8 Hum enough | 
And 9 Lour to 10 Bouze with: I muſt have my. Capong 
And Turkeys brought me in, with my green Geeſe, ' 
And Ducklings i'th' Seaſon : Fine fat Chickens, '' 
Or if you chance where an Eye of tame'Pheſants - 
Or Partridges are kept, fee they be mine 
Or ſtraight I ſeize on all your Privilege, 
Places, Revenues, Offices, as forfeit,” - - | 4 v9 
Call in your Crutches, wooden Legs, falſe Bellies, 
(6) Forc'd Eyes and Tongues,” with your dead Arms; 
ATION: OG 
A dirty Clout to'Beg-with on your! Heads, 
Or an old Rag with Butter, Frankincenſe, 
Brimfton and Rozen, Birdlime, Blood, and Cream, 
To make you an old Sore; not ſo much Soap 
As you may fome with i'th' Falling - ſickneſs; 
The very Bag you bear, and the brown Dim 
Shall be eſcheatsd. All your daintieſt 11 Dells too 
1 will deflower, and take your deareſt 12 Doxyes 
8. Stron Liquor. 9. Mony. 10. Drink. 11. Voung Wenches 
undebauch d. 12. Strampets, s. 
| 5) —— To ſay up the ueſftion.) Unteſs this be a cant Ex reſſion 
it K. not be 882 ; and what more confirms m5 0 be- 
lieving it a Corruption, is the want of a Syllable to the Verſe. 1 
hope that I've retrieved the Original, for my Reading is very near 
the trace of the Letters, tho' I alter three Words, and the Context 
plainly ſhews it to be the Senſe intended. Mr, Sympſon has ſent 
me a Conjecture much to the ſame Effect, vi. What ſay you? put 
the Queſtion, 8 hs 3 
(6) Ford Eyes and Teeth,) By forc'd Eyes I ſuppoſe are meant, 
Eyes ſo diſtorted as to ſhew only the White, ' ſo that the Perſon ap- 
rs blind; but what forc'd Teeth can mean, I cannot conceive ; it 
is faid to be common with Beggars to force their Tongues into their 
Throats, ſo that they ſhall appear to be cut off, I think therefore 
my Conjecture highly probable, $6443 4:74 | 
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f From your warm Sides; and then — — cold Night 
| PII watch you what old Barn you got rooſt in, 
And there Pl ſmother you all Pch* muſty Hay. - 
Hig. This's Tyrant-like indeed: But what would 
Ginks, 
Or Clauſe be here, if either of them ſhould Reign? 
Cla. Beſt ask an Aſs, if he were made a Camel, 
What he wou'd be; or a Dog, and he were a — 5 
- Ginks, I care not hat you are, Sirs, I ſhall be 
00 A Beggar till I'm ſure, I find my ot n 


Enter Goſwin. 


Snap, O here a Judge comes. 

Hig. Cry, a Judge, a Judge. 

8 What ail you, Sirs ? what means this Outery ? 

g. Maſter, 

A 11 .of poor Souls met : God's Fools, good Maſter, .. 
Have ſome little Variance *mongft our ſelves 
Who ſhou'd be honeſteſt of us, and which lives 
U prighteſt i in his Calling : Now, *cauſe we thought 
We neer ſhould *gree on't o'r ſelves, becauſe indeed 
(8) *Tis hard to fay ; we all reſolv'd to put it 
To him that ſhould come next, and that's your Maſterſhip, 
Who, I Hopes vill *termine it as your Mind ſerves 7 
Right, no otherwiſe we ask it: Which ? | 


(7) — 1 find my ſelf there.] This is nee nn 11 6 Sap: 
Jon would it to Goſwin, who coming in ſhould ſay tha | 
finds himſelf at the appointed Place, but the Expreſſion in that Senſe 
ſeems too ſtiff to, be admitted as an Emendation, becauſe a better 
Senſe with as little Stiffneſs may, I think, be affixt to the old Text. 
Ginks was a Nobleman in Diſguiſe, he ſeems therefore to 3 his 
long continuance in Beggarys and to fear it will be for Life. 1 

my ſelf there, or in that 

| 8) — e all 4 lv, T rather think this a Miſtake of the 

| Preſs, than a deſigned Blunder, which would be proper to an igno- 
rant Clown; but not to ſo arch a Beggar as Higgen, whoſe Congra- 
tulatory Speech, in the two next Pages, has as much Burleſque Hu- 
mour in it as almoſt any thing ev'n in Hudibraſs ; who evidently 

imitated it in his Deſcription of his Heroe's Beard. In the latter 
part of it, there's a Banter on Shaleſpear's Prophecy of Queen E/i- 
zabeth and King James at the end of Harry the n but ſo 1 
gant TE: pretty that it could . no Oflence, id gl 
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Which does your Worſhip think is he? ſweet er 
Look o'er us all, and tell us; we're ſev'n of us, 


Like to the ſeven wiſe Maſters, or the Planets. 11 | 


Gof: T ſhould judge this the Man with the grave Beard, 
And if he be not 
Cla. Bleſs you, good Maſter, blefs you. yon 
Goſ. I would he were; there's l too 1 
To keep you all honeſt. Eu. 
Snap. King of Heav'n go with you. 
Omn. Now good reward him 5 
May he ne'er want it, t comfort ſtill the Poor, 
In a good hour, 
Fer. What is't? ſee: Snap has got it. 
Snap. A good Crown, ma at 
Prig. A - ond of Gold. | 
Fer. For our new King: 8000 lucle. 
Cinis. To th* common e with it; bt be Gal, 
Thither it 8 
- (9) Prigg. Spoke like ; a Patriot, Ginks. | 
King Clauſe, | bid God ſave thee firſt, firſt, Clauſe, 
— this Golden Token of a Crown. 

Where's Orator Higgen with his n a now 
In all our Names? | | 
Fer. Here he is pumping for it. LA YA 

Gin. H'has cough'd the ſecond time, *tis but once more 
And then it comes. 

Fer. So, ont with all: Expect 1 — 
| 3 2 That thou art choſen,” venerable Cauſe, 
Our King and Soveraign z Monarch o'th* 13 Maunders 
Thus we throw up our 14 Nab-cheats, firſt for joy, 


And then our 35 Filches; laſt, we clap our 16 Fambles, 


Fhree ſubject ſigns, we do it without Envy 

For who is he here did not wiſh thee choſen, 
Now thou art choſen ? Ask em: All will fay ſo, 
Nay ſuwear't: *Tis for the King, but let that paſs, 


9) Spoke lite a Patrint, Ferret] As this Speech has nels | 


nor Accident to interrupt it, J can fee no reaſon to ſuppoſe 
it a broken one. I believe it a meer accidental Miſtake in the Name 
Ferret for Ginks, 'The firſt Editors not ſuſpecting this intended to 
ſolve the Difficulty by putting a Break or Dath to ic. 


13. Beggars. 14. Hats. 15. Staves. 16. Hands. When 


] 
i 
: 
{ 


EW Buſh: 1371 
When laſt | in Conference at the 17 bonzing len 
This other Day we fat about our dead Prince © © 
Of famous Memory; reſt go with his Rags, 1 
And that I ſaw thee at the Tables end, 5 
Riſe mov d, and gravely ly leaning on one Crutch, 7 
Lift Yother like 855 er at my Head, 
then preſag d thou ſhortly vod be King, 
And now thou art ſo: But * need preſage 
To us, that might have read it in Beard 
As well, as he that choſe thee? at Beard 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for Soveraignty. 
0 Soy y Beard! But happier Prince, whoſe Beard 

0 remark*d, as ee out our Prince, 
hy bating us a hair, 1 it grow, 
And thick, and fair, that far 4 — —4 nl 
May live as fafe, as under Beggars Buſh, 

Of which this is the thing, that but the Type. 
Om. Excellent, excellent Orator, forward good Hi Den, 
Give him leave to ſpit: The fine well-ſpoken Higgen. 

Hig. This is the Beard, the Buſh, or Buſhy-beard, 
Under whoſe Gold and Silver Reign twas faid 
So many Ages ſince, we all ſhould ſmile 
No Impoſitions, Taxes, Grievances, | 
Knots in a State, and whips unto a Subject, 
Lye lurking in this Beard, but all kemb'd out: 
Ty now, the Beard be ſuch, what is the Prince 
(io) That owes the Beard! 2 A . no, a Grand- 
father 5 8 


17. Ale- houſe, off 0 

(10) That ow's the Beard. 6 | in | the Senſe o chow; on 
is very common in all the old Writers: Thus in the firſt old Folio 
3 Shakeſpear it oecurt in almoſt every Play: e. The Tu Act 1. 


3d. 
Fi is no * — nor 1 Sand 
That the Earth owes —= 


Again i in the ſame Page, 
» thou aft here uſurp 


The Name thou ow'lt not. 
I mention this becauſe the former Octavo adds an unneceſſary Apo- 
= he, which neither of the Folios have, ſuppoſin the Word to be 
ntraction of owns K and the late ingenious Editor of Macbeth 
frems twice to have been led into Error by not obſerving this. 
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Nay the great Grand- father of you his People. 

He ill not force away your Hens, your Bacon, 

When you have yentur'd hard fort, nor take from you 

The fatteſt of your Puddings: Under him 

Each Man ſhall eat his own ſtol'n Eggs, and Butcer, 

In his own ſhade, or ſun-ſhine, and enjoy _ 

His own dear Dell, Doxy, or 18 Mort, at Night. 

In his own Straw, with his own Shirt, or Sheet, 

That he hath. 19 filch'd that day, ay, and poſſeſs 

What he can purchaſe, 20 Back, or Belly- cheats 

To his own 21 prop: He will have no Wen Ti 

For Pigs, and Poultry. | 
Cla. That we muſt have, my 1 N Orator, 

It is our Will, and every Man to keep 

In his own path and circuit. Hig. Do you hear? 
You muſt” hereafter 22 maund on your own 23 pas Ha 


* 
349 


en 


he ſays. 15 Wi 
„ And what they get 5 is | their own, belies Ni 
To give good words. 5 Al 


Hig. Do you mark! ? 24 To cut been whids, | 
That is the ſecond Law. Cla. And keep a- foot 
'The humble and the common Pa of 5875 1 
Leſt Men diſcover us. T boa 

Hig. Ves; and cry ſometimes | hy 
To move Compaſſion : Sir, there i isa \ Table, 

That doth command all theſe things, and enjoyns./em,. 
Be perfect i in their Crutches, their feign'd Plaifters, _ Ir 
And their torn Paſs-ports, with the ways to Stammer, - 

And to be Dumb, and Deaf, and Blind, and EAR 

There, all the halting Paces are ſet down, 9 88 | 

Ith' learned Language. w 

Cla. Thither I refer em, | 
Thoſe, you at leifure ſhall interpret to 'em. 

We love no heaps of Laws, where few will ſerve. 

Omn. O gracious r ſave, 'ſave the goa King 

Clauſe, ; 


18. Women or Wenches. 19, Stele. 20. Raiment, or Food 
ſtolen. 21. Either to his own Support, or elle; by abbreviation to 
his own Propertye: - C7 rt 23. Road or . * A give 
good Words. jo) 

5 Hig. 


YOU 


Indeed afore us, if our Shadows ſave not, 


Beggars. 27 _ 


| Hig. A Song to Crown = AO KS 


Þ N 


Fey. Set a Centinel out firſt. ee, At?” 
Snap. The word? 

Hig. A 25, Cove comes, | uh. 1 weren. to 3 
$I \{Strike, 
The 8 0 N 6 my * 5 


7 our Caps and Cares away: T, 517 is rate Hoy. 451 


At the Crowning of our Ning, tbus we ever Dante and Sing. 


In the 1 look out and — Where's fo happy a Prince 
as be 


Where the Nations live þ free, and ſo merry as * * 

Be it Peace, or be it War, here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our eaſe and reſt; To the Field we are not Preſt 
Nor are calPd into the Town, to be troubled with the Gown, 
Hang all Officers we cry, and the Magiſtrate too, by; 

Wies the Subjidit's encreaſt, wwe are not a penny Sg. 

Nor will any go to Law, with the Beggar for a W 
All which * he brogss be doth on owe unto his W 


Enter Snap, Hubert, and Hempakirke, 


Snap. A Cove comes: Fumbumbis. 
= To your Poſtures; Arm. 

” Yonder's the Town: I fee it. 
2 There's our danger 


Hig. Bleſs your good Worſhips. 
Per. One ſmall piece of Mony, 


Prigg. Among us all poor Wale f 


: $774 ITE ER 1 
Cla. Blind, and Lame. 1 


Ginks. For his ſake that gives all. > dirigh 
Hig. Pitiful Worſhips. 1 dee 
Snop. One little Doye. ron wand 
wo $5 4109 12: aw Jaculin. - 


Jac. King, by your leave, where are you ? Wy 
Fer. To buy a little Bread. 


25. A Man, ons not ef the Gang: 26, 'To your Guard and 


Poſtures. 
Vor. II. B b | Hig. 
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374 Baku Baſh. | 
Hig. To feed ſo man nn K uy 
Mouths, as will ever pray for you. A Has 
 Prigg. Here be ſeven of us. , | $ 
Seven, good Maſter, O deer ren, 
Seven Bleſſings — 


Fer. O Remember, gentle Worſhip, 
Hig. Againſt ſeven deadly Sins. 
Prigg. And ſeven Sleepers. . 
_ Hig. If they be hard of Heart, and will give nothing 
Alas, we had not a Charity theſe three days. 
Hub. There's amongſt you all. 
Fer. Heav'n reward you. 
Prigg. Lord reward you. 
Hig. The Prince of Pity bleſs thee. 
Hub. Do I ſee? Or is'tmy Fancy that wou'd have it ſo? 
Ha? *Tis her Face: Come hither, Maid. 


Jac. What ha' you, | 

Bells for my Squirrel? Lha? giv*n Bun Meat, 
You do not love me, do you? Catch me a Butterfly, ky 
And l'll love you again, when? Can you tell? Up 


Peace, we go a birding: I ſhall have a fine thing. Exit. If 
Hub. Her Voice too ſays the ſame; but for my Head Ar 


1 wou'd not that her Manners were ſo chang'd. If 
Hear me, thou honeſt Fellow; what's this Maiden, 
That lives amongſt you here? Te 


Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao, 

Hub. How ? Nothing but figns? 

Gin. Ao, ao, ao, ao ao. 

Hub. This is ſtrange, 
I would fain have it her, but not her th; 

Hig. He is de-de-de-de- 2 and du du- dude 

n did all f k plal ev'n ch Jy 

*Slid they did a ain now me . 

Do'ſt thou know this ame Maid 8 * 


Snap. 3 why, why, why, which, gu, gu, 805 


gu, 
She was ho tothe be. bort at the Barn vonder, 
By be· be · be· be · Beggars Buſh-bo-bo-Buſh, 5 
Her Name is, My-my- my- my my· match: So was her 
Mlo-mo-mo-Mothers 6 too ooo. 1 2 
* k | ot F | $ 0 


2 
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Hub. I underſtand no word he lays 3 how long 
Has ſhe been here ? 

Snap. Lo- lo- long enough to be 27 ni-ni-nigled, and 

ſhe ha? go-go-go-good luck. 

Hub. I muſt be better inform'd, than by this . 
Here was another Face too, that I mark d 
Of the old Man's: But they are vaniſh'd al! 
Moſt ſuddenly: I will come here again. 
O, that I were fo happy as to find it. 
What I yet hope: It is put on. 

Hemp. What mean you, Sir, 5 
To ſtay there with that Stammerer? 

Hub. Farewel, Friend... 
It will be worth return, to ſearch: Cotte) 1 55 
protect us our Diſguiſe now, prithee Henpdrke | 
If we be taken, how:doſt thou imagine 
This Town will uſe us, that hath ſtood ſo 0 
Out againſt Wolfort ? 

Hemp. Ev'n to hang us forth: 
Upon their Walls a ſunning, to deen M, 
If I were not affur*d o* the Burgomaſer, 
And had a pretty excuſe to ſee a . there, 
I ſhould ſcarce venture. 

Hub. Come, tis now too lars. £ 
Tolook back at the Ports: Good luck, and enter. lea. 


8 C E N E II. 
Enter Goſwin: 


Goſ. Still blow ſt thou there? And from all other parts, 
Do all my Agents ſleep, that nothing comes? 
There's a Conſpiracy of Winds, and Servants, 

If not of Elements, to ha' me break; 

What ſhould I think, unleſs the Seas * Sands 
Had ſwallow'd up my Ships ? Or Fire had ſpoil'd 
My Warehouſes ? Or Death devour'd wy Factors? | 
I muſt ha” had ſome Returns. 


*7 Layn with, debauch . 
7 a 2 * * 
eee 


n —— * — 
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— 
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Eu _ bu! aeg. 


1 Mer. Save you, Sir. 
Goſ. Save you. | 
1 Mer. No News yet o- your Ships? 
Go/. Not any yet, Sir. i307 
1 Mer. Tis ſtrange. [Edi 
60. *Tis true, Sir: What a — was here now; 
This was one Paſſing- bell, a thouſand Ravens 
Sung in that Man now, to preſage my Ruins. 
2 Mer Goſwin, good day, Gere Y Winds are very _— 
Goſ. They are fo, Sir; to hurt — - . 
2 Mer. Ha' you had no-Letters | 
Lately from England, nor from abet Pi 3 4] 
Gof. Neither. df] [Land, 
2 Mer. This Wind Wi them 3 nor no > News over 
Through Spain, from the Straus? 
Gof. Not any. 1 'Þ 55 44 
2 Mer. I am ſorry, Sir. N e e. 
Goſ, They talk me down: And as tis ad of Vulturs 
They ſcent a Field fought, and do ſmell the Carkaſſes 
By many hundred Miles: So do theſe, my Wracks 
At greater diſtances. Why, thy will Heaven 
Come on, and be: Yet if thou pleaſe, preſerve me; 
But in my own Adventure, here at home, 
Of my chaſt Love, to keep me worthy of her, 
It ſhall be put in ſcale ' gainſt all ill Fortunes: 
I am not broken yet: Nor ſhou'd I fall, 


Methinks with leſs than that, that ruins all. [Exit. 


Don E * 


Enter Vandurike, Hubert, Hempoirke, 
Nate 'and\Boors, 


Vand, Captain, you" re welcome; ſo is this your Friend 
Moſt fafely welcome; though our Town ſtand out 
Againſt your Maſter, you ſhall find good quarter: 
The troth is, we not love him : Margaret, ſome Wine, 
LO talk a little Treaſon, - we can 


© Talk 


my _ m1 — ><ASRL PS! 


Tal 


af, 


t, 


We, here in Bruges, think he do's uſurp, = 


Ar- Buſh. 377 
Talk Treaſon,” *gainſt the Traitors ; by your a Gen- 
rlemen, 

And therefore I'm bold with him, 3 208 Ho 

Hub. Sir, your boldneſs, 5 Wann 
Happ'ly becomes your Mouth, br n not our E 
While we're his Servants, and as we come here, 
Not to ask Queſtions, walk forth on your Walls, 
Viſit your Courts of Guard, view your Munition, Ted 
Ask of your Corn-provifions, nor enquire 
Into the leaſt, as Spies upon your Strengths, 
So let's entreat, we ma 2 — from you 
Nothing in Paſſage or Diſcourſe, but ARS 
We may with gladneſs, ang our honeſties hear, 
And that ſhall _ welcome. 

Vand. Good: Let's drink then, ES 
Fill out, I keep mine old Peart gill, Ginn, 
Marg. 1 | "4" IL, 
Hang faſt; Man. S344 WO: 
Hemp. Old Jewels com 180 their FF; RY 
Hand. Here's to you with a Heart, my Captain's! Pick, 


With a good Heart, and if this make us ſpeak * 
Bold words, anon, *tis all under the Roſe 
Forgotten: Drown all Memory, when we drink. 


Hub. Tis freely ſpoken, noble 'Burgomaſter, 
Pl] do you right. | 
Hemp. Nay Sir, Min heer Vandunke 
Is a true Stateſman, [Wolfert 


Vand. Fill m' Captain's Cup there, Othat your Maſter 


Had been an honeſt Man. 
Hub. Sir? | RD 
Vand. Under the Roſe. - eas 
12 Here's to you, Margaret. 
arg. Welcome, welcome, Captain. 
Tal Well ſaid my Pearl ſtill. 
Hemp. And how does my Neice? 


Almoſt a Woman? I think ? This Friend 07 i mine 


I drew along with me, through ſo: much; hazard, 


Only to ſee her: She was my Errand here. 


Yand, Ay, a kind Unele you are Gi him his Glaſs)” 
B b 3 That 


2 . n Y = "DO. a * e & w/v — 1 
- — — — <a — I — — - _ 
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That in ſev'n Years, could not find leiſure — 
Hemp. No, 
It's not ſo much. 
Vand. I'll bate you neꝰer an \ hour on 't, 
It was before the Brabander gan his War, 5 
For Moon-ſhine i' the Water there, his Daughter 
(11) That ne'er was loſt: Yet you could not 8 Ting time 
To ſee a Kinſwoman: But the is worth the ſeeing, Sir, 
Now you are come. You ask if ſhe were a Woman? 
She is a Woman, Sir 3 fetch her forth, as, 


[LEx. 191 
And a fine Woman, 00. has E 3 
Hemp. How «if y | | — 

What Suitors are they? 4 . 
Vand. Bachelors; young Burgen: "ed 

And one, a Gallant, the young Prince of Merchants 

We call him here in Bruges. _ 
Hemp. How? A Merchant? „ 

I thought, Vandunte, you'd underſtood me to: 

And my Neice too, ſo truſted to you by me, 

Than admit of ſuch, in name of Suitors. 
Vand. Such? He is ſuch a ſuch, as were ſhe mine 

Pd give him thirty thouſand Crowns with her, 

mp. But the ame things, Sir, fit not you and me. (Bs. 

ris, Why, give's ſome Wine, then; this will fit us all: 

Here's to you it; ll, my Captain's Friend: All out: 

And ſtill, wou'd Wolfort were an honeſt Man, 

Under the Roſe I ſpeak it : But this Merchant 

i Is a brave Boy: He lives fo, i“ the Town here, 

i We know not what to think on him: At ſome: times 

We fear he will be Bankrupt; he do's ſtretch» 

Tenter his Credit ſo; embraces al, 


(ii) That never was LA J Mr. Theobald reads nar, and quotes 
as a Proof the laſt Scene of the Play where #o/fort ſays, 


Hempskirke had hid her till ſhe aas near 
But he hapned not to obſerve that Vandunle did not know this, but 


believed with the reſt of the People, as 1 in the firſt Lorne, 
That the Duke. of Brabant 


Had- no Sueh Loſs. — — ; 
Without this there would ibeino/Propriety in his M6: or her e 
Mine in_the I aber, Viz.-a-mer: Shadow without a-Beality. + And 


Beggars Bub. 3379 
And to't, the Winds have been contrary long. N 
But then, if he ſhould have all his Returns 
We think he would be a King, and are half ſure on? t. 
Your Maſter is a Traitor, for all this, 
Under the Roſe: Here's to you; and uſurps vo I 


The Earldom. from a better Man. Yigg 209.3 t | 
Hub. Ay marry, Sir, 5111 : Hl ui n! 
| Where 1 is that Man? Nei 


Vand, Nay, ſoft: And I cal tell y or 9% 
'Tis ten to one I wou'd not: Here's my Hand, . 
I love not Wolfort: Sit you ſtill, with that: 5 
Here comes m' Captain again, and his fine Nei 
And there's my Merchant; view him well: Fill Wine here 


Enter Hempskirke, Gertrude, and Goſyin. ) 


Hemp. You muſt | not ovly know me for 3 * Uncle 
Now, but obey me: Lou, go caſt your ſelf |. 
Away, upon a Dunghil here? A Merchant? tar ; 
A pretty Fellow ?. One that makes his SN «> 
With Oaths and Perjuries? . e 

Go. What's that you ſay, 1131233 3 dT 18 
If it be me you ſpeak of, as you. Ee 
Seems to direct, I wiſh you'd ſpeak to me, Sir. 2 

Hemp. Sir, I do fa "he i is 90 PAN 13 
Will that ſuffice — 3 n 

Gof. Merchandize, good Sir? . 
Thou gh. you be ad to her, OY no Jo? ence 
Tou Contempt: I ever e 1 
Neice « ve all Price. n 210 26M 

rp... And do fo ſtill, its i * N 
Fro her rates are more than ycu are worth, _ 
Gof. 95 don't know what a Gen Gena 8 l Si, 
Nor can you value him. 

Hub. Well faid, Merchant. OP. 

Vand. Nay, | | 
Let him alone, and ply your Matter. 

Hemp. A ——— ? | 
Ww hat, of the Woo k? Or the Sugar-cheſt? 

Or liſts of Velvet 5 ich i » 't, Pound, or Tard, 


10 vent your Gentry by? | 


- 
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Hub. O Hempskirke,, fye. + MY + be þ 
(x2) Vang. „ do not mind em, arink, he i is 0 St 
Molfort. | 
75 Captain, I Arik n ei % e 
emp. Las, my y pre up/Mang5i-} [Sto fl od! who 
1 Ging be angry, by its look: Gais 13001 
Turn this way a little: If it were the Blood © «© 
Of Charlemaine, ast may, for ought I know, . 
Be ſome good Botcher's woo N in e. wy 
Go. How ? #ice 25 (ot 5 WISH; 
Hemp. Nay, I'm not certain of — a9 of this I am, 
If — 1 a „and al its 06+ 1th vena e 13H 
0 a, # Hut 2 572613 BRA 
Hemp. Lou re angry, though ye laugh. i 
Goſt No, now tis pity - 
Of y r Argument. Do not you, th ben. 
Of L: if you be any, ſell the Gras, "4 
The Corn, the Straw, the Milk, thi Check... 
Vand. And Butter: 
Remember Butter; o not leave out Butter- 5 | 
Goſ. The Beefs 1 Muttons that your Grounds ar are 
ſtor'd with ? 
Swine, with, the very Maſt, beſide the Woods ? 
Hemp. No, fo thoſe ſordid ules we haye ie, 
Or elſe our 9 
Coſ. Have not we, Sir, Cha pmen, Om 
And Factors, then to be Fort theſe ? Your YON NG 
Fetch'd' from the Heralds 4 B C, and ſaid over iſe 
With your Court Faces, once an hour, ſhall never 
Make me miſtake my ſelf. Do not your Lawyers 
Sell all, their Practice, as your Prieſts their Pray'rs?_ 
What is not a and fold? The Company 
That you had laſt, what had you fort. e 
Hen. You now grow ſawey. e ag 


=y 


2 — 


| (12) —— fr; i; Wolſort; 

" Captain, I adviſe you.} YVandunke blames Hubert for taterfer- 
| ing, and immediately 25 it himſelf, but I take it to be an accidental 
| Omiſſion of the Speaker. It is not | probable that Goſewin ſhould 

make no Return to the Scoffs dene, and a 9 * ſeems 


quite proper to him, 
Gol 
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(13 ) Gof. Sir, I have been bred 51 lis : bnA 
Still, "wi my honeſt Liberty, and n ofe it. 0 
Hemp. Upon your Equals then. 1 8 1 0 
66%. Sir, he that will i ie 21123 ee > 
Provoke me firſt, doth Wake himſelf m my Equal 1 yo 
Hemp Do ye hear? No more. 9 S0 
Goſ. Yes, Cir, this little, I pray _ 3 


And't ſnall be aſide, then after, as OY 1 
1 appear the Uncle, Sir, to her I love 
More than mine Eyes; and I have heard your SM 
With ſo much ſcoffing, and with ſo much ſhame, 
As each ſtrive which is greater: But, believe me, * 
| mo 1 not in this Patience with my Mik. 
9 rr becauſe you ſee me young, © © 120% 
% caſt deſpights on my Profeſſion,- © i 
For the civility and tameneſs of it. 
A good Man bears a Contumely — 19 (1. 
Than he would do an Injury. Boba n bor 
To my Offence: Wrong is not ſtill ſucceſsful. 
Indeed. it is not: I'd approach your — 4 
With all reſpect, due to your ſelf and her. 


"0 Away Companion: D her? Take % 


Fo 171 


¶ Strites bim. 
Go : Nay, I 00 love no blows: Sir; there” exchange. 
e gets Hem s dan andcut him on the Heal. 
Hub. Hold, Sir 
Mar. — an too 4 1642 1010 | 1 A * 5 
Gert; Hel my Chun. no bon toy n 
Mar. Man. e 
Vand. Let em alone; my. Life for one. nn 
Gof. Nay dome, n & $73403 0 
If you have Will. b. i 0 % $64 9A 1 
Hub. None to offend you, T, Sir. 2 4 


600. He that had, thank himſelf : Nothand her = Sir 
And claſp her, and embrace her; and — ſne 
Now go with me) bear her through all her Race, 
Her Father, Brethren, and her Uneles, armd. 


| 112 Sure I have bren bred] This Reading, if admitted, would 
him doubt whether he had been bred wi an honeſt Liberty or 
0 But I believe it a mere Typographical Error. 


A And 
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And all their N 55 Wh though they ſtood à Wood 
Of Pikes, and Wall of Cannon. on me d 8 
e not, but kiſs me. 

Vand. Kiſs him, Girl, I bid you; 


My N 575 71 fear no Uncles: r en, 
Hang 822 Uncles: Are not we in $466 api 
Under the Roſe here? 


60. In this. Circle, Love, 

Thou art as ſafe, as in a Tower of Br, 

Let ſuch as do wrong, fe. 42 57854 

| Vand. Ay. that's good, 1 - ge, „5„ 09 or oy 

Let Walfort look ta.that. io 7 folds int hogs af 
Gop. Sir, - here ſhe ſtands, * {4 

Your Neice, and my belov'd. One of theſe Tits 

She mult apply — 7 if unto the laſt t. 

Not all the Anger can be ſent unto her, 

14) In Frown, or Voice, or other Act, l foece-her, 
Had Hercules a Hand in't. Come, my Joys 
Say thou art mine, [aloud Love, and gene it. 

Vand. Do; and I drink to it. 
2 rithee ſay ſo, Love. 
Fer. T would take away the 88 my Bubba 
Howe 99K you play the Tyrant, Sweet : They mo it. 


Hemd. 1 you, Neice. N el of, A 
+ Gy. Sir, thank her for your Liſe, 
And fetch your Sword within, A5 


-7 . 


Hemp. Yo? inſult too much 42 

With your good Fortune, Sir. 12 Goſ.aud Gert 
Hub. A brave clear Spirit; 

Hempskirke, you were to blame: A civil Habit | 

Oft covers a good Man; and you may meet 
In Perſon of a Merchant, with a Soul oy | 
As reſolute, and free, and all ways worthy, Tur 
L. s elſe in any file of Mankind: Pray . 


_ meant you ſo to ſlight in: 
Fg no more of i it; I muſt ſuffer, 7: 5 FEY 


. ?Tis. done now, f | AL # 


(14) 8 Ari] Mr. Theobald cotrected this; I have known 
Inflances of this Miſtake between Art and AQ, and tho 


Hub. 


te fe former might be Senſe here, the latter is much better. 
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js ſtill the Puniſhment of Raſhnek, Sorrow. 
Well; I muſt to the Woods, for nothing here 
Will be got out. There, I may chance to learn. 
Somewhat to APY m* N ac 4 
Vand. Ha, 2 e 
A Looking - glaſ s. n 
Hub. How now, brave Bur e OE 
Vand. 1 love no Walforts, _ my Nanie s ITE, 
2 OFT ee it's rather: Come, go ſleep within. 
Va rl Florez is right Heir; and * 1 
Under the Roſe I f. 12 l | d 0 3 
Hub. Very hardly. 1 
Vand. Ul: nd's.arank Trait, as &er real 
And all that do uphold him. Let me go, 
(15) No Man ſhall old a. a neal 
Do you uphold him? | 
Hub, No. | 


fa i 
1 9 4 4 WITK: © - 1 
— 


. __ [Excupt. 


Vaud. Then hold me up. 
5 Enter Goſwin, and Hempskirlae. - 9 
F Hemp. Sir, I preſume, you have a Sword of rob own, 


That can fo handle another's. 
Goſ. Faith you may, Sir. 


Hemp. And ye've made Ne hav 0 anch better 


thoughts of you, 
As. I am bound to call you forth.” 

. So. For what, Sir? 6 

Hemp. To the repairing of mine Honea, Lore | bgre. 

G.. Expreſs your way. | 3 

Hemp. By fight, and iÞ pc) NO 

G0. You have your ire-you-any more ? 

Hemp. That you be — Require ſingle. 

Goſ. I will. | 
Hemp. As you're the Gentleman you would be thought. 
7 (15) No Man ſhall bold be,] That he ſhould be me is certain, but 


the want of a Syllable in the Verſe, makes it probable that one was 
loſt, which I hoy * —— From the mg added 1 
improves honeſt Vandunſ s drunken Humour. Sympſon ce 
ſent me the ſame Correction. 


ö. 0. 


8 


N 


& 2 8 0 


part Buſh. 

Gof. Without the Conjuration: And. TIF bring 
Only my Sword, which I will fit to Jours, "yy 2 5 
Ill take its len th within. A ; i 

Hemp. Your Plate now, F 

Goſ. By the Sand- hills. ; cg 

Hemp. Sir, nearer to the Woods 
If you thought ſo, were litter. g A0 


Goſ. There, On. e 
Hemp. Good. 1 8 800 e nk * | WARN 
Your time. e mv 2 n Se v1 * 
S0 *Twixt'ſeven and eight. ee ee, 
onen er, e ogy 


Cauſe to report you worthy of m bre, ene 
If you ire like your Promiſe, Na plc vm 
Goſ. If I do not, GU ON nan. bn 
Let no Man think to call m- etl} few . (5 
I do't my ſelf, and juſtly wiſh to want ber. Eren 


PORK. 2 Fes ail 2m 8 L 
0 Wu 
MC T III. 8 C EN E 
an 


Enter three or 57 Bort. 89 — 


a 6) 1 Boor. f Ome, Engi 72 Beer, Hoſteſs, Ex 15 Ber 
by th? Barrel. | 

2 Boor. Stark 48 Boy, ſtout and e Beer: So, 
ſit down, Lads, 

And drink me Upſey- Dutch: 0 

Frolick, and fear not. RO | 


Enter Higgen like a 1 Singing. 


Hig. Have ye any work for the Sow-gelder, boa, 
My Horn goes too + Rd low, too high too ow 
Have ye any Pigs, es, or CPN 54. . 

Have ye any Lambs in your Holts. 


” (16) As I can make no Senſe of this, I pd K it a Miſtake and 

"read Barrel. — But what is Upſey- Dutch? Mr. Symp/on. 
I wiſh I could anſwer Mr. Symp/on's Queſtion ; but I can find 
vo ſuch Word in any Dictionary, or Gloſſary of mine. T, 
0 


"© 
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To cut for the Stone, 

Here comes @ Cunning one, - 
Have ye any Braches to ſpade, 

Or cer a fair Maid © 

That would be a Nun; . 
Come kiſs ne, lis dne. , 
Hark how my merry Horn doth r 
Too high too low, too bigh too b 


1 Boor. O excellent! two Pence a piece, Boys, two 
Pence a piece. 
Give the Boy ſome drink there. Piper, whet your Whiſtle, 
Canſt tell me a way now, how to cut off my Wife's Con- 
Hig, Pl ſing yea Song for't. | [cupiſcence? 


The 8 O N G. 


Tale ler; and bug her, 
Aud turn her, and tug her, 

And turn her again Boy, Sun, 

Then if ſhe mumble, 

Or if her Tail tumble, 

Kiſs her amain, Byy, amain; 

Do thy endeavour, | * 
To take off ber Feaver, | 
Then ber Diſeaſe no longer will reign. 

F nothing. will ſerve ber, 2 

Ebͤben thus to preſerve ber, 

, - $winge ber amain, Boy, amain. 
Give her cold Felly 3 

To take up ber Belly, _ 

And once a day ſwinge her again, 3 

1f ſhe ſtand all theſe Pain. 

Then knock out her Brains, a 

Her Diſeaſe no longer will reign. 


1 Boor. More excellent, more excellent, ſweet Sow- 
gelder. | ON! 
4 2 Bbor, Three Pence a piece, three Pence a piece. 10 
Hig. Will you hear a Song how the Devil was gelded ? 
3 Boor. Ay, ay, let's hear the Devil roar, Js, 


oY 268 SONG. 
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T roſe and I halter'd bim falt by the Horn, 
& Baa, quoth the Devil, and forth he ſlunk, 


| | N Hit An | 
"The nent time I rode 8 Mile and a bal, 
M bere I heard he did 

T bound and I gelt him, ere be did any evil; 


Maa, yet he cry'd, and forth he did fteal, 


Do Dogs 
Some half a Year after, in form of 4 Pig 


He ran at me firſt in the ſhape 0) a Ram, N 


And over and over the Sow-gelder came; 


; q 
, ; 
W 
„ 
* 
# - 


d « 
% 0 
* [IS 
„ 
9 


I pluchd out his Stones as you'd pick out a. Corn, 
w And left us 4 Garcaſe of utton that funk, | : 
oe in diſguiſe of a Calf, 
He was here at his beſt, but a young ſucking Dewl, 


And this was ſold after, for excellent Neal. 


I met with the Rogue, and he loo d very big; 
T catch'd at his Leg, laid him doten on A Log, 


Ere a Man could fart twite, I had made bim à Hog, 


There ſweet Sow- gelder. | 
Enter Prigg and Ferret. | 
Prigg. Will ye ſee any feats of Activity, 
Preſto, be gone there ? 


2 Boor. Sit down, Jugler. 


Twelve Pence apiece will ferve. 
1, 2 Boor. There; there. Bn, 


Some {light of Hand, Legerdemain ? Hey 2 


Owgh, quoth the Devil, and forth gave a Ferk, 
That a Jew was converted, and eat of the Pork. 


1 Boor. Groats apiece, Groats apiece, Groats apiece. 


Prigg. Sirraki, play you yourArt well; draw neat Piper: 
Look you, my honeſt Friends, you ſee my Hands; 
Plain dealing is no Devil: Lend me fome Mony, 


P rice 


— xd 
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Prigg. I thank you, 

Thank ye heartily : When ſhall I er ONE, 
All 2 — 1 by th he = this vr _ wick: 
Pri merry t toy: now I' ow 

AT fa [es 
_ He. Mark him well now, my Maſters. 

Prigg. Here are three Balls 

Theſe Balls ſhall be three Bullets, . 

One, two, and three: Aſcentibus, malentibus. * 

Preſto, be gone: They are vaniſh*d : Fair play, Gentlemen. 

Now theſe three, like three Bullets, from your three Noſes 

Will J pluck n Fear not, no harm, Boys, 0 

Titere, iu patu 
1 Boor. Oh. oh, oh. 

Prigg. Recubans ſub jermine fagi. 
2 Boor. Ye pull oo bard z ye + 7" ator 
Prigg. Stand fair then: 
Silvertram trim- tram. 
3 Boor, Hold, hold, hold. 
Prigg. Come aloft, Bullets three, with a whimwham, 

Have ye their Monies? 

Hig. Yes, yes. 

1 Boor. O rare Jugler! 

2 ne: O admirable Jugler ! 
. One trick more yet ; 

1 come aloft; /a, /a, flim, flum, taradumbis * 

Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, now fly like Fack with a bumbzs, 

Now all your Mony' gone; pray ſearch Pockets. 

1 Boor, Humh. 
2 Boor. He. 

3 Boor. The Devil a penny's here! 

Prigg. This was a rare Trick. | 

1 Boor. But *twould be a far rarer to reſtore it. 
Prigg. Tl do ye that too; look 1 1 me earneſtly, | 

And move not any ways your Eyes irom this Place, 3 

This Button here ? pow, whit, whiſs, ſhake your Pockets, 
1 Boop, By th' Maſs N here again, Boys. 

My . Reſt ye _ : 3 
"tl Boor. Ay, take 15 ite it, 1 


TS. #4 


» 
a 8. 


38 8 Bü: Buſt. 
And take ſome Drink too. | 


Prigg. Not a drop now, I thank you; cis 1 8 
20's; we are diſcover'd elſe. _ 1 Exent 


| . 75 Gerrard like a blind Ad eite Man, and. a_ 
bc Boy, ſinging the Song. ; 


Bring out your Cony-skins, fair Maids, to me, ' W 
And hold em fair that I may ſee, F y 
Grey, Black, and Blue : For your ſmaller Skins, | 
Ill give ye Looking- Glaſſes, Pins: 
And for your whole Cony, here's ready, ready Mon, 
Come, gentle Jone, do thou begin 
| N iib thy black, black, black Cony-shin. 
And Mary chews, and Jane will follow, 
With their Silver-hair'd Skins, and their yellow, | 
The white C ony-skin, 1 will not lay y, =” 
For though it be faint, *tis fair io the Eye; 
The grey, it is warm, but yet for my Mom, 
Give me the bonny, bonny black Cony. | 
Come away, fair Maids, your Skins will decay: 
Came, and take Mony, Maids, put your Ware away, 
Com- skins, Cony-skins, have ye any Cony-skins ? | 
T have fine Bracelets, and fine Silver Pins, A 


Ger. Buy any Brand Wine, buy any Brand Wine ? 
Boy. Have ye any Cony-skins? 
2 Boor. My fine Canary Bird, there's a Cake for thy i= 
Worſhip. Y 
1 Boor. Come fill, fill, fill, fill ſuddenly : Let's hs) Sir, 
Whar's this ? 
Ger. A penny, Sir, 
1 Boor. Fill till't be fix Pence, | 
And there's my 28 Pig. ; A 
Bay. This is a Counter, Sir. 
1 Boor. A Counter! ſtay ye, what are theſe then? 
O execrable Jugler ! O damn'd Jugler! 
Look in your Hoſe, hoa, this comes of looking forward. 
3 Boor. Devil a Dunkirk! what a Rogue's this Jugler ! li 
This hey paſs, repaſs, h'as repaſt us ſweetly. 
2 Boor. Do ye call theſe Tricks, 


28. Six pence. 


a Ent 


Cy 


„ 


III ſtri 


Gold £4 Silver. 
Enter Prigg. 


g. Have ye any old Cloaks to ſell, bad ye "OY 

"5h Cloaks to ſell? 

1 Boor. Cloaks ! Look about ye Boys Mine's ee! 
2 Boer, A —— juggle *em? 
— O they're Preſtoes: Mine's gone too ! | 
3 Boor, Here's mine yet. _ 
1 Boor. Come, come let's drink then more Brand Wine. 
Boy. Here, Sir. 
1 Boar. If &er I catch your Sow-gelder, by this Hand 


All Boor. Law, yaw, yaw, yaw. 


Enter Hempskirke. 
Hemp. Good Ev'n, my honeſt Fellows, 


You're merry here I ſee. 


3 Boor. Tis all we have left, Sir. 


Hemp. What haſt thou? * ? 
53 
2 Fill out then; 

And give theſe honeſt Fellows round. 
All Boor. We thank ye. 

Hemp, May I ſpeak à word in private to ye? 
All Boor. Yes, Sir. 


Beggars B 4 7 | 
Enter Higgen. E $651 A 


Hig. Have ye any Ends of Gold or Silyer ? _ | 
2 Boor. This Fellow comes. to mock us? Gold or 
Silver? cry Copper. : 
1 Boor. Yes, my good Friend: N 
We have e' en an end of all we hand: 
Hig. Tis well, Sir, 
You have the leſs to care for : 


« A. 


*% * 3 * 
3. 


Le 


LExi. | 


Were ever Fools ſo ferk't? We have two Cloaks yet; 
And all our Caps; the Devil take the Flincher. 


Hemp. I have a buſineſs for you, honeſt Friends, P 7 | 


Ger, Ha 


Lead me a little nearer, Boy. 
| Co 


Vol. II. 


If you dare lend your help, ſhall get you Crowns. 


1 Boor. 


— — 2» — — r 
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1 Boor. What is't, Sir? 


If it be any thing to purchaſe Mary, | 


Which. is our want, command us. 
Boors. All, all, all, Sir. 


Hemp. You know the young ſpruce Merchant here in 
Bruges ? 


2 Boor. Who? Maſter Gofeoin ? 


- Hemp. That He owes me Mony, 


And here in Town there is no ſtirring of him. 

Ger. Say y ſo? 

Hemp. This day, upon a ſure appointment, 
He meets me a Mile hence, by the Chaſe-ſide, 
Under the row of Oaks; d' you know it? | 

All Boor. Yes, Sir. 


Hemp. Give *em more Drink : There if you dare but 
venture 


When I ſhall give the word to ſeize upon him, 


Here's twenty Pound. 
3 Boor. Beware the Jugler, Lads. 


Hemp. If he reſiſt, We with him, have no mercy. 


1 Boor. I warrant you, we'll hamper him. 
"Hemp. To diſcharge you, 
I have a Warrant here about me. 
3 Boor, Here's our Warrant, 
This carries fire Pt? Tail. 
Hemp. Away with me then, 
The Time draws on, | 
I muſt remove ſo inſolent a Suitor, — 
And if he be fo rich, make him pay Ranſome 
Ere he ſee Bruges Tow'rs again. Thus wiſe Men 
Repair the hurts they take by a Diſ ace, 
And piece the Lion's Skin with th' Fox's Caſe, 
Ger, Pm glad I've heard this W 
Hemp. ne) s for thy Drink, 
Come pay the Houſe within, 
And lle no time. Boys, r 
"Ger. Away with All; our haſte 100. I Exeun. 
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Enter Goſwin- ; 


Geof. No Wind blow fair yet? No return of Monies ? 
Letters? Nor any thing to hold my Hopes up? 
W hy then *tis deſtin'd, that 1 fall, fall miſerably! . 
My Credit I was built on, ſinking with me. 
Thou boyſtrous North-wind, blowing my Misfortunes, 
And froſting all my hopes to cakes of Coldnels 
Yet ſtay thy Fury; give the gentle South.  ,. - 
Let leave to court thoſe Sails that bring me ſafety, 
And you auſpicious Fires, bright Twins in Heav'n, 
but Dance on the Shrowds; he blows [till ſtubbornly 
And on his boyſtrous Rack rides my ſad Ruin 3 
There is no help, there can be now no Comfort, 
To Morrow with the Sun-ſet, ſets my Credit. 
O Miſery ! Thou curſe of Man, thou Plague, 
. Pch* midſt of all our Strength thou ſtrikeſt us 
My virtuous Love is loſt too: All, what I have been, 
No more hereafter to be ſeen than Shadow: | 
To Priſon now? Well, yet there's this Hope left me; 
I may ſink fairly under this Day's Venture, 
And fo to Morrow's croſs'd, and all thoſe Curſes : 
Yet manly Pll invite my Fate, baſe Fortune 
Shall never ſay, ſhe as cut my Throat in fear, 
This is the Place his Challenge calPd me to, 
And was a happy one at this time for me, 
For let me fall before my Foe i'th' Field. 
And not at Bar, before 'my.Creditors; only,. 
H'as kept his word ; Now Sir, your Sword's Tongue 
Loud as you dare; all other Language — x 


Enter Hempskirke, 


| Hemp. Well Sir, | 5x v0 $907 | FF 

1. You ſhall not be long troubled : Draw. -4 
| G0. Tis done, Sir, 8 
| And now have at ye. Woh =—_ 
E Hemp, Now, 1 | 1 ; 
: Ce 2 ___ Emter 


e in 
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f Enter Boors. 
Gof. Betray'd to Villains! 


Slaves, ye ſhall buy me bravely, 


And thou baſe Coward. h 
„ Der Gerrard and Beggars. 


Ger. Now upon 'em bravely, 
Conjure em ſoundly, Boys. 

Boors, Hold, hold. 

Ger, Lay on, ſtill, 
Down with th' Gentleman Rogue, ſwinge him to „Sime 
Retire Sir, and take Breath: Follow, and take N 
Take all, *tis lawful Prize. 

Boors. We yield. 

Ger. Down with 'em 
Into the Wood, and rifle em, tew 'em, ringe 'em, 


Knock me their Brains into their Breeches. [ Exeunt, 


Boors. Hold, hold. | 

Gof. What theſe Men are I know not, nor for what cauſe 
They ſhou'd thus thruſt themſelves into my danger, 
Can I imagine, But ſure Heav'n's Hand was in't! 


Nor why this coward Knave ſhould deal fo baſely 


To eat me up with Slaves: But Heav'n I thank eu 
I hope thou haſt reſerv'd me to an end 

Fit for thy Creature, worthy of thine Honour: 

Wou'd all my other Dangers here had uffer'd, 

With what a joyful Heart ſhowd I go home then? 


Where now, Heav'n knows, like him that waits his 


Sentence; 
Or hears his paſſing Bell; but there s my hope ſtil], 


Enter Gerrard, 


Ger, Bleſſing upon you, Maſter. 
60. Thank ye; leaveme, 
For by my Troth I've nothing now to give thee, 
Ger. Indeed I don't ask, Sir, only it grieves me 
To ſee you look ſo fad ; now Goodneſs keep ye 
From Troubles in your Mind. 
Gol. If 1 were troubled, 


What 


What cou'd thy Comfort do? Prithee Clauſe, leave me, 
Ger. Good Maſter, be not angry Ne en ay ) 
Is out of true Love to x. | 

Goſ. I know thou lov'ſt m. Cawey 
Ger. Good Maſter blame thak Love then, if 1 Neue lo 
To ask ye why ye re fad, | 
Goſ. Moſt true, I;am "ng Fl 
And ſuch a Sadneſs I have got will fink me. 
Ger. Heav'n ſhield it, Sir. 
Go/. Faith, thou mult loſe thy Maſter. ; 
Ger. I had rather loſe my N — Sir: Wou'd I knew— 
Goſ. What wou'd the knowledge do thee good, ſo 
miſerable, 
Thou canſt not help thy ſelf? When all my en, 
Nor all the Friends I have — 
Ger. You do not know, Sir, 
What [ can do: Cures ſometimes, for Mens Cares, 4 
Flow, where they leaſt expect em. 
 __ Geof. I know thou wou'dit do, 
But fare wel Clauſe, and pray for thy N Maſter. 
Ger. I will not leave ye. 
Goſ. How ? 
Ger, I dare not leave ye, Sir, I muſt not leave Ye, 
And till ye beat me dead, I will not leave ve, 
By what ye hold moſt precious, by Heav'n's Goodneſs, 
As your fair Youth may proſper, good Sir, tell me : 
My Mind believes yet ſomething's in my Pow'r. 
May eaſe you of this Trouble, 
050 I will tell thee: 
For a hundred thouſand Crowns upon my cee 
Ten up of Merchants to ſupply my Trafficks, 
The Winds and Weather envying of my Fortune, 
And no Return to help me off, yet ſne wing: 
To morrow, Clauſe, to morrow, which muſt come, 
In Priſon thou ſhalt find me poor and broken. 
Ger. I.cannot blame your Grief, Sir. 
Goſ. Now, what ſay'ſt thou? 
Ger. I fay you ſhow not ſhrink, for he that gave ye, 
Can give you more; his Pow'r can bring you oft, Sir, 
When Friends and all forſake ye, yet he ſecs you. 
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Goſ.. There's all my hope; © 
Ger. Hope ſtill, Sir; are you yd I 

Within the compaſs of a Day, good mare bh 

To Pay this Maſs of Mony? 

Gof. Ev'n to Morrow: 


But why do I ſtand mocking of my Miſery? - 


Is't not enough the Floods and Friends orga mer 

Ger. Will no leſs ſerve? 
Goſ. What if it would? 
Ger. Your Patience, | 

I do not ask to mock ye: *Tis a g. Sum, 

A Sum for mighty Men to ſtart and ſtick at; 

But not for honeſt. Have ye no Friends 2 ye, 

None that have felt your Bounty? Worth this Duty? ? 
Go/. Duty? Thou know'ſt it not. 8 
Ger. It is a Duty, N 

And as a Duty, from thoſe Men have felt * 

Should be return'd again: I have gainꝰd by ye, 

A daily Alms theſe ſev'n Vears you have ſhowr'd on me, 

Will half ſupply your want? 

C Why do'ſt thou fool me? 

Canſt thou work Miracles? 

Ger. To ſave my Maſter, 


I can work this. 


Goſ. Thou'lt make me angry wi thee. 1 
Ger. For doing good : ? 
Go/. What pow'r haſt thou? 
Ger. Enquire not: 
So I can do it, to preſerve my Maſter z 


, Nay if it be three parts. 


Go. O that I had it, 


But good Clauſe, talk no more, I feel thy Charity, 


As thou haſt felt mine : But alas! 
Ger. Diſtruſt not, | 
Tis that that quenches ye: pull up your Spirit, 


Vour good, your honeſt, and your noble Spirit; 


For if the Fortunes of ten thouſand People 

Can fave ye, reſt aſſur d. You have forgot, Sir, 

The good yedid, which was the Pow'r you gave me; 

Ye ſhall now know the King of Beggars Treaſure : 4 
An 


A 
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E 
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And let the Winds blow as they liſt, the Seas roar, 
Yet, here to morrow you ſhall find your Harbour. 
Here fail me not, for if I live Pl fit ye. IEG 
C/. How fain I wou'd believe Fee * 
er, If I lye, Maſter, 
Believe no Man hereafter. 
Go/. I will try thee, ; 
But he knows, that knows all. 
Ger. Know me to morrow, 2 
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me; = 
So pals in Peace, wy beſt, my worthict Me. . 


＋ 


F N * MEE: i 


Euer Hubert, like | a Eden, y i 58 


Hub. Thus have I ſtoln away diſguis d from Hempalivle 
To try theſe People, for my Heart yet tells me 
Some of theſe Beggars are the Men I look fon:: 
Appearing like my ſelf, they have no Reaſon, 
Though my Intent is fair, my main End honeſt, 

But to avoid me narrowly; that Face too, nf 1%. 
That Womans Face, how near it is! O may it 
But prove the ſame, and Fortune how I' bleſs thee! 
Thus, ſure they cannot know me, or ſuſpect me, 

If to my Habit I but change my Nature 
As 1 bref do; this is the Wood they live in, | 

A Place fit for concealment: Where, till Fortune 
Crown me with that I ſeek, I'll live amongſt em Cu. 


Euter Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Ginks and the rt, 
with the Boors. 


Hig. Come bring em out, for here we ſit in joſie: ; 
Give to each one a Cudgel, a good Cudgel : | 
And now attend our Sentence. That you are . 
And miſchievous baſe Raſcals, there 8 the pn NOW © 
I take it, is confeſs'd. 

Prigg. Deny it if you dare, e 
Boors. We are Rogues, Sir. 
Hig. To amplify the matter. Rogues ye are, 
C « e And 


* 
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And © lamb'd ye ſhall be ere we leave Je. ; 5 bi 
Boors. Yes, Sir. 1 1 
Hig. And to the open handling of our Juſtice,” — 
Why did ye this upon the proper Perſon 
Of our good Maſter ? Were you drunk when, you did * 5 
Boors. Yes indeed were we. 
Prigg. You ſhall be beaten ſober. 
Hig. Was it for Want you undertook it? 1 
Boors. Ves, Sir. te 5 
Hg. You ſhall be ſwing'd abun,” 
Prigg. And yet for all that, 
Lou of be poor Rogues ſtil]. . 
Hig. Has not the Gentleman, ' #7 [man 
Pray mark this point, Brother Prigę, that noble Gentle · 
Reliev'd ye often, found ye means tp live by, 
By imploy ing ſome at Sea, ſome here, ſome there; 
According to your Callings ? ? | 
Boors. *Tis moſt true, Sir. 
Hig. Is not the Man an honeſt Man ? 
 Boors. Yes truly. 
Hig. A liberal Gentleman? And as ye are true Raſcal 


Tell me but this, have ye not been 7975 and often, 
At his Charge? + 1 


Boors. Often, often. 4 bas atm 5: 0 

Hig. There's the — And or FT 
They've caſt themſelves, Brother Pri | 

Prigg. A ſhrewd point, Brother. 


Hig. Brother, x otras, you now 3 the Cauſe i 1s open, 
I'm ſomewhat weary. 


Prigg. Can you do theſe e I | 3 
You moſt abominable ſtinking Raſcals, 1 WY 
SY 'Turnip-eating Rogues, GEE 

Boors. We are truly forry. Ati 

Prigg. Knock at your: hard Hearts, Rogues, 1 

pen 7 15: 

Give us a ſign you. feel Compunttion, 
Every Man up with's Cudgel, and on his Neighbour 
Beſtow ſuch Alms, till we Thal ang oped 


29 Soundly beaten, 


For 


e | 
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(17) (For there your Sentence lies) without rt pe = 
her of Head, or Hide, Roguts, without ſparin 8˙ 
Or we ſhall take the pains to beat view dead elſe: 8 
You ſhall know yeur Don. 99 
Hig. One, two, and three, about it. 
Prigg. T UN Fellow i in the blue has true is Corpuniti, 


[ Boors beat one — 
He beats his Fellow anively; oh, well ſtruck Boys." 


Enter Gerrard. a 7 


- Hig. Up with that blue Breech, now plays he the Devil 


So get ye home, Drink ſmall Bcer, and 0 er | | 
Call in the Gentleman. nid vas 1 1 


Ger. Do, bring him preſently, F194 
His Cauſe 1/ll hear my ſelt. 


Enter Elempekirke. S 


Hig. Prige. With all due Renee 
We do reſign, Sir. 
Cer. Now, huffing Sir, what's your Name? 
Hemp. What's that to you, Sir? - 
Ger. It ſhall be, ere we part. 
Hemp. My Name is Flempskirke, | | *' 
I follow the Earl, which you ſhall feel. 
Ger. No threatning, | 
For we ſhall cool you, Sir; why didſt thou bach 
Attempt the Murder of the Merchant Gofwin ? 
Hemp. What pow'r haſt thou to ask me? 
Ger. I will know it, 
Or flay thee till thy Pain diſcover i Wl $100; 
Hemp. He did me wrong, baſe wrong. 
Ger. That cannot ſave ye. 
Who ſent you hither? And what further Villanies 
Have you in Hand? 2 
Hemp. Why wou'dſt thou know? W hat profit, 
If I had any private way, cou'd rife 
Out of my Knowledge, to do thee Commodity? 
Be ſorry 4 what thou'ſt done, and make amends Fool, 


(17) For there our Sentence lies wolthew Partiality , 
Either of Head or Hide,] So pointed in former Editions, 


Pl 


A Voice ſhall make the Foreſt ring about him, 


That knows all Chaſes, and can watch all Houis, 
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V1] talk. no further to thee; nor theſe duet Pack 
Ger. Tye him, to. that Tne, . to wit. | 
Hemp. I have told you whom 1 un e ho or 
Ger, The Dev'l you ſhou'd, do, by your Villanies,”. 

Now he that has the beſt way, wring it from: dim 

Hi. 1 undertake it: Turn him to the Sun, Boys; 

Give me a fine ſharp Ruſh; will ye confeſs yet? 
Hemp. Tou have robly d me already, now you'll mur. 

der me. [Sir ? 


Hig. Murder your Noſe a little: Does 222 Head Purge, (18) 


To it again, *will do ye: ou» Sing 

"Hemp. Ob. . 

J cannot tell you any thing. #1 = BY 

Ger. Proceed then. 155 tf — < 
Hig. There's Maggots in your! Noſe, " fetch" 


] 
Hemp. O my Head breaks. 
Hig. The beſt thing for the Rheum, Sir, 3 N 
That falls into your * Eyes. ren 2 
Hemp. Hold, hold. „i en in ©D 9. 


Ger. Speak tien. MG Sete OY ee 
Hemp. I know 3 Mach 166.77, en 
Hg. It hes in's Brain yet,, 2 T 
In lumps it lies, Ill fetch it out the fineſt; e T 
What pretty Faces the Fool makes | 7 Height , 
Hemp. Hold, CIT 1 
Hold, and Þ'Il tel ye all; look in Fr Double, | 
And there, within the lining | in a E b 1799 , | 
You ſhall find all. ER 


Ger. Go fetch that Paper hither, "I % BY 


And let him looſe for tan mine! 4: 4 bol: walk 40 


Enter Hubert. 


Hubs Good Ev'n; iy honeſt Friend 
Ger. Good Ev'n, good Fellow. ''- | 1 
Hub. May a poor Huntſman, with a merry ken, 


Get leave to live amongſt ye? True as Steel, Boys? 


And with my Quarter-ſtaff, though the Devil bid ſtand, 
Deal. ſuch an Alms, ſhall make him roar again ? : 
Pric 


— * 
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prick Mo the fearful Hens through S ways, ſheep- ; 
Walks, np Li r 
And force the crafty Rena climb the Quickſets; 
Rouſe ye the lofty Stag, and with my Bell- horn 
Ring him a knell, that all the Woods ſhall mourn him. 
Till in his Funeral Tears, he fall before me? 
The Polcat, Marterne, and the rich skin'd F 
know to chaſe, the Roe the Wind out · ſtripping; * 
Irin himſelf, in all his bloody Anger 
(18) I can beat from the Bay, and the wild Sounder 
Single, and with my Boar-ſtaff arm'd, thus turn, 
Spight of his foamy Tuſhes, and thus tis him; ö 
Till he fall down my Feaſt. 
Ger. A goodly Fellow. 2, I 
Hub. What mak'ſt thee. here, ha [ Aide. 
Ger. We accept thy Fellowſhip | | 
Hub. Hempskirke, thou art not rige 1 fear, I fear thee. 


[4 . 
Enter Ferret, with 4 Letter. 7 


Fer. Here is the 77 50 And as he ſaid we found i it. 
Ger. Give me it, I ſhall make a ſhift yet, old as lam, 
To find your Knavery: ou are ſent here, Sirrab, 
To diſcover certain Gentlemen, a Spy-knave, oy 
And if ye find *em, if not by Perſuaſion. 04.4 
To bring 'em back, by Poiſon to diſpatch" UL LN 
Hub. By Poiſon, ha? 
Ger. Here is another, Hubert; 
What is that Hubert, Sir??)h 
Hemp. You may perceive there. 


187 2 And the wild Sounder | 

Single, and with my arm'd Staff, turn the Boar,] The ks 
Dictionary in which I can find Sounder makes it the ſame with the 
wild Boar, and ſo Mr. Sympſon thought it, and agreed with me 
that the mention of both in the ſame * was a Tautology, which 
our Authors would ſcarcely be guilty of. I therefore endeavoured 
by the Change of a Monoſyllable and a Tranſpoſition of de Words 
to amend it. I have ventur'd my Conje&ure into the Text, but 
muſt ewn that I have not his Aſſent. who ſince thinks that Sounder 


may ſignify a Herd of wild Boars. But 0 fingle a Herd 9 N Bears 


ſeems to me an Expreſſion more — chan the 


autology 
we want to get rid of. | 


Ger. 
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Ser. I may perceive a Villany, and a rank one; 
Was he join'd Partner of thy Dy 7. / : 
Hemp. No. 
He had an honeft end, (wou'd I had had ſo,) 
Which makes him ſcape ſuch Cut-throats. * 
Ger. So it ſeems. | 
For here thou art commanded, whey that Hubert 
Has done his beſt and worthieſt Service, this way 
To cut his Throat, for here he's ſet down dangerous 
Hub. This is moſt | impious. [1 
Ger. I am glad we've found” W 
Is not this true? l 
Hemp. Yes; what are you the better? 


Ger. You ſhall perceive, Sir, ere you get your Freedom: 


Take him aſide, and, Friend, we take thee to us, 
Into our Company; thou dar'ſt ve true to us? 

Hig. Ay, and Obedient too? BY 

Hub. As you had bred me. 

Ger. Then take our Hand: Thou'rt now a Servant to us, 
Welcome him all. 

Hig. Stand off, ſtand off: FII do it, | 
We bid ye welcome three ways; firſt for your Perſon, 


Which is a promiſing Perſon ; next for your e 4 


Which is a decent, and a gentle Quality; 

Laſt for the frequent means you have to feed us, 

You can ſteal *tis to be preſum'd. 
Hub. Yes, Veniſon, 

And if you want 
Hig. *Tis well you underſtand FETs and 

Shall practiſe daily: You can drink too? Hub. Soundly. 
Hig. 1 ye dare En a Wenne from a e 

coc 

Hub. If 1 handle her. 
Ger, Now ſwear him. 

Hig. I crown thy 3* nab, with a gag of Bad, 

' And ** fall thee by the 33 Seem into the 3+ Clows, 
To mand on the Pad, and 3* ftrike all the Cheats; 


30. Head. 31. Pot of good Ale. 32, Iaſtal. 33. Oath. 34. 


Rogues. 35. Rob all you meet. 
To 
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To 35 Mill from the. 37. Ruffmans, | and n 

and *? Slates, 

4 Twang dell's, the! firomel, and let the: Quire Cuffim: 

And ** Herman. Beckirine, and“ trine to the +5 Ruin, 
Ger, Now interpret this unto him. 

Hig. I pour on thy Pate a pot of good Ale, 

(19) And by the Rogues Oath a Rogue thee Inſtal: 

To beg on the way, to rob.all thou meets ; | 

To ſteal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Sheets: 

And lie with thy Wench in the Straw till ſhe twang, 

Let the Conſtable, Juſtice, and Devil go * 

Hig. You're welcome, Brother. 
All. Welcome, welcome, welcome; 3 

But who ſhall have the keeping 

Of this Fellow? | 
Hub. Sir, if you dare but truſt me; | 

(20) For I have kept wild Dogs and Beaſts for wondet, 

And made em tame too: Give into my Cuſtody | 

This roaring Raſcal, I ſhall hamper him, 2 

With all his Knacks and Knaveries, and L fear me 8 5 

Diſcover yet a further Villany in him ; a. | 

O he ſmells rank o'th' Raſcal. | 
Ger. Take him to thee, 

But if he ſcape 
Hub. Let me be ev'n hang'd * him, 

Come, Sir, Ill tye ye to the leaſh, 

Hemp. Away, Raſcal. Me 105 

Hub. Be not fo ſtubborn: I ſhall lige ye ſoundly, 
And ye play tricks with me. 

Ger, So, now come 1n, 

But ever have an eye, Sir, to your Priſoner. be. 
Hub. He muſt blind both mine Eyes, if he get from 
Ger, Go get ſome A and ſome Drink, ſome 

good Drink; | 


36 Rob. 37. Hedges. 38. Shirts. 39. Sheets, 40. Lie with Maids. 
41. Hay. 42. Juſtice of Peace. 43. Beadle. 44. Hang. 45. Devil. 
(19) — 0%] Former Editions. Mr. Theobald and I concurred 
in — Emendation. 


(20) For 1 have kept) The (if] hurts the Senſe here, and ſeems 
YN to have, crept into this Line from that above. 
5 For 
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For this day we'll keep holy to good Fortune, 
Come, and be frolick with us. 

"Hig. You are a Stranger, Brother, I pray lead, 


You muſt, 1 muſt, ebener I'erkcun. 


% E N K* 2 57 0 
Enter Goſwin and Gertrude. | 


Gert. Indeed you're welcome: I have Wear your | foams 


And therefore give her leave, that only loves you; 

Truly and dearly loves you, give her Joy leave 

To bid you welcome: What is't makes you 22. Man? 

Why do you look ſo wild? Is't I offend you? 

Beſhrew my Heart, not willingly. | 
£2: No, Gertrude. 

ert. Ist the delay of that you Bag have Jook'd for, 

A happy Marriage? Now I come to urge it. 

Now = you pleaſe to finiſh it ? | 
G. No News yet? 5 

Sert. D'you hear, Sir? 

Goſ. Yes. 

Gert. D'you love me? 

Goſ. Have I liv'd 
In all the happineſs Fortune could Kit me, 
In all Mens fair Opinions ? 

Gert. I have provided 
A Prieſt, that's ready for us. 

Go. And can the Devil, 

In one ten Days, that Devil Chance devour me? 
Gert. We'll fly t' what Place you pleaſe, _ 
*Gof. No Star prof] perous! 

All at a ſwoop? 

Gert. You do not love me, Goſwin ? 

Tou will not look upon me? 

Goſ. Can Mens Prayers, 

Shot up to Heav'n with ſuch a Zeal as mine are, 

Fall back like lazy Miſts, and never proſper ?.. 

Gives 1 muſt wear, and cold muſt be my Comfort; 

Darkness, and want of Meat; alas the weeps too, 


Which 


Un, 
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Which is the top of all my Sorrows, Gertrude. , 
Gert. No, no, you'witll not know me; my poor Beauty, 
Which has been worth your Eyes. 
Go. The Time grows on ſtill yl ß 
And like a tumbling Wave, I ſee my! uin 
Come rowling over me. 
Gert. Yet will ye 10 me? | 
Goſ.: For a hundred thouſand Crowns, | 1 
Gert. Yet will ye love me? e 
Tell me but how I have defery?d our lighting? Rr 
Goſ. For a hundred thouſand C He XY 1 5 
Gert. Farewel Difſembler. ; 
Goſ. Of which I have ſcarce ten: 0 ite it bes mei 
Gert. And may the next you love, hearing my Ruin — 
Goſ. 1 had forgot my ſelf, O my beſt Gertrude, 
Crown of my Joys and Comforts, | 
Gert. Sweet, what ails ye? B 
I thought you had been vext with me. ng 
'Goſ. My Mind, Wench, —© | 
My Mind oerflow'd' with Sorrow, ie my e 
Gert. Am I not worthy of the Knowledge of it? 200 
And cannot I as well affect your Sorrows, _ 
As your — ? You hv no other Woman! of 
G. No, I proteſt. nt 
Gert. You Wee no Ships loft lately? wed ers 
Goſ. None, that 1 know Ʒff. | 
Gert. I hope you have ſpilt no Blood, whoſe nnocence 
= lay this on your Conſcience. 
of. Clear, by Heav un. 2 * 
Gert. Why ſhould you be thos then? 1 
G. Good Gertrude ask not, een 
Ey n by the Love you bear me. waves, 12 
Gert. I am obedient. 5 
G0. Go in, my fair, 1 vil pot be — from 7e. 
Nor long l fear me with thee,” At _ Retunn 
Dil ſe me as you pleaſmddmgꝓ. NN 
t. The good Gods guide ye. fe (Ext 
E Now for my ſelf, which Eibe leaf I hope for, 


And when that fails for Mans vorſt F. ortune, . LExit. 


ACT 


—y—ͤ— — 
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% TIO 


Enter Goſwin, and tt — 1 7 oY Y 
G0. WHY Cendemen, "tis but a Week more, Ji in- 


treat you 
But ſeven ſhort * a6 Lam not running from ye; 
Nor, if you give me Patience, is it poſſible 
All my Adventures fail; you have Ships abroad 
Endure the beating both of Wind and — | 
Pin ſure *rwould vex your Hearts, to be re 5 
e' re all fair Merchants. r 30) od. 
1 Mer. Yes, and muſt have fair - La Toy A 
There! is no living here elſe; one hour's failing 
| | Fails us of all our Friends, of all: our Credit: : 
| For my part, I would ſtay, but Wr wants * me, 
| 1 muſt wrong others in't. * 
 Gof. No mercy in xen f 
2 Mer. Tis fooliſh to depend on AR Mercy: : 
Keep your ſelf right, and cen cut your Cloth, Sir, 
2 According to your calling; you have liv'd here 
| In Lord-like Prodigality, high, and open, 
And now you find what *tis : The lib'ral pending 


N 
I 


The Summer of your Youth, which you ſhou'd . in, 
And like the labouring Ant, make uſe wo gain of, 
| | Has brought this bitter, Sony Winter on e, We, 
And now you cry. 

3 Mer. Alas, before your Poverty, 
We were no Men, of no Mark, no 1 12855 
You ſtood alone, took up all Trade, all Buſineſs, ..: 
Running through your Hands, ſcarce. a Sail at Sea, 

But loaden with your Goods : We poor weak Pedlars; 
When by your leave, and much intreaty to it, 
We cou'd have ſtowage for a little Cloth, |  _ , 
Or a few Wines, put off, and thankt your Worſhip. / 7 
Lord, how the World's ang dw wich * Now 1 hope, 
We ſhall have Sca-room. 1545 74 Is 
64% Is my Miſery. bu 
Become my Scorn too! Haye ye no Haan 3 8 
1985 0 


1- 


I am not worth thy Bleſſing. 


Pay the poor pelting Knaves, that know no Goodneſs: 


1 muſt not take'it of thee, *twill undo me. 
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No part of Men left ? Are all th' Bounties in me 
To you, and to the Town, turn'd my Reproaches? 

4 Mer. Well, get your Monies ready: *Tis but two 
We ſhall proteſt ye elſe, and ſuddenly. * hours; ; 

Goſ. But two Days. 

1 Mer. Not an Hour, ye know the hazard. [ Exeunt; 

Goſ. How ſoon my light's put out! Hard-hearted Bruges! 
Within thy Walls may never honeſt Merchant = 
Venture his Fortunes more: O my poor Wench too. 8 


Enter Gerrard. 


Ger. Good Fortune, Maſter. 
Geſ. Thou miſtak'ſt me, Clauſe, 


Ger. Still a ſad Man! 


Enter Hi iggen and Prigg, like Portess. 


No belief, gentle Maſter? Come bring it in then, 
And now believe your Beadſman. 

Gof. Is this certain? 
Or doſt thou work upon my troubled Senſe? 

Ger. Tis Gold, Sir, 
Take it and try it. 

Goſ. Certainly *tis Treaſure; 
Can there be yet this Bleſſing ? 

Ger, Ceaſe your wonder, 
You ſhall not ſink for ner a ſowſt Flap-dragori, 
For ne er a pickl'd Pilcher of *em all, Sir. 
*Tis there, your full Sum, a hundred thouſand Crowns * 
And good ſweet Maſter, now be merry ; pay *em, 


— 
_ — _ 
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And chear your Heart up handſomely. 
Goſ. Good Clauſe, 


How cam'ſt thou by this mighty Sum? if naughtily, 


Ger, Fear not, you have it by as honeſt means 
As though your Father gave it. Sir, you know not © 
To what a Maſs, the little we get daily, 
Mounts in ſev'n Years ; we beg it for Heav'n's Charity, 
And to the ſame good we are bound to _ TE 
"FOE L, II. | D d 60. 
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Goſ. What great Security? 
Ger. Away with that, Sir, 


Were not ye more than all the Men in — 4 3 


And all the Mony in my Thoughts- 
Goſ. But good Clauſe, 


1 may die preſently. 


Ger. Then this dies with ye: 


: Pay when you can, good Maſter, Pll no Parchments, 


Only this Charity I ſhall intreat you, 


Leave me this Ring. 


Gof. Alas, it is too poor, Clauſe: 
Ger. *Tis all I ask, and this withal, that when 

I ſhall deliver this back, you ſhall grant me 

Freely one poor Petition. 
Goſ. There, I confirm it, [Gives the Ring. 


And may my Faith forſake me when I ſhun it. 


Ger. Away, your Time draws on. Take up the Mony, 
And follow this young Gentleman. 

GC. Farewel Clauſe, 
And may thy honeſt Memory live for ever. 

Ger, Heav'n bleſs you, and ſtill keep you; farewel, 


Maſter, [Exeunt. 
. II. 
Enter Hubert. 
Hub. I have lock*d my Youth up cloſe enough for gad- 
In an old Tree, and ſet watch over him, ding. 


Enter Jaculin. 


Now for my Love, for ſure this Wench muſt be © 
She follows me; Come hither, pretty Minche. 
Fac. No, no, you'll kiſs. 
Hub. So I will. 
ac. Y*deed law ? 


| How: will ye kiſs me, pray you ? 


Hub. Thus, ----- ſoft as my Love's LW. 
Jac. Oh! | 
Hub. What s your Father's Name? 
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ac. He's gone to Heav'n. | 

2 Is it not Gerrard, Sweet? 

Fac. Il ſtay no longer; 

My Mother's an old Woman, and my Brother 


Was drown'd at Sea, with catching: Cockles. O Love 


O how my Heart melts in me: How thou fir'ſt me! 
Hub. Tis certain ſhe; pray let me tee your Hand, 
Fac, No, no, you'll bite it. [Sweet ? 
Hub. Sure 1 ſhould know that penal bo 
Fac, Tis certain he: I had forgot my * too. 
O Hubert ! Hubert ! 
Hub. Ha! methought ſhe nam'd me 
Do you know me, Chick ? 
Fac. No indeed, I never ſaw ye; 
But methinks you kis finely. 
Hub. Kiſs again then. 
By Heav'n *tis ſhe. | 
Fac. O what a Joy he brings ant 
Hub. You are not Minche ? _ 
Jac. Yes, pretty Gentleman, 
And I muſt be marry'd to morrow to a Ca 
Hub. Muſt ye, my Sweet, and does the Capper: love ye? 
Fac, Yes, yes, he'll give me Pie, and look in mine Eyes 
'Tis he: *Tis my dear Love: O bleſt Fortune. thus. 
Hub. How fain ſhe would conceal her elf, yet ſhews it! 
Will you love me, and leave that Man ? I I lerve you. 
Fac, OI ſhall loſe my ſelf! 
Hub, I'll wait upon you, 
= make you dainty Noſegays. 
Fac. * 


For your fair Head. 
Jac. And will you love me deed-law ? 
Hub. With all my Heart, 


Fac, Call me to morrow then, 


And we'll have brave cheer, and go to Church nikki: 5 


Give you good Ev'n, Sir. 
Hub. But one word, fair Minche. | 5 
2 I muſt be gone a Milking. 
Hub. Ye ſhall preſently. i | 
Dd 2 Did 


where will yqu ſtick em? [Lillies - 
Hub. Here in thy Boſom, Sweet, and make a Crown of 
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Did you ne'er hear of a young Maid call'd Faculin ? 
Jac. I am diſcover'd; hark in your Ear, I'll tell ye: 
You muſt not know me, kiſs and be conſtant ever. 


Hub. Heav'n curſe me elſe. Tis ſhe, and now I'm certain 
They are all here. Now for my other Project. ¶ Exeunt, 


e e e 
Enter Goſwin, four Merchants, Higgen, and | Prigg. 


' 1 Mer. Nay, if *twould do you courteſie. 
-Goſ. None at all, Sir: 
Take it, tis yours, there's your ten thouſand for ye, 
Give in my Bills. Your ſixteen, | 
3 Mer. Pray be pleas'd, Sir, 
To make a further uſe, 
Cc. No. | x 
3 Mer. What I have, Sir, | i 
You may command ; pray let me be your Servant. 
S6. Put your Hats on: I care not for your courteſies, 
They're moſt untimely done, and no truth in 'em. 
2 Mer. I have a fraught of Pepper. 
Geof. Rot your Pepper, KA 
Shall I truſt you again ? There's your ſeven thouſand. 
4 Mer. Or if you want fine Sugar, tis but ſending. 
Goſ. No, I can fend to Barbary, thoſe People 
That never yet knew Faith, have nobler freedoms : 
Theſe carry to Yanleck, and take my Bills in, 
To Peter Zuten theſe : Bring back my Jewels. 
(21) Why are theſe Pieces? [Guns fir d. 


Sail. Health to the noble Merchant, 
The Suſan is return'd. 
Goſ. Well? | 
Sail. Well, and rich, Sir, 
And now put in. 


(21) Why are theſe Pieces ?] The Senſe which is now ſo clear, 
was obſcure to me, till Mr. Sympſon added the Marginal Note, 0 
: 1, P 1 


Editors ſhould ſee that this was wrong, 
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Goſ. Heav'n, thou haſt heard my Pray*rs. 
Sail. The brave Rebeccab too, bound from the Straits, 


With the next Tide is ready to put after. 


Goſ. What News o'th' Fly- boat? 

Sail. If this Wind hold *cill Midnight, 
She will be here, and wealthy, ſhe ſcap'd fairly. 

G0ſ. How, prithee, Sailor? | 

Sail. Thus, Sir; ſhe had fight, 
Seven hours together, with ſix Turk; Gallies, 
And ſhe fought bravely ; but at length was boarded | 
And overlaid with Sg When preſently 
Comes boring up the wind Captain Vannote, 
That valiant Gentleman you redeem'd from Priſon; 
He knew the Boat, ſet in, and fought it bravely: 

eat all the Gallies off, ſunk three, redeem'd her, 
And as a Service to ye ' ſent” her home, Sir, 


G,. An honeſt noble Captain, and a thankful; | I Sailor. 


There's for thy News: Go drink the Merchant's Health, 


Sail. I thank your Bounty, ana II doꝰt t' a Doit, Sir. 
[ Exit Sailor. 


1 Mer. What Miracles are pour'd upon this Fellow ! 


(22) Gof. This Year, I hope, my Friends, I ſhall ſcape 
For all your cares to catch me. [Priſon, 


2 Mer. You may pleaſe, Sir, 


To think of your poor Servants in Diſpſcifare; 


Whoſeall they have, Goods, Montes, are at your Service. 
Go. I thank you, 
When I have a of you I ſhall forget you : 


| You're paid, I hope. 


"= We j joy in your good Fortunes. 
Enter Vandunk. 


Vand. Come, Sir, come take your eaſe, you muſt go 
Yonder's one weeps and howls, 


(22) This here, I hope,] Any one that attends to the Senſe would at 


_ = the Corruption, and diſcover the true Word, Mr. Theobald, 

npſon and I agreed in the Correction, and tis confirmed by 
the the of Folio, which reads Ye are, *Tis ns „that the following 
not Se what was 


right. | 


[homew! me, 


" 
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S Geof. Alas how does ue: 
Vand. She will be better ſoon, I hope. oe 

Goſ. Why ſoon, Sir? 2 -.{Night, 

Vand. Why when you have her in your Arms; this 


My Boy, ſhe is thy Wife. | 
_ Gof. With all my Heart I take her. 


Land. We have prepar'd, all thy Friends will be there, 
And all my Rooms ſhall ſmoak to ſee the Revel; _. a 
Thou haſt been wrong d, and no more ſhall my Service 
Wait on the Knave her Uncle. I have heard all, | 
All his Baits for my Boy, but-thou ſhalt have her ; h 
Haſt thou diſpatch'd thy Buſineſs ?. | 

Goſ. Moſt—— © 

Vand, By the Maſs, Boy, © Ine P 

Thou tumbleſt now in Wealth, and I joy in it, 
Thou'rt the beſt Boy that Bruges ever nouriſh'd. 
Thou haſt been fad, I'll cheer thee up with Sack, 
And when thou ert luſty fling thee to thy Miſtreſs, 
She'll hug thee, Sirrah, . 1 
60%. J long to ſee it. | 
I had forgot you: There's for you, my Friends: 
You had but heavy burthens; commend my Love, 
(23) Commend my beſt Love, all the Love I have | 
To honeſt Clauſe, ſhortly I'll thank him better, ¶ Exit. 

Hig. By th* Maſs a Royal Merchant, E 

Gold by the handful, here will be ſport ſoon, Prigg. 
Prigg. It partly ſeems fo, and here will I be in a trice. 

Hig. And I Boy, Ld 127 

Away apace, we are look'd for. 
Perigg. Oh theſe bak'd Meats, 
Methinks I ſmell them hither. _ 

Hig. Thy Mouth waters, I [ Exennt, 

(23) - Commend my Loe 8. | 

To my bet Love, ] However great a Friend Clauſe had been, 

 Goſwin would icarcely call him his Love, a Term appropriated to 
Lovers of different Sexes. Beſides this, the Meaſure is ſpoil'd ; which, 
with the former Proof, almoſt demonſtrates the Paſſage to be cor- 
rupt. A Repetition of the Verb Commend eſſectually cures it; and 
J have often found, that where the Senſe and Meaſure both require 


a Repetition of a Word, the Printer omits it ; 2 it for granted, 
that all Repetitions of the ſame Words muſt be Miſtakes, uſe 


they generally are 40, ON 
| SCENE 


* 


D 
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EF | Enter Huber and Hempdkirk. 
, | Hab. I muſt not. 
e, Hemp. Why ? 'tis in thy power to do it, | 


And in mine to reward thee to thy Wiſhes. 

Hub, I dare not, nor I will not. 

Hemp. Gentle Huntſman, | 
Though thou haſt kept me hard: Though in thy Duty, 
Which is requir'd to do it, th'aſt us d me ſtubbornly; 

I can forgive thee freely. ; s 
Hub. You the Earl's Servant? | | 
Hemp. I ſwear l'm near as his own Thoughts e to him; 

Able to do thee—— 
Hub. Come, come, leave your prating. 

Hemp. If thou dar*ſt but try. 

Hub. T thank you heartily, you will be 
The firſt Man that will hang me, a ſweet Recompence; 

J could do't, but I do not ſay I will, 

To any honeſt Fellow that wou'd think on 't, 

_ be a Benefaftor. 

Hemp. Ift be not recompenc'd, and t thy own n 7 

Within theſe ten Days if I do not make thee 

Hub. What, 

A falſe Knave ! 

Hemp. Prithee, conceive me rightly, any thing 
Of Profit or of Place that may advance thee. * 

Hub. Why what a Gooſecap wou'dlt thou make me, 
Don't I know 
That Men in Miſery will promiſe any thing, 

More than their Lives can reach at? Hemp. B'lieve me, 

There ſhall not one ſhort Syllable that now | Huntſman, 

Comes from me, paſs without its full Performance, | 

RY Say you ſo, Sir? 

Have ye e'er a good Place for my Quality ? | 
Hemp. A thouſand Chaſes, Foreſts, Parks: I'll make thee 

Chief Ranger over all the Games. | 


Hub. When? | 
Dd4 . Hemp. 
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Hemp. Preſently. Itoo. 
Hub. This may provoke me: And yet to prove a Knave 
Hemp. Tis to prove honeſt : - Tis to do gqpd Service, 

Service for him thou*rt ſworn to, for thy Prince, 

Then for thy ſelf that good; what Fool would live here, 
Poor, and in Mis'ry, abject to all Dangers, ' 

Law, and lewd People, can inflict, when bravely 

| And to. himſelf he may be Law and Credit ? 
Hub. Shall I believe thee ? * 
Huenp. As that thou holdſt moſt holy. 
Hub. Ye may play Tricks. 
_ Hemp. Then let me never live more. 
Hub. Then you ſhall ſee, Sir, I will do a Service 
That ſhall deſerve indeed. a 
Hemp. Tis well ſaid, Huntſman, 
And thou ſhalt be well thought of. 
Hub. I will do it:: 
Tis not your ſetting free, for that's meer nothing, 

But ſuch a Service, if the Earl be N N | 
He ſhall for ever love me. | ; 
Hemp. What is't, Huntſman ? 

Hub. Do you know an y of theſe People live here? | 
Hemp. No. 
Hub. You're a Fool then: Here be thoſe, to have 'em, 
I know the Earl ſo well, would make him caper. 
Hemp. Any of the old Lords that rebel'd ? 
Hub, Peace, all, | 
1 know em ew'ry one, and can betray ? 'em. 
Hemp. But wilt thou do this Service? 
Hub. If you'll keep 
1 our. Faith, and free word to me. 
Hemp. Wilr thou'ſwear me? 
Hub. No, no, I will believe ye: More than that too, 
Here's the right Heir. 
Hemp. O honeſt, honeſt Huntſman | Lmatter, 
Hub. Now, how to get theſe Gallants, there's the 
You will be conſtant, tis no work for me elſe, 
Hemp. Will the Sun ſhine again; 
Hub. The way to get em. | 
How. I It and it ſhall be done, 


Hub. 


e Buſh. = 
Hub. No Sli EF; 


(For they are gr, crafty, it concerns *em :) 
Nor Reconcilement, (for they dare not trulf way 
Muſt do this trick. 

Hemp. By Force? 
Hub. Ay, that muſt do it. 
And with the Perſon of the Earl hirnſelf, 
Authority, and mighty, muſt come on em: 5 
Or elſe in vain: And thus I'd have ye do it. 'em, 
To Morrow Night be here: A hundred Men will bear 
(So he be there, for he's both wiſe and valiant, 
And with his Terror will ſtrike dead their Forces) 
The hour be Twelve a Clock, now for a Guide 
To draw ye without danger on theſe Perſons, 
The Woods being thick, and hard to hit, my ſelf 
With ſome few with me, made unto our purpoſe, 
Beyond the Wood, upon the Plain, will wait ye 
By the great Oak. 

Hemp. I know it: Keep thy Faith, Huntſman, 
And ſuch a ſhow'r of Wealtn - 

Hub. I warrant ye: 
Miſs nothing that I tell ye. 

Hemp. No. 

Hub. Farewel; 

You have your Liberty, now afe it willy ; | 
And 3 your hour, go cloſer "on the Wood there, 
For fear they ſpy you. | 

Hemp. Well. 

Hub. And bring no noiſe with ye. x | 

Hemp. All ſhall be done to th* purpoſe: F ew Hunt. 
man. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Gerragd, Higgen, Prigg, Ginks, Snap, and F erret. 


Ger., Now; what's the News in Town? 
' Ginks. No News, but joy, Sir; 
Every Man wooing of the the noble Merchant, 
(24) Who ſends his hearty Commendations to ye, 
(24) Who has his hearty——} As an imperfe& Sentence, ſeems 


here, I ſuppoſe has to be wrong, and that either does 
or ſends was the Original. 


Fr. 


414 Beggars Buſh. 
Fer. Yes this is News, this Night he's to be married (20 
Ginks. By th* Maſs that's true, he marries Fandunb; 11 


(25) The dainty, black-ey'd Dell. - LDanghte, H. 
Hig. 1 would my Clapper | T] 
Hung in his Baldrick, ah what a Peal could I ring ? | 
Ger. Marry'd ? 7 
Ginks. *Tis very true, Sir. O the Pi \ H 
II piping-hot Mince-pies ! e 
Prigg. O the Plum- pottage Limb, ove E 
Hg. For one Leg of a Gooſe now would I venturea I 
J love a fat Gooſe, as I love Allegiance, þ 
 And——upon the Boors, too well they know it, I 


And therefore ſtarve their. Poultry, 


Ger. To be married Bebop on | 1 
To Yandunk's Daughter? | | 
Hig. O this precious Merchant: ; 


What ſport he'Il have? But hark you, Brother Prigg, 

Shall we do nothing in the foreſaid Wedding ? 
There's Mony to be got, and Meat, I take it, 5 
What think ye of a Moriſe? I: 

Prigg. No, by no means, : 
That goes no further than the Street, there leaves us, 
Now we muſt think of ſomething that may draw us 
Into the Bowels of i it, into th* Buttery, - 

Into the Kitchin, into the Cellar, ſomething 
That that old drunken Burgo-maſter loves, 
What think ye of a Waſſel? 

Hig. I think worthily. 

Prigg. And very fit it ſhould be, thou, and Ferret, 
And Ginks to ſing the Song: I for the Structure, 
Which is the Bowl. 

Hig. Which muſt be up-ſey Engliſh, 
Strong, luſty London Beer ; let's think more of it. 

Ger, He muſt not marry. 


Ener Hubert. 
Hub, By your leave in private, 
(25) ——Black-ey'd Bell. J This is Senſe, but as Dell ij the Cant 
Term made uſe of before in the Play for a young Laſs, Mr. Theo- 


bald and-Mr. Or both think the ſame Word was here _—_ 
ne 


"os Buſh. _ 
] (26) One word, Sir, with ye; Gerrard: Do not ſtart, Man, 
ts I know ye, and he knows ye, that beſt loves ye : 
r, Hubert ſpeaks to ye, and you mult be e 
| The time invites you to it. 
Ger. Make no ſhow then, _ 
I am glad to ſee ye, Sir; and I am Gerrard, 
How ſtand Affairs? _ | 
Hub. Fair, if ye dare now follow. 
Hempskirke I have let go, and theſe my cauſes, 
II tell ye privately, and how I have wrought him, 
And then to prove me honeſt to my Friends, | 
Look upon theſe Directions, you have ſeen his, 
Hig. Then will I ſpeak a Speech, and a brave Roe 
In praiſe of Merchants; where's the r 
Prigg. Take him, 
A gouty Bear- ward ſtole him th* other Day. | 
Hig. May his Bears worry him! that Ape had paid it, 
What dainty tricks? &--- (O that burſen > 3 7" Hs 
In his French Doublet, with his bliſter d Bullions, 
In a long ſtock ty'd up; O how daintily - 
Wou'd I have made him wait, and ſhift a Trencher, 
Carry a Cup of Wine? ten thouſand Stinks 
Wait on thy mangy hide, thou lowzy Bear- ward. 
Ger. *Tis paſſing well, I both believe and joy in't, 
And will be ready: Keep you here the mean while, 
And keep you in, I muſt a while forſake ye. 
Upon mine Anger no Man ſtir, this two hours. 
Hig. Not to the Weoding, Str ? | | 
Ger. Not any whither. 
Hig. The Wedding muſt be ſeen, Sir we want Meattoo, h 
We're horrible out of Meat. 
Prigg. Shall it be ſpoken, 
Fat Capons ſhak*d their Tails at's in Defiance? 2 
(27) And Turkey Tombs ſuch honourable Monuments, 
Shall Pigs, Sir, that the Parſon's ſelf would envy, - 
And dainty Ducks 


2 


26) — Do mot flart me,] Former Editions. Amended by Mr. 
Theobald. 


27 — I Tombs] i. e. Turkey Pies, i 
8... 
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Ger. Not a word more, obey me. [Exit Ger 

Hig. Why then come doleful Death, a is flat T yranay 
And _— Hand— * 

Hig. PII go lee upon? . Nen. [Exit Hig, 


Prigg. Nay, and there bea Wedding, and we wanting, 
Farewel our Happy Days: We do bey, Sir. _ [Excuy, 


Enter two young Merchants, © 


1 Mer. Well met, Sir, you are for this luſty Wedding, 
2 Mer. lam fo, fo are you, I take it. 
* Mer. Yes, 
And it much glads me, that to do him ſervice 
Who is the honour of our Trade, and roms Py 
We meet thus happily. * ? 
2 Mer. He's a noble Fellow, 
And well becomes a Bride of ſuch a Beauty. 


1 Mer. She's paſling fair indeed; long may their Loves 


Continue like their Youths, in ſpring of Sweetneſs, 
All the young Merchants will be here no doubt ont, 
For he that comes not to attend this Wedding, 
The curſe of a moſt blind one fall upon him, 

A loud Wike, and a lazy. Here's Yanlock. 


Enter Vanlock and Frances. 


vun. Well overtaken Gentlemen: Save ye. 
1 Mer. The ſame to you, Sir; fave ye fair W 
Frances, 
I would this happy N ight might make you bluſh too. 
Vanl. She dreams apace. 
Fran. That's but a drowſie Fortune. 
2 Mer. Nay take us with ye too; we come to that end, 
Tm ſure ye are for the Wedding, | 
Fanl. Hand and Heart, Man: 
And what their Feet can do, I cou'd ** ripe it 
Before this whorlgn Gout, 27 


Emer 
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Enter Clauſe, 


Cla. Bleſ ye Maſters. 4 
Vanl. Clauſe, how now, Clauſe ? thon art come to fs 
thy Maſter, | 


(And a good Maſter he is to all poor People,) 


In all his Joy, tis honeſtly done of thee. 
Cla. Long may he live, Sir, but my buſineſs now is 
If you wou'd pleaſe to do it, and to him too. 


Enter Goſwin, 


Yanl. He's here himſelf.” 
Goſ. Stand at the Door, my F ad b 


I pray walk in: Welcome fair Miſtreſs Frances, 
See what the Houle affords, there's a young Lady 
Will bid you welcome. 


Yanl. We joy your Happineſs. [ Exeunt. 
Goſ. J hope it will be ſo: Clauſe, nobly _ 


My honeſt, my beſt Friend, I have been careful 


To ſee thy Monies —— 

Cla. Sir, that brought not me, 

D'you know this Ring again? 
Go Thou hadſt it of me. . gave me 
Cla. And do you well remember yet, the boon you 

On the return of this? 

Goſ. Yes, and I grant it, | 
Be't what it will: Ask what thou canſt, ru do it; 
Within my pow'r. 

Cla. Ye are not married yet. 

Goſ. No. 

Cla. Faith I ſhall ask you that that will diſturb ye, 


But I muſt put ye to your Promiſe, 


Goſ. Do. 


And if faint and flinch in't 


Cla. Well ſaid Maſter, 

And yet it grieves me too: And yet it muſt be. 
Go. Prithee diſtruſt me not. 

Ca. You muſt not 


That's part of the pow'r you gave me; ; which to make up, | 
Yo! muſt preſently depart, and follow me. * 
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Goſ. Not marry, Clauſe ? 
Cla. Not if you keep your Promile, 
And give me pow'r to ask. 
Gof. Prithee think better, 
I will obey, by Heav'n. 
Cla. I've thought the beſt, Sir. 
Goſ. Give me thy Reaſon, do'ſt thou fear her Honeſty 
Cla. Chaſte as the Ice, for any thing I know, Sir, 
Goſ. Why ſhould*ſt thou light on that A ? to what 
Ca. I muſt not now diſcover, [ purpoſe ? 
Goſ. Muſt not marry? 
Shall I break now when my poor Heart i is pawn'd ? 
| When all the Preparation? 
Ca. Now or never. 
Goſ. Come, *tis not that thou would'ſt: Thou doſt 
but fright me. 
Cla. Upon my Soul it is, Sir, and 1 bind ye. 
Goſ. Clauſe, can'ſt thou be ſo cruel ? 
Cla. You may break, Sir, | 
But never more in my Thoughts appear honeſt. - 
Goſ. Didſt ever ſee her? 
Cla. No. 
Go She's ſuch a thing, 
O.Clauſe, ſhe's ſuch a Wonder, ſuch a Mirror, 
For Beauty, and fair Virtue, Europe has not 
Why haſt thou made me happy, to undo me? 
But look on her; then if thy Heart relent not, 
I'll quit her preſently: Who waits there? 
Ser. {within] Sir. 
Gof. Bid my fair Love come hither and the Company, 
Prithee be good unto me; take a Man's Heart 
And look upon her truly : Take a Friend's Heart 
And feel what Miſery muſt follow this. 
Cla. Take you a noble Heart and keep your Promile; 
I forſook all I had, to make you happy. 


Enter Gertrude, Vandunk, and the Merchants, 
Can that thing, calbd a Woman, ſtop your Goodneſs? 


Ca. Look there the is, deal with n me as thou wilt now, 
| Die ever ſee a fairer F 


Cle 
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cu. She's moſt goodly. 


Nor our good Mirth, he cannot ſtay long from her, 
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Goſ. Pray ye ſtand ſtill, | 


Gert. What ails my Love? 
G. Didſt ever, N 


By the fair light of Heav'n, behold a ſweeter? 
O that thou knew'ſt but Love, or ever felt him, 
Look well, look narrowly upon her Beauties. 


1 Mer. Sure hꝰas ſome ſtrange deſign in hand, he ſtarts ſo. 
2 Mer. This Beggar has a ſtrong Pow*r o'er his Pleaſure. 
Gof. View all her Body. : | 5 
Cla. Tis exact and excellent. 
Gof. Is ſhe a thing then to be loſt thus lightly ? 

Her Mind is ten times ſweeter, ten times nobler, 

And but to hear her ſpeak, a Paradiſe ; ' © 


And ſuch a Love ſhe bears to me, a chaſte Love, 


A virtuous, fair, and fruitful Love: Tis now too 
I'm ready to enjoy it; the Prieſt ready, Clauſe, 
To ſay the Holy Words ſhall make us happy 3 
This 1s a Cruelty beyond Man's Study, 
All theſe are ready, all our Joys are ready, 
And all the Expectation of our Friends, 
*T will be her Death to do it. 
Cla. Let her die then. 
Goſ. Thou canſt not: *Tis impoſſible. 
Qua. It muſt be. | [Clanſe, 
Gof. Twill kill me too, *twill murder me; by Heav'n, 
P11 give thee half I have; come thou ſhalt ſave me. 
Cla. Then you muſt go with me; I can ſtay no longer, 


If ye be true and noble. 


 Gof. Hard Heart, I'll follow: 


Pray y' all go in again, and pray be merry, 


I have a weighty buſineſs, give my Cloak there, 
. Enter Servant, with a Cloak. 


Concerns my Life and State, (make no Enquiry,) L | 


This preſent hour befaln me: With the ſooneſt © | 
I ſhall be here again: Nay pray go in, Sir, | — 
And take them with you, tis but a Night loſt, Gentlemen. 

Hand. Come, come in, well not loſe our Meat yet, 


Im 
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I'm ſure of that. 33 i 
Goſ. 1 will not ſtay; believe, Sir. 0 V 
Gertrude, a word with you. | 4 
Gert. Why is this flop, Sir? - 
. Gof. I have no more time left me, but to kiſs thee, - i 

And tell thee this, I'm ever thine: Farewel Wench. [ Ex, 
Gert. And is that all your Ceremony ? Is this a D 


__ Wedding? | Crop 
Are all my Hopes and Prayers turn'd to nothing? 
Well, I will ſay no more, nor ſigh, nor ſorrow ; | 2 


Till to thy Face I prove thee falſe, Ah me! [EA. 1 1 

3 . ꝙ 1 

; Enter Gertrude, and a Boor, | Y 

Gert. F E AD, if thou think'ſt we're right: why doſt ſſ » 

| thou make CNS: N 

Theſe often ſtands? thou ſaidſt thou knew'ſt the way. * 

Boor. Fear nothing, I do know it: Would 'twere 
homeward, 


Gert. Wrought from me by a Beggar ? at the time 
That moſt ſhou'd tye him? *tis ſome; other Love 
That hath-a more command on his Affections, 

And he that fetcht him, ay diſguiſed Agent, 

Not what he perſonated; for his Faſhion 

Was more familiar with him, and more pow'rful 
Than one that ask*d an Alms: I muſt find out 
One, if not both: Kind Darkneſs be my ſhrowd, 
And cover Love's too curious ſearch in me, 

For yet, Suſpicion, I wou'd not name thee. | 

Boor. Mülreß, it grows ſomewhat pretty and dark. 
Gert. What then? | ard 
Boor. Nay, nothing; do not think I am afraid, 
Although perhaps you are. ff 
Gert. I am not: Forward, 
| Boor. Sure but you are? give me your Hand, fear nothing. 

There's one Leg in the W ood, don't pull me . 1 

1 | nh {2 +  --— AL 
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What a ſweat one on's are in, you or 1 
Pray God it do not prove the Plague; yet ſure 
It has infected me; for I ſweat too, 
It runs out at my Knees, | feel, feel, I mY you. 
Cert. What ails the Fellow-? 
Boor. Hark, hark, I beſeech you, 
Do you hear nothing ? ; 
Gert, No. © 
Boor. Liſt: A wild Hog: 
He grunts : now 'tis a Bear: this Wood is full of 'em, 
And now, a Wolf, Miſtreſs, a Wolf, a Wolf, | 
It is the howling of a Wolf. 
Gert. The braying of an Aſs, is it not? 
Boor, Oh, now one has me ; 
Oh my left Haunch, farewel. 
Gert. Look to, your Shanks, 


Your Breech is ſafe enough, the Wolf's a Fern- brake. 


Boor. But ſee, ſee, ſee, there is a Serpent in it; 
'T has Eyes as broad as Platters; it ſpits Fire; 


Now it * tow'rds us, help me to ſay my Prayers: 


'T hath ſwallow'd me almoſt, my Breath is ſtopt 3 
I cannot ſpeak: Do I ſpeak, Miſtreſs? tell me. 
Gert. Why, thou ſtrange timorous Sot, canft thou 
| perceive; | 
Any thing ith* Buſh but a 
Boor. It may be *tis but a 
Grow to a Fire- drake preſently, 
Gert. Come thou from it: 
J have a precious Guide of you, and a courteous, 
That gives me leave to lead my ſelf the way thus. 
- Boor, It thunders, you hear that now? 
Gert. I hear one hollow. 
Boor. Tis Thunder, Thunder: | 
See, a Flaſh of Lightning: ie 
Are you not blaſted, Miſtreſs? pull your Mask off, 
T has plaid the Barber with me here: I have loſt 
My Beard, my Beard, pray God you be not n 
Twill ſpoil your Marriage, Miſtreſs. 
Gert, What ſtrange Wonders 
Fear fancies in a Coward! = 5 
Vor. II. Ee Boor. 


erm ? 


lo-worm now, but will | 


get ED AE rats 


n _ 


— 
_— 
* — 
. . 
a ö 
PPP ⁰˙¹’ ²˙•w̃ ̃ wu ̃ . ³⁰... rr re RIS io eo oe 


| 422 Beggars Buſh. 


Cm ae mn nn en CC COTOOns 


_ — 


Boor. Now the Earth opens. 
Gert. Prithee hold thy peace. 
Boor. Will you on then? | 
Gert. Both e and Jealouſie have made me bold, 


Where my Fate leads me, I muſt go. n. 


Baor. God be with you then. 


Enter Wolfort, Hempskirke, and Attendants. 


Hemp. It was the Fellow ſure, he that ſhould guide me, 
The Huntſman that did hollow us. 
Mol. Beſt make a ſtand, 
And liſten to his next: Ha! 
Hemp. Who goes there! 
Boor. Miſtreſs, I am taken. | 
Hemp. Miſtreſs? Look forth, Soldiers. 
Wol. What are you, Sirrah ? R 
» Boor. Truly all is left | 
Of a poor Boor, by Day-light, by Night no Body ; 
You 1 have ſpard your Drum, and Guns, and 
ikes too, 


For 1 am none that will ſtand out Sir, I. 


You may take me in with a walking Stick, ; 
Evin when you pleaſe, and hold me with a Packthread. 
Hemp. What Woman was't you call'd to? 
Boor, Woman! None, Sir. 
Wol. None! Did you not name Miſtreſs ? 
Boor. Yes, but ſhe's | 
No Woman yet: She ſhould have been this Night, 
But that a Beggar ſtole away her Bridegroom, 
Whom we were going to make Hue and Cry after; 
I tell you true, Sir, ſhe ſhou'd ha* been married to Day; 
And was the Bride and all; but in came Clauſe, 


The old lame Beggar, and whips up Mr. Goſwin 


Under his Arm; away with him as a Kite, 
Or an old Fox would ſwoop away a Goſling, 
Hemp. Tis ſhe, tis ſhe, tis ſhe ; Neice? 
Gert, Ha! 1 25 
Hemp. She, Sir, | 
This was a noble entrance to your Fortune, 
That being on the Point thus to be married, 
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Upon her Venture here, you ſhould ſurpriſe her. 
Wol. I begin, en, to believe my Fate 
Works to my Ends. 
Hemp. Yes, Sir, and this ah Truſt - 


Unto the Fellow our Guide, who aſſur'd me Flores 


Liv'd in ſome Merchants ſhape, as Gerrard did 


In the old Beggars, and that he would uſe . 


Him for the Train, to call the other forth ; 

All which we find is done — That's he again [ Holla again. 
Wol. Good, we ſent out to meet him. 
Hemp. Here's the Oak. 
Gert. I'm miſerably loft, thus faln 

Into my Uncle's Hands from all my Hopes, 

Can I not think away my ſelf and die? | 


Enter e Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, n and Ginks, 


lite Boors. 


Hub. like your Habits well: They're ale, ſtand cloſe. 
Hig. But what's the Action we are for now? Ha! 
Robbing a <4 wi of his Fiſh. 
Prigg. Or ta 
A 54. Mn Priſoner, without Ranſom, Bullies ? 
Hig. Or cutting off a Convoy of Butter? 


Fer. Or ſurprizing a Boor's ken, for“ grun ting * 1. 


e Or #7 Cackling Cheats? 
g. Or © Margery-praters, 4? Rogers, 
And 50 Tibs o'th* Buttery ? 
Prigg. O I cou'd drive a Regiment 
Of Geele afore me, ſuch a Night as this, 
Ten Leagues with my Hat and Staff, and not a Hiſs 
Heard, nor a wing of all my Troops diſordered. . 
Hig. Tell us, 
If it be milling of a lag of Duds, 
The fetching off a buck of Cloaths or ſo; 
We are horribly out of Linnen, 
Hub, No ſuch matter. 


; 48. Pigs, former Editions, granting Cheats, corrected by Mr. Theo- 
a 


47. Chickens. 48. Hens, Geeſe. 50. Gollings, 
Stealing a Buck of Cloaths, Wy : 1 
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Hig. Let me alone with the Farmer's Dog, 

If you have a mind to the Cheeſe-loft ; tis but thus, 
Aud he is a ſilenc'd Maſtiff during Pleaſure. 

Hub. Would it would pleaſe ou to be ſilent. 

Hig. Mum. Wol. Who's there? 

Hub. A Friend, the Huntſman, 

Hemp. O tis he. | 

Hub. I have kept touch, Sir 3 which is the Earl of theſe ? 
Will he know a. Man now ? 

Hemp. This my Lord's the Friend, 

Hath undertook the Service, 

Hub. If't be worth | 
His Lordſhip's Thanks anon, when tis done, 
Lording, PII look for't, a rude Wood- -man, 

I know how to pitch my Toils, drive in my Game: 
And I have done't, both Horez and his Father 
Old Gerrard, with Lord Arnold of Benthuiſen, 
Coxen, and Jaculin, young Florez's Siſter : 
T have em all. 

Mol. Thou ſpeak*ſt too much, too happy, 
To carry Faith with it. 

Hub, I can bring you 
Where you ſhall ſee, and find em. 

Mol. We will double 
What ever Hempskirke then hath promis'd thee, 

Hub. And I'll delerve it treble ? What Horſe ha? you? 
Wol. A hundred. That's well: n to take 
Upon ſurprize of em. 

Hemp. Yes. Hub. Divide then | 
Your force into five Squadrons z for there are 
So many out-lets, ways through the Wood 
That iſſue from the place where they 5 lodg'd: 

Five ſeveral ways, of all which P 2 p- 
We muſt poſſeſs, our ſelves, to 9 70 ; in; 
For by one ſtarting Hole they'll all eſcape elſe: 
I and four Boors here to me will be Guides, 
The Squadron where you are, my ſelf will lead: 
And that they may be more ſecure, I'll uſe 
My wonted Whoops, and Hollows, as 1 were 
A hunting for em; which will make them reſt 8 
arele 
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Careleſs of any Noiſe, and be a Direction 
To th' other Guides, how we approach em till. 
Mol. Tis order'd well, and reliſheth the Soldier 
Make the Diviſion, Hempskirke ; you are my Charge, 


Fair One, Ill look to you. 
Boor. Shall no body need 

To look to me? I'll look unto my ſelf. 
Hub. *Tis but this, remember. EY 
Hig. Say, *tis done, Boy, [ Exeunt. 
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Enter Gerrard and Florez. 


Ger. By this time, Sir, I hope you want no Reaſons 
Why I broke off your Marriage; for though ! 
Shou'd as a Subject ſtudy you my Prince ' 

In things indifferent, it will not therefore | 
Diſcredit you, Y acknowledge me your Father, 
By harkning to my neceſſary Counſels, 
Flo. Acknowledge you my Father? Sir I do, 

And may Impiety, conſpiring with | 
My other Sins, fink me, and ſuddenly, | 
When I forget to pay you a Son's Duty | [| 
(28) In my Obedience, and that too held forth 

With all the cheerfulneſses. | 
Ger. I pray you riſe, 1 
And may thoſe Pow'rs that ſee and love this in you, 
Reward you for it: Taught by your Example, 
Having receiv'd the Rights due to a Father, 
I tender you th* Allegiance of a Subject: 
Which as my Prince accept of. 

Flo. Kneel to me? ; 

May Mountains firſt fall down beneath their Valleys, 
And Fire no more mount upwards, when I ſuffer 
An act in Nature fo prepoſterous ; 


_ * — — — 
2 * 2 


(28) —— 4nd that help d forth, ] To help forth Obedience with 
Cheerfulneſs, ſeems a ſtiff Expreſſion; I have ſubſtituted the natural 
Word, and added a Monoſyllable that is neceſſary to the Meaſure, 
and believe that in both I've reſtored the Original. 
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I muſt o ercome in this, in all things elſe _ 
The Victory be yours: Cou'd you here read me, 
Tou ſhou'd perceive how all my Faculties 
Triumph in my bleſt Fate, to be found yours; 
I am your Son, your Son, Sir, and am prouder 
To be ſo, to the Father to ſuch Goodneſs, | 
Which Heav'n be pleas'd I may inherit from you, 
Than I ſhall ever of thoſe ſpecious Titles | 
That plead for my Succeſſion in the. Earldom 
(Did I poſſeſs it now) left by my Mother. 
Ger. I do believe it: Butyæ G 
Flo. O my lov'd Father, 3 
Before J knew you were ſo, by Inſtin&, / 
Nature had taught me, to look on your wants, 
Not as a Stranger's: And I know not how, _ 
What you call'd Charity, I thought the Payment 
Of ſome Religious Debt, Nature ſtood bound for; 
And laft of all, when your magnificent Bounty 
In my low ebb of Fortune, had brought in 
A flood of Bleſſings, though my threatning Wants 
And fear of their Effects, ſtill kept me ſtupid, 
J ſoon found out, it was no common Pity 
That led you to it. | 
Ger. Think of this hereafter, 3 
When we with joy may call it to Remembrance; 
There will be a time, more opportune than now, 
To end our Story, with all Circumſtances, 
I add this only: When we fled from Wolfort 
I fent you into Exgland, and there plac'd you  _ 
With a brave Flanders Merchant, calPd rich Gofwin, 
A Man ſupplied by me unto that purpoſe, 
As bound by Oath ne'er to diſcover you, 
Who dying, left his Name and Wealth unto you 
As his reputed Son, and yet receiv'd fo; 
But now, as Florez, and a Prince, remember 
The Countries, and the Subjects genera] Good 
Mult challenge the firſt part in your Affection: 
The fair Maid, whom you choſe to be your Wife, 
Being fo far beneath you, that your Love ; 
Muſt grant ſhe's not your Equal. 


Flo. 
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Fh. In Deſcent . 


Or borrow'd Glories from dead Anceſtors, | 

But for her Beauty, Chaſtity, and all Virtues 

Ever remembred in the beſt of Women, 

A Monarch might receive from her, not give, 
Though ſhe were his Crown's purchaſe ; in on only 
Be an indulgent Father: In all elſe 

Uſe your Authority. 


Enter „ Hempskirke, Walfort, We 
and Soldiers. 


Hub. Sir, hire be two of 'em, 
The Father and the Son; the reſt you ſhall have 
As faſt as I can rouze them. 
Ger, Who's this? Wolfort! f [you 
Mol. Ay Cripple, your feigned Crutches will not dp 
Nor patch'd Digue that hath ſo long conceal'd you, 
It's now no halting: I muſt here find Gerrard, 
And in this Merchant's Habit one caly'd Tara, we. 
Who wo 1d be an Earl. : 
Ger. And is, wert thou a Subject. --þ 
Flo. Is this that Traitor Wolfort? "1 NE | : 
Wal. Yes, but you | | 
Are they that are betray'd : Hempskirke, 2 ö 
Ber. My Goſioin | 6 
Turn'd Prince? O I am poorer by this Greatneſs, N 
Than all my former Jealouſies or Misfortunes. | | 
Flo. Gertrude ? 
Mol. Stay, Sir, you were to day too near her, 
You muſt no more aim at thoſe eaſie Acceſſes, 
(29) Leſs you can do't in Air, without a Head, 
Which ſhall be ſuddenly try'd. 
Ber, O take my Heart, firſt, 
And fince I cannot hope now to enjoy him; 
Let me but fall a part of his glad Ranſom. 
Mol. Lou know not your own value, that entreat. 
Ger. So proud a Fiend as Holfort. 
Wol. For fo loſt 


(29) Left you] Late Editions, old Folio, Lee. 
Ee 4 A 
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A thing as Horez. 

Flo. And that wou'd be ſo, 
Rather than ſhe ſhould ſtoop again to thee ; 
There is no Death, but's ſweeter than all Life, 
When Wolfort is to give it. O my Gertrude, 
It is not that, nor Princedom that I go from, 
It is from thee, that loſs includeth all. 

Mol. Ay, if my young Prince knew his loſs, he'd ſay ſo, B 
Which that he yet may chew on, I will tell him, 
This is no Gertrude, nor no Hempokirte's Neice, 
Nor Vandunk's Daughter : This 1s Bertha, Bertha, | 
The Heir of Brabant, ſhe that caus'd the War, 1 

Whom I did ſteal, during my Treaty there, 

In your Minority, to raitc my ſelf 
I then fore- ſeeing *twou'd beget a Quarrel,, _ ] 
That, a neceſſity of my Employment, , 2 
The ſame Employment, make me Maſter of Strength, 
That Strength, the Lord of Flanders, ſo of Brabant, 
By marrying her: Which had not been to do, Sir, 
She come of Years, but that the Expectation 
Firſt of er Father's Death, retarded it, 
And ſincè the ſtanding out of Bruges, where 
Hempskirke had hid her, till ſhe was near loſt: 
But, Sir, we have recover'd her: Your Merchantſhip 
May break, for this was one of your beſt Bottoms, 
] think, 

Ger. Inſolent Devil! 


Enter Hubert, with Jaculin, Ginks, and Coſtin. 1 


Wal. Who are theſe, Hempskirke ? 
Hemp, More, more, Sir. 
Flo. How they triumph in their Treachery ! ' - 
Hemp. Lord Arnold of Bentbuſin, this Lord Coſtin, 
This Jaculin the Siſter unto Florez. 
Mol. All found? Why here's brave Game, this was 
Sport Royal, 
And puts me in thought of a new kind of Death for em. 
Huntſman, your Horn: Firſt wind me Florez Fall, 
Next Gerrard's, then his Daughter Jaculin's, 


Thoſe 


> 
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(30) Thoſe Raſcals, they ſhall die without their Rites : 
Hang em up, Hempskirke, on theſe Trees; I'll take 
Th' Aſſay of theſe my felf, 
Hub. Not here, my Lord, 
Let *em be broken up upon a Scaffold, | 
'Twill ſhew the better when their Arbour's made. 
Ger. Wretch, art thou not content thou haſt betray us, 
But mock us too? | 
Ginks. Falſe Hubert, this is monſtro 
Wol. Hubert * Hemp. Who, this? 
Ger, Yes, this is Hubert, Wolfort, 
I hope he'as helpt himſelf to a Tree. 
Mol. The firſt, 
The firſt of any, and moſt glad I have you, Sir: 
I let you go before, but for a Train; 
Is't you have done this ſervice? 
Hub. As your Huntſman? 
But now as Hubert; fave your ſelves, I will, 
The Woff's afoot, let flip ; kill, kill, kill, kill. 


Enter with a Drum Vandunk, Merchants, Higgen, 
Prigg, Ferret, and Snap. 


Mol. Betray'd? © | 
Hub. No, but well catch'd : And I the Huntſman, _ 
Vand. How do you Wolfort? Raſcal, good Knave 
Walfort, | | | | 
I ſpeak it now without the Roſe z and Hempskirke, - 
Rogue Hempsk:rke, you that have no Neice, this Lady | 
Was ſtoln by you, and ta'en by you, and now | 
Reſign'd by me to the right Owner here: 
Take her, my Prince, | 
Flo. Can this be poſſible, 
Welcome my Love, my ſweet, my worthy Love. 
Vand. Tha? giv*n you her twice: now keep her better, 
and thank 1 


(30) —— Their Rights,] The falſe Spelling of this Word would 
not have deſerved a Note, had not it given a Senſe totally different 
from the true one; wiz. That the two Lords were to die without 
being firſt put in- Poſſeſſion of their Rights or Lordſhips. It only 
means here, that they ſhould. be hanged without the Honour of any 


Lord 


Rite or Ceremony, 
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Lord Hubert, that came to me in Gerrard's name, 
And got me out, with my brave Boys, to march 
Like Cæſar, when he bred his Commentaries, 
So I, to breed my Chronicle, came forth 
Ceſar Vandunk, & vent, vidi, vici. 
Give me my Bottle, and ſet down the Drum; gov 557 rand 
You had your rw Sir, had you? we ha' tricks too, 
You ſtole the Lady 

"Hig. And we wh your Squadrons,  [bles, 
Where they ha' ſcratch*d their Leggs a rr with Bram. 
If not their Faces, 

Prigg. Yes, and run their Heads 


Again Trees. 
Hig. Tis Captain Prizz, Sir. 
Prigg. And Colonel Hagen. [Leggs, 


Hig. We have fill'd a Pit with your People, ſome with” 


Some with Arms broken, and a Neck or two 
J think be looſe. | 

Prigg. The reſt too, that eſcap'd, 
Are not yet out o'the Briars. 

Hig. And your Horſes, Sir, 
Are well ſet up in Bruges all by this time : 
You look as you were not well, Sir, and wou'd be 
| Shortly let Blood ; do you want a Scarf ? | 
_ Panl. A Halter. 

Ger. Twas like your ſelf, honeſt, and noble Hubert. 
Canſt thou behold theſe Mirrors all together, 
Of thy long, falſe, and bloody Ulſurpation 
Thy tyrannous Proſcription, and freſh Treaſon ; 
And not fo ſee thy ſelf, as to fall down 
And finking, force a Grave, with thine own Guilt, 


As deep as Hell, to cover thee and it ? [me;. 


Mol. No, I can ſtand, and praiſe the Toyles that took 
And laughing in them die; they were brave Snares. 
Flo. Twere truer Valour, if thou durſt repent 
The Wrongs th' haſt done, and live. 
=_ _ I repent ? 
And fay I'm forry ? *tis the Fool's Langua 
And not for Walfore. * PE 
Vand. Wolfort, thou art a Devil, 


1 
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And ſpeakſt his Language; oh that I had my longing, 
Under this row of Trees now would I hang him. 
Flo. No, let him live, until he can repent, 
But baniſh'd from our State, that is thy doom. [kirke 
Vand. Then hang his worthy Captain here, this Hemps- 
For t of th* Example, | 
Flo. No let him 
Enjoy his ſhame too, with his conſcious Life; 
To ſhew how much our Innocence contemns 
All practice from the guiltieſt, to moleſt us. 
Vand. A noble Prince. 
Ger. Sir, you muſt help to join 
A pair of Hands, as they have done of Hearts here, 
(31) And to their Loves wiſh joy. 
Flo. As to mine own, 
My gracious Siſter, worthieſt Brother. 
Vand. VII go afore, and have the Bon-fire made, 
My Fire-works, and Flap-dragons, and good Backrack, 
With a peck of little Fiſhes, to drink down 
In healths to this Day. 
Hig. *Slight, here be changes, 1 
The Bells ha' not ſo many, nor a dance, Prigg. 
Prigg. Our Company's grown horrible thin by it. 
What think you, Ferret? 
Fer. Marry I do think, & 
That we might all be Lords now, if we'd ſtand fort. 
Hig. No, not if they ſhould offer it: P11 diſlodge firſt, 
Remove the Buſh unto another Climate. | 
Ger. Sir, you muſt thank this worthy Burgomaſter. 
Here be more Friends ask to be look'd on too, 
And thank'd, who though their Trade and courſe of Life 
Be not fo perfect, but it may be better'd, Fs 
Have yet us'd me with Courteſy, and been true 
Subjects unto me, while I was their King, 
A Place I know not well how to reſign, 
Nor unto whom: But this Iwill entreat 
Your Grace, command them follow you to Bruges z 
Where I will take the care on me, to find 


(31) —Viib Joy] Former Editions, 


Some 


: 
| 
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Some manly, and more profitable courſe 1s 
To fit them, as a part of the Republick, | 
Flo. Do you hear, Sirs? do fo, | 
| Hig. Thanks to your good Grace, 

Prigg. To your good Lordſhip, +3 
Fer. May you both live long, all but Beggars. 
Ger, Attend me at Yandunk's, the Burgomaſter's. Ax. 


Hig. Yes; to beat Hemp, and be whipt twice a Week, 


Or turn the Wheel, for Crab the Rope- maker: 
Or learn to go along with him, his courſe; 
That's a fine courſe now, I'the Common-wealth, Prigg, 
What ſay you to it? 1 94. 5m te, 
Prigg. It is the backwarM'ſt courſe, 
T know i'the World. 

Hig. Then Higgen will ſcarce thrive by it, 

Lou do conclude ? - 2 

Prigg. Faith hardly, very hardly. 

Hig. Troth I am partly of your Mind, Prince Prigg. 
And therefore farewel Flanders, Higgen will ſeek 
Some ſafer Shelter, in ſome other Climate, 

With this his tatter*'d Colony: Let me fee 

Snap, Ferret, Prige, and Higgen, all are left 

O' the true Blood: What? ſhall we into England? 
Prigg. Agreed. | | | 

Hig. Then bear up bravely with your Brute, my Lads, 
Higgen hath 5* prig'd the Prancers in his Days, 
And fold good Penny-worths; we have a courſe, 

The Spirit of Boltom, is grown bottomleſs, 

Prigg. I'll mand no more, nor cant. 

Hig. Yes, your Sixpenny-worth 
In private, Brother; Sixpence is a Sum 
P11 ſteal you any Man's Dog for. 

Prigg. For Sixpence more 

You'll tell the Owner where he is. 

Hig. Tis right, 
Higgen mult practiſe, ſo muſt Prigg to eat; | 
And write the Letter: And gi” the Word. But now 
No more, as either of theſe. | 


52. Stole Horſes. 


Prigg. 
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Prigg. But as true Beggars, | 
As Cer we were. 
Hig. We ſtand here, for an Epiloguez © 
Ladies, your Bounties firſt ; the reſt will follow; 
For Womens Favours are a leading Alms, | 
If you be pleas*d look cheerly, throw your Eyes 
Out at your Masks. | | 
Prigg. And let your Beauties ſparkle. 
Hig. So may you ne'er want dreſſings, Jewels, Gowns 
Still ? the faſhion, | | : 
Prigg. Nor the Men you love, 
Wealth nor Diſcourſe to pleaſe you. 
- Hig. May you, Gentlemen, 
Never want good freſh Suits nor Liberty. | 
Prigg. May every Merchant here ſee ſafe his Ventures, 
Hg. And every honeſt Citizen his Debts in. 
Prigg. (32) The Lawyers gain good Clients. 
Hig. And the Clients good Counſel, - 
Prigg. All the Gameſters here good Fortune. 
Hig. The Drunkards too good Wane. 
Prigg. The Eaters Meat 
Fit for their Taſtes and Palates. 
Hig. The good Wives kind Husbands. 
 Prigg. The young Maids choice of Sutors. 
Hig. The Midwives merry Hearts. 
Prigg. And all good Cheer. 
Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Buſh, 
We are the Beggars and your daily Beadſmen, 
And have your Mony, but the Alms we ask 
And live by, is your Grace; give that, and then 
We'll boldly ſay our Word is, Come again. 


(32) Again good Clients,] Corrected from the old Folio, 


| The End of the Second V. olume. 
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Some manly, and more profitable courſe e As 
To fit them, as a part of the Republick, V4 4.75 
Flo. Do you hear, Sirs? do fo. | * 
Hi. Thanks to your good Grace. F. 
Prigg. To your good Lordſhip, I 
Fer. May you both live long, [all but Beggars. C 


Ger. Attend me at Yandunk's, the Burgomaſter's. Ax. 
Hig. Les, to beat Hemp, and be whipt twice a Week, | 
Or turn the Wheel, for Crab the Rope-maker : | 8 
Or learn to go along with him, his courſe; 
That's a fine courſe now, i'the Common-wealth, Prigg, ; 
What ſay you to it? ; 1-450 | 
Prigg. It is the backward'ſt courſe, 
I know ''the World. 
Hig. Then Higgen will ſcarce thrive by it, 
Lou do conclude 2 TENTS 
Prigg. Faith hardly, very hardly. 
Hai. Troth I am partly of your Mind, Prince Prigg. 
And therefore farewel Flanders, Higgen will ſeek 
Some ſafer Shelter, in ſome other Climate, 
With this his tatter'd Colony: Let me ſee 
Snap, Ferret, Prigg, and Higgen, all are left 
O' the true Blood: What? ſhall we into England? 
Prigg. Agreed. 
Hig. Then bear up bravely with your Brute, my Lads, 
Higgen hath 5* prig'd the Prancers in his Days, 
And fold good Penny-worths; we have a courſe, 
The Spirit of Bottom, is grown bottomleſs, | 
Prigg. I'll mand no more, nor cant, | 
Hig. Yes, your Sixpenny-worth 
In private, Brother; Sixpence is a Sum 
I'll ſteal you any Man's Dog for. 
Prigg. For Sixpence more 
You'll tell the Owner where he is. 
Hig. *Tis right, 
Higgen muſt practiſe, ſo muſt Prigg to eat; | 
And write the Letter: And gi the Word. But now 
No more, as either of theſe, 


52. Stole Horſes. 


Prigg. 


Beggars Buſh. 

Prigg. But as true Beggars, 

As Cer we Were. 

Hig. We ſtand here, for an Epilogue ; 
Ladies, your Bounties firſt z the reſt will follow; 
For Womens Favours are a leading Alms, | 
If you be pleas'd look cheerly, throw your Eyes 
Out at your Masks. | 

Prigg. And let your Beauties ſparkle. 


- Hig. So may you ne'er want dreſſings, Jewels, Gowns 
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Still 1 the faſhion, = 

Prigg. Nor the Men you love, 
Wealth nor Diſcourſe to pleaſe you. 

Hig. May you, Gentlemen, 
Never want good freſh Suits nor Liberty. 

Prigg. May every Merchant here ſee ſafe his Ventures, 

_ Hig. And every honeſt Citizen his Debts in. 

Prigg. (32) The Lawyers gain good Clients. 

Hig. And the Clients good Counſel, - 

Prigg. All the Gameſters here good Fortune. 

Hig. The Drunkards too good Wane. 

Prigg. The Eaters Meat 
Fit for their Taſtes and Palates. 

Hig. The good Wives kind Husbands. 
Prigg. The young Maids choice of Sutors. 
Hig. The Midwives merry Hearts. 

Prigg. And all good Cheer. 

Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Buſh, 
We are the Beggars and your daily Beadſmen, 
And have your Mony, but the Alms we ask 
And live by, is your Grace; give that, and then 
We'll boldly ſay our Word is, Come again. 


(zz) Again good Clients,] Corrected from the old Folio, 


The End of the 8 xcond V, olume. 


To the SECOND race 


By M.STMPSON. 


AGE 27, Line 20. Mr. Theebald's Correction of 
this Place, I prefer to my own, tho' his too great 
Modeſty would not ſuffer him to do it, i. e. 


—— Them of all Conditions and all Sexes. | 
So Servius upon ZEneid I. 286, 
| 
| 


—— gentemque togatam, ſays 
Bene Gentem, quia & Sexus omnis, & Cali 8 | 
utebatur. 


Page 30, Line 23. That ſend me . the Fury of 45 | | 
Ocean] Mr. Theobald has omitted a Conjecture of l 

mine upon this Place, which to me (fo prone le is par- bs. 
tiality) ſeems nearer the Traces of he old ro than "4 
that he has advanc'd ; | Ml 
almoſt thoſe Powers | 

That ſerv*d me iy &c. i. e. ſav'd. 


Ibid. Line 24. — you ſbou d not be wh 
Without a neat Hiſtorical Shirt.) Mr. Theobald's Ex- 
lanation of this Paſſage is very right ; and I praiſe his 
\ dam for retaining the old Reading, tho? it be at the 
Expence of my own Correction. Jaſper Maine, in his 
City Match, Act 2, Scene 2, is full to this pupoſe, Au- 
relia, ſpeaking of her Waiting-woman, ſays, 


She works reli, gious Petticoats; for Flowers 
Shell make Church-Hiſtories ; her Needle doth 
So ſanctiſy my Cane, 1 rr 
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ADDENDA. 


10 4 es ave: have ſuch holy . 

And are ſo learned, that I fear in time 
All my Apparel will be quoted by ® 

Some pure inſiruttor, 


'Tis true, the Perſon here mention'd is an n high-flown 
Puritan, but that is no Objection; what the Paſlage is 
brought to prove (and it proves it ſufficiently) is, that 
Hiſtorical Shirts were then in very high Faſhion ; the only 


difference was, that the Saints adorn'd theirs only with 
religious Stories, while the Wicted flouriſhed theirs with | 


either ſacred or profane ones. 


Page 109, Line 16. — and to cure your Herd, | 

His Bucolics is a Maſterpiece; ] This M iſtake of our 
Authors, tho? ſa. obvious to. be noted, had almoſt eſcaped 
the Obſervation of us all. A plain Proof that the At- 
tention, tho? ever ſo cloſe, is not always ſucceſsful, either 
in the Diſcovery of Blemiſhes or Beauties, 


Page 148, Line 31. 

Turn to Armlets, for great Queens tadore] Mr. Theo- 
bald's Alteration of this Paſſage, with due Submiſſion to 
His great Judgment, I cannot admit. The old Reading 
is not only right, but elegant, and muſt ſuffer extremely 
by any tampering with it. Adore here is us'd in the Senſe 


of adorn, from French Dorer, to gild, &c. and ſeems to 
be borrow'd from Spenſer, Lib. 4. Cant. 11, 46. 


ee to the Hore 
C W little Drops, which do the Morn adore, 


I am aware, that the ſame Objection lies againſt ſeveral 
Places which we have endeavoured to correct in the fol- 


' lowing Sheets; but the Reader need not be told, that 
Criticiſm is no infallible Profeſſion; for he cannot but ob- \ . 


ſerve, that the viewing of a Paſſage in one Light, which 
the Poet defign'd ſhould be conſidered in another, too 


oft draws the Judgment awry, and ſets the Invention 


upon a wrong Search, by endeayouring to plaiſter a Place 
that ever was ſound, and applying Crutches to a Paſſage 
that r never yet halted, but ur the Critic' 8 Imagination. 


Page 


ward will pardon me for diſſenting from him in the Cor- 


run in this manner, : 
See where the Seal comes. 
The Seal, i. e. Sea-calf, an Syrian ſevere enough in 
all Conſcience and Reaſon ; and how clearly does the re- 
maining Part of the Line eſtabliſh this Reading, 
See where the Seal comes, how be fomes and bruſtles. 
i. e. briſtles, | | 


Page 292, Note 20. — Pins and Puppets, ] Al. 
lowing the want of Meaſure, for there is none in the 


Senſe of this Paſſage, I would have it filled up in a dif- 


ferent manner from that propoſed by Mr, Seward, thus, 


— for Pins and Pin-puppets. | 

The faſhionable Pin-caſes in our Authors Days, were 
made in the ſhape of little Puppets, or Poppets ; and tho 
that Cuſtom is diſcontinued, we ſtill retain the Word Pin- 
poppets to this very Day, in the North of England, 


'Ffa © ). Foal 


FFC 
Page 251, Line 33. See where the Sea comes] Mr. Se- 


rection of this Paſſage; I ſuppoſe the Line once to have 
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| \ Tor the Snconp Vorvun, 


By. 2. SEWARD. 


SHALL only detain the Render 15 — very few 

Remarks on the Part of this Volume which was pub- 

liſh'd by Mr. Theobald, which beginning with 7he 
Ae of 'the Country, a Play which offends more againſt 
modeſt Decency than any other Part of our Authors 
Works, I muſt refer the Reader to the firſt Prologue, 
where he will find that the Authorg had not the Jeaſt Suſpi- 
cion of being ever taxed with Indecency; from whence it 
is plain, that what now appears groſs and indecent, did 
not appear ſo to our Anceſtors. See this more Fully prov'd 
at Page 54 and 55 of the Preface, ; 


. The Cuſtom of the Country. 


Page 3o, Line 15. — Thoſe Powers 

' That ſend me from the Fury of the Ocean] Mr. Theobald 
juſtly rejects ſend, but reads fenc'd me, which does not 
ſeem to me a very natural Metaphor ; I believe the more 


common and obvIOUS TINA fav'd me, was the Ori- 
ginal. 


Page 44, Note 44. I don't aſſent to the Neceſſity of 
the Change made here, the ww Reading preſerving a clear 


Antitheſis. 
Page 45, Line 1, Note 33. 
' The ie; Miſtreſs of thoſe many Bleſſings 
Heav'n has beſtow'd ; make em appear ftill nobler > 
Becauſe they're truſted to a weaker Keeper. 


1 3 "Oy the N 0 . but not having ex 
FW preſs'd 
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preſs'd my Objections fully, Mr. Theobald defends it. 


They are theſe. Arnoldo is perſuading the rich and beau-- 


tiful | HHippohts not to deface' her Beauty with foul Affec- 
tions, for outward Excellence ſhould be attended with all 


other Excellence; and the preſent Reading makes him 


add, that as ſhe is frail and weak by Nature, ſhe would 
make the Beauties of her Perſon appear more noble. 
This would be an Apology for her Faults, not a 3 
for her quitting them. — I read therefore, * 


— make em appear ſtill nobler, 
Becauſe they're truſted to a i Keeper. 


He firſt perſuades her to Chaſtity, and every Virtue, that 


ſhe might not diſgrace her Beauty; next, that ſhe might 


not abuſe her Wealth, which was the Gift of Heaven to . 


her, only to make her Virtues more noble and conſpi- 
cuous. This ſeem'd at firſt the true Reading; but upon 
this laſt Review a-Confirmation of it has occurr'd from 


the Context. Her Beauty and her Wealth are the two 


Objects which he dwells on in the next Speech, when he 
conſiders them in another Light, and this is a ſtrong Pre- 
ſumption that each of them had been before 147 as Per- 
ſuaſives to Chaſtity. He goes on 


Wou'd ye have me love you ? — Hip. Les, — Am. Ne 
for your Beauty; 
Time, as he paſſes by, puts out that 8 parle. 


Not for your Wealth; although the World kneel to it, &c. 


The whole Dialogue, particularly Arnoldo's firſt Speech, 
i extremely beautiful. 


The Elder Brother. 


Page 106, Line 22, Note 3. 


| — and in Greek you can 
Lie with your ſmug Wife Lilly.] Mr. Theobald « com- 


plains that the Country Juſtice is here out of Character, 


as he ſuppoſes him to refer to Juvenal's Concumbunt Græct 
hut ſuppoſing the Author took his Hint from hence, 
he does not make the Country Juſtice refer to it. But 

Mr. Theobald does not ſeem to have obſerved the Equivo- 


cation 
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cation of the Word Lily, which refers to the old Gramma- 


rian, as Andrew ſays after, 7 bring me back from my 


Grammar to my "Horn-book! This is an Alluſion B 
within the ated of a . 2 and I 


| eas in Character, : 


- Page 120; Note 15. | 
Do they know any thing but a tir'd 8 ? 


And then tbey cry abſurd as th Horſe underſtood them. 
This is ſpoke: of the College-Students, whom the Fop 
makes ſuch Pedants, as to talk even to their Horſes in 
Scholaſtic Terms, _ it abſurd in a tired Hackney to 
hobble and ſtumble. I have given this Explication, be- 
cauſe' the Paſſage is treated by Mr. 7 beobald as JE 
Nonſenſe. LS * 


Page 140, Note 27. 
Nor your black Patches you wear variouſly, 
Some cut like Stars, ſome in Half-moons, ſome Lozenges. 
(All which but ſhew you ftill a younger Brother) ] The 
Cuſtom of wearing black Patches on the Face began 
amongſt the Men, being made of black Velvet, and cut 
in various Shapes. It was a foppiſh Imitation of the Of- 


ficers of the Army, who, in one Place of our Authors 


are ſaid, after a Campaign, to be oblig'd from their 
Wou nds 8, To wear their Faces in Velvet Scabbards, Mr. 
Theobald thinks that the Figures mention*d here refer to 
the Bearings or Differences of. younger Branches of Fami- 
lies in Coats of Arms, but then ſeems to charge the Au- 


thors with inaccuracy in mentioning Lozenges, which are 


appropriated, he ſays, to unmarried Women and Wi- 


dows. If they have ſuch an Alluſion, it is only a remote 


one; the Foppiſhnefs of wearing ſuch Patches being the 
principal thing to ſhew him an inſignificant young Fellow, 
deſerving only a younger Brother's Fortune, and not for 
theſe to be preferr'd to one who was much more his Elder 
in Underſtanding than in Years. If therefore the remote 
Alluſion to Heraldry be admitted, it by no means requires 


the 5 of every Word being a — to it. 


Page 
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Page 145, Line 25. 
| o- bought an Elegy of bis Condolement) This is ſpoke of 
Euſtace whom Angelina before attacks for hiring Verſes; 
but Mr. Theobald unaccountably miſtook it to be ſpoke of 
the Scholar Charles, and therefore adopted the Miſtake of 
ſome of the old Editions, and reads, brougbt an Eg. 


Page 148. Should turn to Armlets for great Queens Padore] 
Mr. Theobald thinks it abſurd to ſuppoſe Queens to adore 
their own Bracelets, and therefore reads — for great Queens 
to wear, a Word very far from the Trace of the Letters: 
Mr. Symp/on told me, that adore and adorn were us'd for- 
merly as only different Dialects of the ſame Word, as owe 
and own certainly were, and he would give it the Senſe of 
adorn in this Place. I cannot aſſent to either, for the Po- 
ſition of the Words will ſcarce bear the latter; and had the 
Authors deſign'd it, they would have wrote, Will turn to 
Armlets to adore great Queens. After all, where is the Ab- 
ſurdity of the old Reading? Are not the ſanttify'd Beads 
often wore on the Arm, and in ſome meaſure adored by 
Popiſh Queens? Nay, when Armlets were uſually wore, 
they had often, over the Lock of them, Croſſes or Images 
of Saints in Entaglios, or Cameios, which they adored - 
But I take the Alluſion in this place to be chiefly to 
the ſanctify'd Beads, as the Affinity in Figure between 
Tears and Beads often 222 riſe to Alluſions of this ſort in 
Poetry. 


Page 149, Line 4 WES 
That only ſerves his 2 and 175 done | a 
And lets the ſerious Part of Life run by 
As thin neglected Sand. Whiteneſs of Name 
You muſt be mine.) Mr. Theobald calls this Paſſage ſo + 
pointed, Nonſenſe : For, ſays he, what Lover ever call'd 
his Miſtreſs }/hiteneſs of Name? He thereiore makes a 
Comma after Sand, and a full Stop after Name. So that 
the ſerious Part of Life is Whiteneſs of Name. And then 
he very unfortunately adds, that, if he is miſtaken in this, 
„ he'll never venture again at underſtanding any Writer's 
„Meaning.“ 


. tans exaſperated againit Athens, wauld put out one of 
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„ Meaning,” This is a ftrong Proof of what all Critics 


| ſhould be conſcious of, that Pofitiveneſs and Aſſurance do 


not belong to Verbal Criticiſm. For poor Mr. Theobald was 
moſt notorwuſly miſtaken in this very Paſſage, which was 
perfect good Senſe in the old Pointing. The Relative You 
miſled him; he thought it related to Angelina, whereas, 
with infinite poetic Beauty, it relates to hiteneſs of Names 
The Meaning of the Paſſage being evidently this 
« Tf you ſhould yield, I ſhould hate you; for I am no 
« Courtier that gives the Rein to all his wanton Appe- - 
« tites. No; Whiteneſs of Name, i. e. the Character and 


_«& Conſciouſneſs of Chaſtity and Innocence, you muſt be 


&« always mine; which I ſhould forfeit eternally, ſhould I 
« debauch my Miſtreſs before Marriage, for 


Why ſhould I ſeek to cuckold my Delights? 
And widow all thoſe Sweets I aim at in you? 


The whole Speech is extremely fine. 


Theſe are all the material Objections which have oc- 


curred againſt Mr, Theobald's Notes, and theſe, ſuppoſing 
them all true, are far from taking from him the Character 


of a Critic of the higheſt Rank; ſince his Miſtakes, com- 
par'd to the Number of his juſt Emendations, appear as 
tew as thoſe of the moſt eminent Critics which this Na- 
tion has produc'd, would, I believe, appear upon a like 
Scrutiny. By this the Reader will ſee that I do not exempt 
the late great Editors of Shakeſpear from numerous miſ- 
takes,; but it is quite ſhocking to ſee the Adverſaries of 
the Survivor of, them attacking him with ſuch rancour, 
that they ſeem to wiſh to ſee the Author of Fulian and the 
Divine Legation depriv'd of his Pen; and, like the Spar- 


the Eyes of the Learned Warld. 
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